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JULIUS  CJESJR. 

A  C  T     I.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 
A  Street  in  Rome. 

Enter  Flavius,  Marullus,  and  certain  Commoners, 
F  L  A  V   I   u  s. 

HENCE;  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  yoa 
home; 
Is  this  a  holiday  ?  what !  know  you  not. 
Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  fign 
Of  your  profeffion  ?  Ipeak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 

Car.  Why,   Sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  apparel  on  ? 
You,   Sir, What  trade  are  you  ? 

Co^.  Truly,  Sir,  in  refpedt  of  a  fine  workman,  I 
am  but,  as  you  would  fay,   a  cobler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  anfwer  me  diredly. 

Cob.  A  trade.  Sir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  ufe  with  a 
fafe  confcience ;  which  is,  indeed.  Sir,  a  mender  of 
bad  foals. 

F/av.  What  trade,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty 
knave,  what  trade  ? 

CoL  Nay,  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  be  not  out  with 
me  :   yet  if  you  be  out    Sir,   lean  mend  you. 

Fta'v.  What  mean'ft  thou  by  that  ?  mend  me,  thoii 
faucy  fellow  ? 

Cob,  Why,  Sir,  cobble  you. 
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Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobler,  art  thou  ? 

Coh.  Truly,  Sir,  all,  that  I  live  by,  is  the  awl :  I 
meddle  with  no  tradefmen's  matters,  nor  woman's 
matters  ;  but  with-all,  I  am,  indeed,  Sir,  a  furgeon 
to  old  Ihoes  ;  when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  re- 
cover them.  As  proper  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats- 
leather  have  gone  upon  my  handy-work. 

Flwv.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  {hop  to  day  ? 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  ftreets  ? 

Cob.  *'  Truly,  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  fhoes,  to  get 
**  my  felf  into  more  work."  But,  indeed.  Sir,  we 
make  holiday  to  fee  Cafar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his 
triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice !  —  what  conqueft  brings 
he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Romey 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot-wheels  ? 
You  blocks,  you  Clones,  you  worfe  than  fenfelefs  things  ? 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome  ! 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?   many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climbM  up  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,   to  chimney- tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms ;  and  there  have  fate 
The  live-long  day  with  patient  expe6lation, 
To  fee  great  Pompey  pafs  the  ftrects  of  Rome  : 
And  when  you  faw  his  chariot  but  appear. 
Have  you  not  made  an  univcrfal  fhout, 
That  l^yher  trembled  underneath  his  banks 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds. 
Made  in  his  concave  (hores  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  an  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  ftrew  flowers  in  his  way. 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey''^  blood  ? 

Be  gone 

Run  to  your  houfes,  fall  upon  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  Gods,  to  intermit  the  plague. 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Fla*v.Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and  for  that  fault 
Affembie  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyher's  bank,  and  weep  your  tears 

Into 
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Into  the  channel,  'till  the  loweft  ftream 
Do  kils  the  moft  exalted  fhores  of  all. 

^Exeunt  Common&rs, 
See,  whe're  their  bafefl  mettle  be  not  mov'd  ; 
They  vaniQi  tongue-ty'd  in  their  guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  I ;  difrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  *  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  feaft  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Cafar^  trophies  ;  I'll  about. 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  ftreets  : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  feathers,  pluckt  from  Cafar^  wing. 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  ; 
Who  elfe  would  '  foar  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  ail  in  fervile  fearfulnefs.  \^Exetmtfe'U€raUy* 

SCENE    If. 

tnter  Caefar,  Antony,  for  fhe  Courfe,  Calphurnia, 
Porcia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Caffius,  Cafca,  a 
Soothfayer. 

Caf.  Calphurniay  ■ — 

Cafe.  Peace,  ho  !  Cafar  fpcaks* 

Caf.  Calphurniay  '■ 

Catp.  Here,  my  lord. 

Cesf.  Stand  you  direftly  in  Antonius*  way. 
When  he  doth  run  his  Qoxix{c-——Antonius,  ' 

Jnt.  Cafavy    my  lord. 

Caf.  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed,  Antonius^ 
To  touch  Calphurnia  ;  for  our  Eiders  fay, 

*  ~~m  deck'' dnvith  ceremonies,']  Ceremonies,  for  religious  OfHa- 
ments.  Thus  afterwards  he  explains  them  by  Cafar^s  trophies  5 
i.  e.  fuch  as  he  had  dedicated  to  the  Gods. 

I foar  abo-ue  toe   vieiv  of  men,]  Paterculus   fays    of  this 

C^far,  animo  fuper  humanam  &  naturam&  fdem  e-veBus,  which 
is  finely  expreffed,  if  we  underftand  it  to  fignify  that  be  afpired  to 
a  powe*-  that  was  contrary  to  the  rights  of  nature^  and  to  the  duty 
and ^ood  faith  be  o%ued  bis  country, 
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The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chafe. 
Shake  off  their  (leril  curfe. 

j^»f.  I  (hall  remeir.ber. 
When  Ca/ar  fays,  do  this ;  it  is  perform'd. 

Co'/.  Set  on,  and  leave  no  ceremony  out. 

Sooth  Cef/ar,  —  • 

Car/.  Ha  !  who  calls  ? 

Ca/c.  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill :  peace  yet  again, 

C^/.  Who  is  it  in  the  Prefs,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
1  hear  a  tongue,  fhriller  than  all  the  mufick, 
Cry,  Cee/ar.     Speak  ;   C^efar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth    Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

C^f.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Eru.  A  foothfayer  bids  you  beware  the   Ides   of 
Viarch. 

Ceef.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face. 

Caf.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng,  look  upon  C^far, 

Caf.  What  fay 'il  thou  to  me  now  ?    fpeak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

Caf.  He  is  a  dreamer,  let  us  leave  him  \  pafs. 

\_Exeunt  Csefar  and  Traiiz., 

SCENE    III. 

Manent  Brutus  and  Caflius. 

Caf.  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  Courfe  I 

Bru.  Not  I. 

Caf.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamefom  ;  I  do  lack  fome  part 
Of  that  quick  fpirit  that  is  in  Antony  : 
Let  me  not  hinder,  CaJ/ius,  your  defires ; 
rU  leave  you. 

Caf.  Brutus,  I  do  obferve  you  now  of  late  ; 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs. 
Ana  fhew  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  ; 
You  bear  too  ilubborn  and  too  ilrange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  CaJJius, 
Be  not  deceiv'd  :  if  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Meerjy  upon  myitXU     Vexed  I  am. 

Of 
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Of  late,  with  paflions  of  fome  difference. 

Conceptions  only  proper  to  myfelf  ; 

Which  give  fome  foil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviour ; 

But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd. 

Among  which  number,  Cajjius,  be  you  one ; 

Nor  conftrue  any  farther  my  neglect. 

Than  that  poor  Brutust   with  hiiaf:^!f  at  war. 

Forgets  the  (hews  of  love  to  of  her  men. 

Caf.   Then,  Brutus y    I    have  much   miilook  youi 
j)aiiion  ; 

By  means  whereof,  this  breafi  oi  mine  hath  buried 

Tnoughts  of  greai  value,  worthy  cogitations. 

Tell  nie,  good  Brufus^  can  you  fee  your  face  ? 
Bru.  No,  CaJJius ;  for  the  e)e  fees  not  itfelf. 

Bat  by  reflexion  from  fome  other  things. 

Caf.  'Tis  juit. 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  nico  your  eye, 
That  you  might  fee  your  (hadow.     I  have  heard. 
Where  many  of  the  beft  refped  in  F.omey 
(Except  immortal  Cafar)  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoak, 
Have  wiih'd,  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  CaJJius, 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  myfelf. 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Caf.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear  j 
And  fmce  you  know,  you  cannot  fee  yourfelf 
So  well  as  by  reflexion  ;  I,  your  glafs. 
Will  modeftly  difcover  to  yourfelf 
That  of  yourfelf,  which  yet  you  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus: 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  ufe 
To  ftale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  proteftor ;  if  you  know. 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard. 
And  after  fcandal  them  ;  or  if  you  know. 
That  I  profefs  myfelf  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

\_FlouriJh  andjhoutl 
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Bru.  What  means  this  (houting  ?     I  do  fear,  the 
People 
Chufe  Ca/ar  for  their  King. 

Ca/»  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  I  think,  you  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cajfius  ;   yet  I  love  him  well  : 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
Tf  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good. 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  Death  i'th'  other, 
*  And  I  will  look  on  Death  indifferently  : 
For,  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death. 

Ccf.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  BrutuSy 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  Honour  is  the  fubjedl  of  my  ftory :         ■■ 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ;  but  for  my  fingle  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  fuch  a  thing  as  Imyfelf. 
I  was  born  free  as  C^far,  fo  were  you  ? 
We  both  have  fed  as  well  ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
"   i  For  once  upon  a  raw  and  gurty  day, 
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2  And  I  ivill  Icch  en  both  indifferently  ;  ]  This  is  a  contradic- 
titn  to  the  lines  immedistely  fucceeding.  If  he  h'u''d  hmour^ 
mere  (han  he  fear'' d  death,  how  could  they  be  both  indifferent  to 
him  ?  Honour  thus  is  but  in  equal  balance  to  death,  which  is  not 
fpeaking  at  all  like  Brutus :  f  jr,  in  a  foldier  of  any  ordinary  pre- 
teiifions,  honaur  /hould  always  preponderate.  Wc  muft  certainly 
read, 

And   I  iciU  loak  on  death  indifferently. 

What  occsfion'd  tlie  corruption,  I  prefume,  was,  the  tranfcribers 
imsgining  the  adverb  indifferently  muft  be  applied  to  two  things 
Btpos\i.  But  the  ufe  of  the  word  does  not  demand  it  j  nor  does 
Sihaktfpcar  always  apply  it  fo.  In  the  prefent  pafTage  it  fignifies 
vfi^/e^ir.gly  j  vAthout  fear,  or  concern  :  And  fo  Cafca  afterwards, 
again  in  this  ad,  employs  it. 

And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

1  weigh  them  net }    nor  am  deterr'd  onthefcore  of  Danger. 

3  For  once  upon  a  raiv  and gufiy  day,  &c.]  This  was  the  coir- 
mcn  exercife  of  fuch  of  the  Reman  nobility  as  delighted  in  the  ufe 
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•*  The  troubled  Tyher  chafing  with  his  fhorcs, 

**■  C^/ar  fays  to  me,  dar'ft  thou,  QaJJlus,  now 

**  Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 

**  And  fwim  to  yonder  point  ?  —  Upon  the  word, 

*'  Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 

"  And  bid  him  follow  ;  fo,  indeed,  he  did. 

**  The  torrent  roar'd,  and  we  did  buffet  it 

"  With  lufty  fmews  ;  throwing  it  afide, 

**  And  {lemming  it  with  hearts  of  controverfie. 

**  But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  proposed,'* 

Cafar  ccyM,  Help  me,  CaJJjus^  or  I  fink. 

J,  as  jEneaiy  our  great  Anceftor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  (houlder 

The  old  Anchifes  bear,  fo,  from  the  waves  of  Tyber 

Did  I  the  tired  C<efar :   and  this  man 

Js  now  become  a  God  ;  and  CaJJius  is 

A  wretched  creature,  and  muft  bend  his  body, 

li  C^far  carelefly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain^ 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  fliake  :  'tis  true,  this  God  did  (hake ; 

4  His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly. 

And  that  fame  eye,  whofe  Bend  doth  awe  the  world. 

Did  iofe  its  luftre  ;  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

hy,  and  that  tohgue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,    and  write  his  fpeeches  in  their  books, 

Alas !  it  cry'd —  give  me  fome  drink,  Titinius       •  '    x 

As  a  fick  girl.     Ye  Gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  fiich  a  feeble  temper  fiiould 

of  arais.  Therefore  Horace,  fpeaking  of  one  enervated  by  Jove^ 
fays,  Cur  timet  jia'vum  Tiberim  targe? e  ! 

On  which  Hermannuz  Figulus  makes  this  comment  —  Natare^ 
Na?!:  R'lma;  frima  adolcfcejiti,^  jwvcnes,  prater  ctseterasgymnajiicas 
dij'cijJinas,  etiam  natare  difc'ebant,  ut  ad  belli  mur.era  firmiorei  ap~ 
tiorefque  cjjhit.  And  he  puts  us  in  mind,  fcom  Suetonius^  how 
expert  a  fwimmer  Julius  Cafar  was. 

4  His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly,  ]  A  plain  man 
would  have  faid,  the  colour  fled  from  his  lips,  and  not  his  lips 
from  tkeir  colour.  But  the  falfe  expreflion  was  for  the  fake  of 
as  falfe  a  piece  of  wit :  a  poor  quibble,  alluding  to  a  coward  •  fiying 
from  his  colours. 
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**  So  5  get  the  rtart  of  the  majeftick  world, 

*'  And  bear  the  Palm  alone  "  [Shottf.     Tloiirip, 

Bru.  Another  general  fhout  I 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Cafar. 

Caf.  '•  Why,   man,    he  doth   beftride  the   narrow 
world 

*  Like  a  Colo/fus',    and  we  petty  men' 

*  Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 

*  To  find  ourfelves  difhonourable  graves. 

*  Men  at  fometimes  are  mafters  of  their  fates : 

*  The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  ftars, 

*  But  in  ourfelves,  that  we  are  underlings. 

*  Brutus  and  C^far  !  what  (hould  be  in  that  C^far? 

*  Why  fhould  that  name  be  founded,  more  than  yours  I 
'  Write  them  together  ;  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  : 

*  Sound  them,    it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well  ; 

*  Vv^eigh  them,  it  i    ss  heavy  -,  conjure  with  *em, 
'   Brutus  will  flart  a  fpirit,  as  foon  as  Cafar. 

*  Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, 

*  Upon  what  meat  does  this  our  Cafar  feed, 

*  That  he  is  grown  fo  great  ?     Age,  thou  art  fliam'd  -^ 

*  Rome,  thou  haft  loft  :he  breed  of  noble  bloods. 

*  When  went  there  by  an  age,  fmce  the  great  flood, 

*  But  it  was  fam"*:*  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 

*  When  could  they  fay,  'till  now,  that  talk'd  of  i?(?»?/, 

*  That  her  wide  wails  incompafs'd  but  one  man  ; 
Now  is  it  Rofne,  indeed  ;  and  room  enough. 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

Oh!   you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  fay, 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
Th'  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  ftate  in  Rome, 
As  eafily  as  a  King. 

^ get  theftart  of  the  majeflick  ivorU,  &c.]    This  image  fa 

extremely  noble  :  it  is  taken  from  the  Olympic  games.  The  ma~ 
jeflic  world  is  a  fine  periphrafis  for  the  B.o:^an  empire:  their 
citizens  let  themfelves  en  a  footing  with  Kings,  and  they  called 
t\\t\x  Aoni\Ti\on  Qrbii  Re  mantis.  But  the  particular  allulion  feems 
to  be  to  the  known  flory  of  Cafar\  great  pattern  Alexander,  who 
being  alked,  whether  he  would  run  the  courfe  at  the  Olympic 
games,  replied,  Tes^  if  the  racers  ivere  Kings ^  i 
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Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous  i 
What  you  would  work  me  to,   I  have  Tome  aim  ; 
How  I  have  thought  of   this,  and  of  thefe  times, 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter  :  for  this  prefent, 
I  would  not  (fo  with  love  I  might  intreat  you) 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  confider  ;  what  you  have  to  fay, 
I  will  with  patience  hear  ;  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  things, 
'Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager. 
Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  fon  of  Rome 
Under  fuch  hard  conditions,  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Caf.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  (hew  of  iire  from  Brutus, 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Caefar  and  his  Train. 

Bru.  The  Games  are  done,    and  Caefar  is  returning. 

Caf.   As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  Cafe  a  by  the  fleeve. 
And  he  will,  after  his  four  fafhion  tell  you. 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to  day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  fo  ;    but  look  you.   Cafjlus^ <       "•  • 
The  angry  fpot  doth  glow  on  C^far's  brow. 
And  all  the  reit  look  like  a  chidden  train. 
Calphur'/iias  cheek  is  pale  ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  ferret,   and  fuch  fiery  eyes. 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  croft  in  conf 'rence  by  fome  Senators. 

Caf  Cafca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

C^ef.   Antonius^  ■ 
'    Ant.    Cafar? 

C^f  "Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat,  • 
**  Sleek- headed  men,  and  fuch  as  lleep  a- nights  : 
*'  Yond  Cajfius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look, 
**  He  tliinks  too  much  ;   fuch  men  are  dangerous. 

Jlnt.  Fear  him  not,  C^far,   he's  not  dangeious ; 
He  is  a  noble  Romany  and  well  given. 
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C^f.   ^  'Would  he  were  fatter  ;   but  I  fear  him  not :. 

*  Yet  if  niy  name  were  liable  to  fear, 

*  I  do  not  know  the  man  I  (hould  avoid, 

*  So  foon  as  that  fpare  Cactus.     He  reads  much  j 

*  f'e  is  a  great  obfervcr ;   and  he  looks 

*  Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men.     He  loves  no  plays^ 

*  As  thou  doll,    Jntony  ;   he  hears  no  mufiek  ; 

*  Seldom  he  fmiles  ;   and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort, 

*  As  if  be  mock'd  himfelf,   and  fcornM  his  fpirit^ 

*  That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thing. 

*  Such  men  ns  he  be  never  at  heart's  eafe, 

*  Whilft  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelvesr 

*  And  thcrefor^  are  they  \ory  dangerous. 

*  I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 

*  Than  what  J  fear  ;  for  ahvays  1  am  Cafar. 
CoHieon  my  right  hard,  for  this  ear  is  deaf. 
And  tell  me  truly,   wha:  thou  think'ft  of  him. 

lExeunt  Cafar  and  his  Train, 

SCENE     V. 
Manent  Brutus  anJ  CafTiUS  :   Cafca,    to  thentj. 

Cafca,  You  puird  me  by  the  cloak  ;  would  yoa 
fpeak  with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Cafca^  tell  us  what  hath  charc'd  to  day. 
That  C^far  looks  fo  fad. 

Cafca.     Why,    you  were  with  him,    were  you  not? 

Bru.  I  (hould  not  then  afk  Cafca  what  had  chanc'd. 

Cafca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  ofFer'd  him;  and 
feeing  ofFer'd  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  hii 
hard  thus,    and  then  the  people  fell  a  (houting. 

Bru.    What  was  ths  fecond  noife  for  ? 

Cafca.    Why,    for  that  too. 

Caf.  They  fhouted  thrice  :  what  was  the  laft  cry  for  > 

Cftfa.   Why,   for  that  too. 

Bru    Was  the  cown  ofFer'd  hira  thrice  ? 

Cafca.  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice, 

6  ""TVouIdhc  ivtr  a  fatter.  ; ]  Joh7>.fpn,  in  his  EarthoJ^meio- 

fair,  unjuftly  fneers  at  this  paflsge,  mKrockhatJi's,  fpeech  lo  thft 
Pig- woman.  Comey  tUresrj)  malice  in  fat  fclkty  I  never  fear  thee^ 
sgdl  isn  fcape  th^leen  mecU'Calf  tber^t 

every 


]« 
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every  time  gentler  than  other ;    and  at  every  putting 
byy   mine  honeft  neighbours  {houted. 

Ca/.    Who  ofFer'd  him  the  crown  ? 

Ca/ca.    Why,  Jnfony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Cafca. 

Cafca.  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd,  as  tell  the  manner 
of  it  I  it  was  meer  foolery,  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  faw 
Mark  Antmy  offer  him  a  crown  ;  yet  'twas  not  a  crown 
neither,  'twas  one  of  thefe  coronets;  and,  as  I  told 
you,  he  put  it  by  once ;  but  for  all  that^  to  my  think- 
ing, he  would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  ofFer'd  it 
to  him  again  :  then  he  put  it  by  again  ;  'but,  to  my 
thinking,  he  was  very  loth  to  lay  his  fingers  off  it. 
And  then  he  offer'd  it  the  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the 
third  time  by  ;  and  ftill  as  he  refusM  it,  the  rabble- 
ment  houted,  and  clap'd  their  chopt  hands,  and  threw 
up  their  fweaty  night-caps,  and  utter'd  fuch  a  deal  of 
ftinking  breath,  becaufe  C^far  refus'd  the  crown,  that 
it  had  almoft  choaked  Cafar\  for  he  fwooned,  and 
fell  down  at  it :  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  durft  not 
laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  receiving  the 
bad  a'r. 

Caf.  But,  faft,  I  pray  you  j   what,  did  Cte/ar  fwoon  ? 

Ca/ca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market  place,  and  foam'd 
at  mouth,    and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Rru.   'Tis  very  like  ;   he  hath  the  falling  licknefs. 

Caf.  No,  Cafar  hath  it  not ;    but  you  and  J, 
And  honeft  Cafcay   we  have  the  falliiig-ficknefs. 

Cafca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but,  I 
am  fur  e,  C^y^r  fell  dov/n  :  If  the  tag -rag  people  did 
not  clap  him,  and  hifs  him,  according  as  he  pleas'd, 
and  difpleas'd  them,  as  they  ufed  to  do  the  Players  ia 
the  Theatre,   I  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  faid  he,   when  he  came  unto  himfelf  ? 

Cafca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  per- 
ceiv'd  the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the 
Crown,  he  pluckt  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offerM 
them  his  throat  to  cut  :  An'  I  had  been  a  man  of  any 
occupation,  if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word, 
I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the  rogues  -,,  and  fo 
he  fell.     When  he  came  to  himfelf  again,  lie  faid. 
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**  If  he  had  done,  or  faid  any  thing  amifs,  he  de- 
*'  fir'd  their  Worfhips  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity." 
Three  or  four  wenches   where  I  Hood,  cry'd,    "  alas, 

**  good   foul!" and  forgave  him   with  all  their 

hearts  :  but  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them ;  if 
Cc^/ar  had  Ilabb'd  their  mothers,  they  would  have  done 
no  lefs. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came  thus  fad,  away  ? 

Ca/ca.   Ay. 

Caf.  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 

Ca/ca.   Ay,,  he  ipoke  Greek. 

Caf.  To  what  effedl  ? 

Ca/ca.  Nay,  an'  1  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you 
r  th'  face  again.  But  thoie,  that  underftood  him,  fmil'd 
at  one  another,  and  fhook  their  heads ;  but  for  mine 
own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more 
news  too  :  Marulius  and  Fla'viusy  for  pulling  fcarfs 
off  C^g/ari  Images,  are  put  tolilence.  Fare  you  well. 
There  was  more  foolery  yet,   if  I  could  remember  it. 

Ca/    Will  you  fup  with  me  to  night,   Ca/ca  ? 

Ca/ca.  No,  I  am  promis'd  forth. 

Caf.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  morrow? 

Ca/ca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and 
your  dinner  be  worth  the  eating. 

Caf.  Good,  I  will  exped  you. 

Ca/ca.   Dofo:  farewel  Both.  [Exit, 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  mettle,    wnen  he  went  to  Ichool. 

Caf.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterpnze, 
Hov/ever  he  puts  on  tliis  tardy  form  : 
This  ruderel's  is  a  lauce  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  llomachto  digeft  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  fo  it  is  :  for  this  time  I  will  leave  you. 
To  morrow,  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me, 
I  v.ill  come  home  to  you  ;  or,  if  you  will. 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

CaJ.  I  will  do  fo  j   'till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

\^E,xit  Brutusi 
WqW,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  j  yet,  I  fee, 
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Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  wrought 
From  what  it  is  difpos'd  ;    therefore  'tis  meet. 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  wich  their  likes  : 
For  who  fo  firm,   that  cannot  be  feduc'd  ? 
Ccefar  doth  bear  me  hard  ;   but  he  loves  Brutus, 
7  If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  CaJJius^ 

He  fhould  not  humour  me. 1  will,   this  night. 

In  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 

M  if  they  came  from  feveral  citizens. 

Writings,   all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 

That  Rome  holds  of   his  name  :  Wherein  obfcurely 

Ceefar^  ambition  (hall  be  glanced  at. 

And,   after  this,  let  Ceefar  feat  him  fure  ; 

For  we  will  ftiake  him,   or  worfe  days  endure.   [^Exit, 

SCENE     VI. 

thunder  and  lightning.      Enter  Cafca,  hisfword  dra^jon  i 
and  Cicero,    meeting  him. 

Cic.  Good  even,   Ca/ca ;  brought  you  C^^far  home  ? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs,   and  why  flare  you  fo  ? 

Cafca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,   when  all  the  fway  of 
earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?    O  Cicero  ! 
I  have  feen  tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  have  {tQn 
Th'  ambitious  ocean  fwell,   and  rage,  and  foam;,. 
To  be  exalted  with  thethreatning  clouds : 
But  never  'till  to  night,  never  'till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempeft  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  ftrife  in  heav'n  j 
Or  elfe  the  world,  too  faucy  with  the  Gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  dellrudion. 

7  If  Inve-re  Brutus  noiv,    and  he  TOfr^  CalTius, 

He  pould  not  humour  me.  - — ]  This  is  a  reflexion  oa- 
Briitus\  ingratitude  5  which  concludes,  as  is  ufual  on  fuch  occa- 
Jions,  in  an  encomium  on  his  own  better  conditions.  If  I  ivere 
Brutus,  (fays  he)  (2«i/ Brutus,  Cafiius,  be  Jhould  not  cajole  me  as 
I  do  him.  To  humour  fignifies  here  to  turn  and  wind  him,  by 
inflaming  his  paflions.     The  Oxford  Editor  altecs  the  laft  line  to 

Qs.i'i.x  foould  not  b^e  me, 
"What  he  means  by  it^  is  not  v/orth  intjuiring. 


i6  Julius   C^SAR. 

Ci'c.   Why,    faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 
Ca/ca.    A  common  flave,    you  know  him  well  by 

fight. 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn. 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  ;    and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  fenfible  of  fire,   remained  unfcorch'd. 
Befides,  (I  ha'  not  fmce  put  up  my  fword) 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar'dupon  me,  and  went  furly  by, 
Without  annoying  me.     And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghailly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear ;    who  fwore,  they  faw 
Men,   all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 
And  yefterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  fit, 
Ev'n  atnoonday,    upon  the  market  place, 
Houting  and  (hrieking.     When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  (o  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
♦*  Thefe  are  their  reafons,    they  are  natural  :'* 
For,  I  believe    they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate,   that  they  point  upon. 

Ctc.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange-difpofed  time: 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhion. 
Clean  from  the  purpoie  of   the  things  themfelves. 
Comes  Cafar  to  the  Capitol  to  morrow  ? 

Cafca,    He  doth  :   for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow. 

C/V,    Good   night  then,   C^a  j   this  difturbed  fky 
Js  not  to  walk  in. 

Cafca.  Farewel,  Cicero.  [J?jc// Cicersu 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  CaiTms. 
Caf.  Who's  there  ? 
Cafca.   A  Roman. 
Caf.    Cafca,  by  your  voice. 

Cafca.  Your  ear  is  good.    Cafftus,  what  night  is  this  ? 
Caf.   A  very  pleafing  night  to  honed  men. 
Cafca   Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  lo  ? 
Caf.   Thofe,   that  have  known  the  earth  fofull  of 
faults. 

For 
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For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftrccts^ 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perillous  night ; 
And  thtis  unbraced,  Cafca,  as  you  fee. 
Have  bar'd  my  bofom  to  the  thunder-ftone  : 
And  when  the  erofs  blue  lightning  feem'd  to  open 
The  brcaft  of  heaven,  I  did  prefent  my  fclf 
Ev'n  in  the  aim  and  very  flafli  of  it. 

Cafca.  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt   the 
heav'ns  ? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  moft  mighty  Gods,  by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  aflonifh  us. 

Caf.  You  are  dull,  Cafca  j  and  thofe  fparks  of  life. 
That  (hould  be  in  a  Romany  you  do  want. 
Or  eife  you  ufe  not ;  you  look  pale,  and  gaze. 
And  put  on  fear,  and  call  your  felf  in  wonder. 
To  fee  theltrange  impatience  of  the  heav'ns  : 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe. 
Why  all  thefe  fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  ghofts. 
Why  birds  and  beads,  from  quality  and  kind. 
Why  old  men,  foolF,  ^  and  children  calculate  ; 
Why  all  thefe  things  change,  from  their  ordinance. 
Their  natures  and  pre-formed  faculties 
To  monftrous  quality  ;  why,  you  fhall  find. 
That  heaven  has  infus'dthem  with  thefe  fpirits. 
To  make  them  inilruments  of  fear  and  warning 
Unto  fome  monllrous  ftate. 
Now  could  I,  Cafca,  name  to  thee  a  man 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  night  ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  roar* 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol ; 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thy  felf,  or  me. 
In  perfonal  aiflion  ;  ytt  prodigious  grown. 
And  fearful,  as  thefe  ftrange  eruptions  are. 

Cafca.  'Tis  Cafar  that  you  mean  j  is  it  i\QtyCaffjust 


2   and  Children   calculate  5]      Calatlatt  here    fignifiea 

to  foretel  or  prcphefy  :  For  the  cuftom  of  foretelling  fortunes  by- 
judicial  Ailrology  (which  was  at  that  time  much  in  vogue)  being 
performed  by  a  long  tedious  calculation,  Sbakefpear,  v/ith  his 
tifual  liberty,  employs  the  fpecies  [  calculate  j  for  the  gems 
[foretel. j 

Caf 
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Caf.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  T\(yw 
Have  thewes  and  limbs  like  to  their  anceftors  ; 
But,  woe  the  while  !  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers'  fpirits : 
Our  yoke  and  fuff 'ranee  fhew  us  womani(h. 

Cafca.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators  to  morrow 
Mean  toeftablifh  Ca/ar  as  a  King  : 
And  he  (hall  wear  his  Crown  by  fea  and  land, 
In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy, 

Caf.  '  J  know,  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then: 

*  Caffius  from  bondage  will  deliver  CaJJius. 

'  Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  moft  ftrong  ^ 

*  Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat ; 

*  Nor  rtony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brafs, 

*  Nor  airlefs  dungeon,  nor  ftrong  links  of  iron, 

*  Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit : 

*  But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars, 

*  Never  lacks  power  todifmifs  itfelf. 

*  If  I  know  this  ;  know  all  the  world  befides, 

*  That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

*  I  can  (hake  off  at  pleafure. 

Cafca.  So  can  I : 
So  every  bci.dman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Caf.  And  why  fhould  C^far  be  a  tyrant  then  F 
Poor  man  I  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf. 
But  that  he  fees,  the  Romans  are  but  fheep  i 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  ftraws.     What  trafh  is  Rof/ie  F 
What  rubbilh,  and  what  oiFal  ?  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Cafar  P  But,  oh,  grief  ! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me  ?  I,  perhaps,  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman :  then  I  know. 
My  anfwer  mull  be  made.     But  I  am  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cafca.  You  fpeak  to  Cafca,  and  to  fuch  a  man. 
That  is  no  Hearing  tell-tale.     Hold  my  hand  : 
Be  faftious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  griefs. 
And  I  v/ill  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far. 
As  who  goes  fartheft.  Ca/^ 
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Caf.  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Cafca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nobleft-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable  dang'rous  confequence  ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this  they  ftay  for  me 
In  Pompefs  Porch.     For  now,  this  fearful  night. 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets  ; 
9  And  the  complexion  of  the  Elements 
Is  fev'rous,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand  ; 
Moil:  bloody,  fiery,  and  moil  terrible. 
Enter  Cinna. 

Cafca.  Stand  clofe  a  whjie,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Caf.  'Tis  Cinnay  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait  ; 
He  is  a  friend.     Cmnuy  where  hafte  you  fo  ? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you  :  who's  that,  Metellus  Cimber  ? 

Caf.  No,  it  is  Caica,  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cin,  I'm  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  i'een  ftrange  fights. 

Caf.  Ami  not  flaid  for  ?  tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes,  you  are. 
O  CaJJius  f  could  you  win  the  noble  Brutus 
To  our  party 

Caf  Be  you  content.   Good  Cinna,  take  this  papery 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Praetor's  chair. 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 

9  And  the  complexion  of  the  'Ely.mt.ht 

Is  fe-v'' rous ]     We  find  from    the  preceding  relation, 

that  it  was  not  one  Element  only  which  was  difturbed,  but  all  j 
being  told  that  all  the  fcvay  of  Earth  Jhook  like  a  thing  unjirm  ; 
'  X\iZt.  the  v^'iViAs  ri-ved  the  knotty  caks -j  that  the  Ocean  raged  and 
fsamed  j  and  that  there  iva^  a  tetrpeji  dyoppir.g  Fire.  So  that  all 
the/bwr  Elements  appear'd  to  be  diforder'd.  We  fhould  read 
therefore. 

The  complexion  of  the  Elements, 
which  is  confirm'd  by  the  following  line, 

Moji  bloody,  fiery,   and  mojl  terrible. 
Bloody  referring  lo  the  water  ;  fiery  to  the  air  and  fire  j  and    ter^ 
rihle  to  the  earthquakes  ;  as    appears  from  Calphurnia\   account, 
which  is  a  comment  on  this  line  : 

Graves  hd'veyaivn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  ^ 
Fierce  fiery  luarriors  fight  upon  the  clouds  ^ 
Which  dri'A.x.led  blood  upon  the  CapitoU 

In 
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In  at  his  window;  fct  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus''  Statue  :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  fhall  find  us. 
-Is  Dec i us  Brutus,  and  Trebonius  there  ? 

Cin.   All,  but  Metellus  Cimber,  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.     Well,  1  will  hie. 
And  fo  bellow  thefe  papers,  as  you  bade  me. 

Caf.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompeyi  Theatre. 

\_Exit  Cinna* 
Come,  Cafca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day. 
See  Brutus  at  his  houfe  ;  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter  yields  him  ours. 

Cafca.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  t 
And  that,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us. 
His  countenance,  like  richeft  alchymy, 
Will  change  to  virtue  and  to  worthinefs. 

Caf.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  hiiH, 
You  have  right  well  conceited  ;  let  us  go. 
For  it  is  after  mid-night  j  and,  ere  day. 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  fare  of  him.         [^Exeunt. 


ACT     11.     SCENE     I. 

B  R  u  T  u  s'i  Garden, 
Enter    Brutus. 
Bru.  \T7HAT,  Lucius!  ho  f— 

V  V     I  cannot  by  the  progrefs  of  the  ftars. 

Give  guefs  how  near  today Lucius,  I  fay  ! 

I  would,  it  were  my  fault  tofleep  fo  ioundly. 
When,  Lucius,  when  ?  awake,  I  fay  j  what,  Lucius  f 
Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Caird  you,  my  lord  ? 
Bru,  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  ftudy,  Lucius  : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  {^Exit, 

Bru.  It  mufk  be  by  his  death  :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perfonal  eaufe  to  fpurn  at  him ; 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd— — 

"  How 
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**  How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  queftion . 

**  It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder  ; 

'*  And  that  craves  wary  walking :  crown  him—-  that— 

♦*  And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  fting  in  him, 

**  That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 

**  Th'  abufe  of  Grcatnefs  is,  when  it  disjoins 

**  *Remorie from  Power:  and,  tofpeaktruth  of  Cafar, 

I  have  not  known  when  his  afFedions  fway'd 

More  than  his  reafon.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 

*  That  lowlinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 

*  ^  Whereto  the  climber- upward  turns  his  face  ; 

*  But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  round, 
'  He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 

*  Looks  in  the  clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 

*  By  which  he  did  afcend  :  fo  C<tfar  may  : 
Then,  left  he  may,  prevent     And  fince  the  quarrel 
•f-  Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fafhion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented. 
Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  ferpent's  egg. 

Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mifchievous  ; 

And  kill  him  in  the  (hell 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc,  The  taper  burneth  in  your  clofet,  Sir  : 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper  thus  fcal'd  up  ;  and,  I  am  fure. 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  Jo  bed. 

^Oinjes  him  the  letter. 

Bru»  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day  : 

*  Is  not  to  morrow,  boy,  the  Ides  of  March  ? 

hue, 

*  '^'smox{tfromPoiver:-—'\   Remorfe,  for  mcrcy. 
I  Whereto  the  climber  upward  turns,  &c.]      Climber  ufnverd 
ihould  be  printed  with  a  hyphen  to  avoid  an  ambiguity,  of  climbs 
.  ing  upivards   or  turning   np'zuards,  for,  underftood   in   the  latter 
fenfe,  the  thought  is  abfurd  and  defeftive. 
-J-  ^i/I  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is^ 

Fafliion  it  thus — ]  The  metaphor  from  the  wardrobe,  when 
the  Excellence  of  thtfajhion  makes  out  for  the  defeft  of  the  colour. 
%  Is  not  to  morroiv,  boy,  the  first  of  March  ?]  We  fhould 
read  Ides:  For  we  can  never  fuppofe  the  fpeaker  to  have  loft 
fourteen  days  in  his  account.  He  is  here  plainly  ruminating  on 
what  the  foothfayer  told  C^efar  [Aft  I.  Scene  2.)  in  his  prefence, 
[•^Bevjare  the  Ides  of  March.]  The  boy  comes  back  and  fays.  Sir, 

March 
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Luc.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  kalendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 
Give  fo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  k/terf  and  reatiu 
Brutus,  thoujleep'ji  ;  a'vjakey  and  fee  thy/elf: 

Shall  Rome fpeakyjirike,  redre/s. 

Brutus,  thouJJeepJi :  aiuake. 

Such  inftigations  have  been  often  dropt. 

Where  I  have  took  them  up  : 

Shall  Rome thus  muft  I  piece  it  out. 

Shall  Rome  ftand  under  one  man's  awe  ?  what !  Rome? 
"My  anceftors  did  from  the  ilreets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,   when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 
Speakf  ftrike,  redrejs^ —  am  I  entreated  then 
To  fpeak,  and  flrike  ?  O  Rome  !  I  make  thee  promife. 
If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiv'il 
Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus ! 
^«/fr  Lucius. 

Luc.  3  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fourteen  days. 

\knoch  ivithin, 

Bru.  'Tis  good.  Go  to  the  gate  ;  feme  body  knocks : 

\_Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Caffius  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Cafar, 
I  have  not  flept.— — 
f  4-  Between  the  acling  of  a  dreadful  thing,  *  And 

March  ii  'waj^edfc::rteen  days.  So  that  the  mcrrow  ivas  the  Ides 
<?/■  March,  as  hefunpofed.  'Fox  March,  May,  July,  and  OBohtr 
had  fix  n&nei  each,  fo  that  the  fifteenth  of  March  was  the  Idet  of 
that  month. 

3  Sir,  March /y 'rv«y?i:^  fifteen  Ji2_)'x.]  The  editors  arc  mightily 
miftaken  :  It  was  wafted  but  fourteen  days  j  this  was  the  dawn  of 
tlie  fifteenth,  when  the  bey  makes  his  report. 

4  Betiueen  the  aclir.g  of  a  dreadful  thing. 

And  thefrji  motion,  &c.'\  That  nice  critic,  Dionyfus  of 
IlalicarnaJJ'us,  complains  that,  of  all  kind  cf  beauties,  thofe 
great  ftrokes,  which  he  calls  the  terrible  graces.,  and  which  are 
fo  frequent  in  Homer,  are  the  rareft  to  be  found  in  the  following 
writers.  Amongft  our  countrymen  ic  feems  to  be  as  much  con- 
fined to  the  Britip  Homer.  This  defcription  of  the  condmon  of 
confpirators,  before  the  execution  of  their  dcj  /n,  hr"^  a  pomp 
and  terror  in  it  that  perfe£lly  aftonifhes.  The  excellent  Mr.  Ad- 
dijon,  whofe  modefty  made  him  fometimes  diffident  in  his  own 

geniu». 
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■*  And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  interim  is 

*  Like  a  phantafma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 

*  The  Genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments 

«  Are  then  in  council ;   and  the  ftate  of  man, 

*  Like  to  a.  little  Kingdom^  fufFers  then 

*  The  nature  of  an  inlurredion. 

genius,  but  whofe  true  judgment  always  led  him  to  the  iz^t^ 
guides  (as  we  may  fee  by  tJiofe  many  fine  ftrokes  in  his  Cato  bor- 
rowed  from  the  Philippics  of  Cicero)  has  paraphrafed  this  fine 
iiefcnption  ;  but  we  are  no  longer  to  expeft  thofe  terrible  grace* 
which  animate  his  original.  ^ 

0  think,  ivhat  anxieus  moments  pafs  hetive^n 

The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  lafi  fatal  periods. 

Oh,    Uiz  a  dreadful  inter-val  of  time, 

FilVd  up  ivith  horror  all,  and  big  with  death.  CatO. 

I  fliall  make  two  remarks  on  this  fine  imitation.  The  firft  is' 
that  the  fabjeas  of  the  two  confpiracies  being  fo  very  different' 
^toTlf.^Tf  '"'/^^  ^T"  ^-P-  being  concerned  in 
Si!    7Af  M         ^   -'r  """"^'^'^'y  t^°^P«  ^"^y   in    the  other) 

Mr.  ^^^.>„  could  not,  with  propriety,   bring  in  that  magnificent 

Sl^ttn  '""  "''  '^'^'  terrible iracesoi  Shal^J^e^'l 

The  Genius,  and  the  Mortal  Inftruments 
Are  then  in  ^'^"'•rrV  ,,      __ 

iLFe'lfT'-  '"  '^v^  ^T'  ^^^^^m,  befide,  their  good,  had 
then  e^;/  Genius  s,  likewife  5  reprefented  here,  with  the  moft  da 
Ta^tl^'l  of  fancy,  as  fitting  in  confultation  witlVthe  con^pi- 
lators,  whom  he  calls  their  Mortal  Inftrumer.ts.  But  this  as 
we  fay  would  W  been  too  pompous  an  appara  us  to  the  Ja^ 
and  defertionof  ^yphax  and  Semproniuz  The  f^b*.r  tK  \,  ^ 
fervable  is,  that  l/I  Addifon  was  l  ^t^^^.  .^'l^l  '^^^^^ 
terrible  graces  m  his  original,  thatinftead  of  im=t.-.ng  h^s  anVno-'s 
fentiments,  hehath,  before  he  w.s  aware,  given  uslly  h  copy 
of  his  own  imprefiicns  made  by  them.     For  ^  ^^ 

Ohy    'tis  a  dreadful  inter-val  of  time,      ' 

ar.  I'li  "^rl^  "''Z'  ^^^^   ^"^  ^'S  '^'■'ith  death, 

are  but  the  afFeflions  raif^  by  fuch  forcible  Images'as  thefe, 

y  .,  All  the  Interim  is  * 

l^ike  a  Phantafma,  or  a  hideous  Dream. 

Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fuffers  then 
Ibe  A'ature  of  an  inJurreBion 

Enter 
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Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,   *tis  your  brother  CaJ/ius  at  the  door. 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  are  more  with  him . 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.    No,   Sir,  their  Hats  are  pluckt  about  their 
ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  Cloaks  ; 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter,  [Exit  Luciui. 

They  are  the  fadion.     *'  O  Confpiracy  ! 
•*  Sham'ft  thou  to  (hew  thy  dang'rous  brow  by  night, 
**  When  Evils  are  moft  irte  ?  O  then,   by  day 
*'  Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough, 
•*  To  maflc  thy  monftrous  vifage  ?  feck  none,  Con- 
fpiracy ; 
•*  Hide  it  in  Smiles  and  Affability  : 
•*  For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  femblance  on, 
*'  Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough 
*[  To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Caflius,  Cafca,  Decius,  Cinna,   Metellus,   and 
Trebonius. 

Caf.   I  think,  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft ; 
Good  morrow,  Brutus,  do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  thefe  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ?       [Aftde* 

Caf,   Yes,  every  man  of  them  ;  and  no  man  here. 
But  honours  you ;  and  ^vtry  one  doth  wifli. 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  your  felf. 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trehonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Caf.  This,  Decius  Brutus, 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Caf.  This,   Cafca  ;  this,  Cinna  ; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimher. 

Bru,  They  are  all  welcome.  Wltfi 
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What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Caf.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  [Theywhi/per^ 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  Eaft :  doth  not  the  day  break  here  ^ 

Cafca.  No. 

Cin.  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  grey  lines. 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  mefiengers  of  day. 

Cafca.  You  fhall  confefs,  that  you  are  both  deceived  ; 
Here,  as  I  point  my  fword,  the  Sun  arifes. 
Which  is  a  great  wiy  growing  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  feafon  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  North 
He  firft  prefents  his  fire  j  and  the  high  Eaft 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  diredly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf.  And  let  us  fwear  our  refolution. 

Bru.  *'  5  No,  not  an  oath  :  if  that  the  Fate  of  men  " 

*'  The  fufferance  of  our  fouls,  the  time's  abufe, * 

"  If  thefe  be  motives  weak,   break  off  betimes  \ 

5  No,r.otancath:  if  that  the  Face  of  men,  Sec.']  The  con- 
spirators propofe  an  oath  as  the  fanclion  of  their  mutual  faith 
This  Brutm,  very  much  in  charafter,  oppofes  :  Becaufe  an  catl 
was  the  ufual  cement  of  thofe  lawJefs  cabals,  which  have  not  vir- 
tue enough  in  themfelves  to  keep  thdr  members  together  •  On  this 
confideration  his  argument  againft  an  oath  turns:  And' the  mo 
tives  he  thought  fufficient  to  prefe;  ve  faith  amon^ft  them  were 
thefe  :  The  Jufferance  of  their  fcuh,  i.  e.  their  commiferation  for 
expiring  liberty  :  The  tim^s  abuje,  i.  e.  the  general  corruption  of 
manners  which  had  reduced  pubhck  liberty  to  this  condition  •  and 
which,  that  hberty  reftored,  would  reform.  But  now,  what  is 
1  be  ¥  AC'S,  of  men  f  Did  he  mean  they  had  honeft  looks.  This  was 
a  poor  and  low  obfervation,  unworthy  Brutus,  and  the  occafion 
and  the  grandeur  of  his  fpeech  :  Befides,  it  is  foreign  to  the  turn 
and  argument  of  his  difcourfe,  which  is  to  fhew  the  ftroug  cement 
oi  the  confederacy,  from  the  jufiice  of  their  caufe,  not  from'  the 
natural  honour  of  the  confpirators.  His  argument  ftands  thus 
Tbu  require  an  oath  to  keep  us  together  :  but  fure  the  Jirovs  moti-v^ 
that  dre'w  us  into  confederacy  -will  keep  us  confederated.  Thefe 
motives  he  enumerates  }  but  The  Face  of  men  not  being  one  of 
thefe  motives  muft  needs  be  a  corrupt  reading.  Shake/pear  with„ 
out  queftion,  wrote,  ' 

If  that  the  Fate   of  men. 
Or  of  mankind,  which,  in  the  ideas  of  a  Roman,  was  involved  m  - 
th^fate  of  their  Republick.     And  this  was  the  principal  motive 
which  engaged  the  God-like  Brutus  in  the  undcitaking 

Vol.  VII.  C  '     -And 
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^'  And  cv'ry  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  : 

*'  So  let  ^  high-fighled  tyranny  range  on, 

"  ^Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  thefe, 

••*  As  I  am  fure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 

•*  To  kindle  cowards,   and  to  fteel  with  valour 

«*  The  melting  fpirits  of  women  ;  then,  countrymen, 

**  What  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  caufe, 

'*  To  prick  us  to  redrefs  ?  what  other  bond, 

*'  Than  7  fecret  Romansy  that  have  fpoke  the  word, 

**  And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath, 

**  Than  honefty  to  honefty  engag'd, 

■'*  That  this  fhall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 

**  Swear  priefts,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 

•'  Old  feeble  carrions,  and  fuch  fufFering  fouls 

•*  That  welcome  wrongs :  unto  bad  caufes,  fwear 

**  Such  creatures  as  men  doubt  ;  but  ^  do  not  ftain 

/*  The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize, 

6 high-fighted  (yrdryjwy •- ]     The  epithet  alludes  to  a 

hawk  foaring  on  high,  and  intent  upon  its  prey, 

7  —— {tcret  Romans ^ ]  Secret^  for  federate ,  ufed  becaufe 

fecrecy  is  an  effential  quality  in  confederations. 

8  do  not  STAIN 

The  e'ven  -virtve  of  our  enterprise, 

Nor  th  '  infupprejfi've  mettle  of  cur  fpirits,  &c.]  Admitting 
that  the  Opinion  that  the  caufe  or  aftors  wanted  an  Oath  to  hold 
them  together  might  be  called  a  fain,  (which  yet  I  think  it 
could  not,  becaufe  fuch  opinion  does  net  neceflarily  imply  a  /w/- 
ficion  of  the  honefty  of  either  ;  or  if  it  did,  fuch  fufpicion  could 
not  fain  it,  as  an  oath  is  no  unjuft  means  of  union  ;  for  it  is  only 
an  I'-njuft  means  ufed  for  a  gocd  end,  that  could  be  faid  to  f.iin 
that  end.)  However,  I  fay,  admitting  that  fucTi  an  opinion  might 
be  called  a  fair.,  yet  here  the  metaphor  employed  will  not  allow 
the  ufe  of  the  term.  For  the  expreflion  of  injupprejfi'e  mettle 
alludes  to  the  elaftic  quality  of  fteel,  which,  being  forced  beyond  its 
tone,  lofes  its  fpring,  and  thereby  becomes  incapable  o^'  keepirg 
that  machine  in  motion  which  it  is  defigned  to  aftuate.  To  this 
idea  the  word  e'ven  refers,  fignifying  a  conftant,  moderate,  well- 
regulated  tenour.  To  preferve  therefore  the  integrity  of  the  me- 
taphor, I  think  we  muft  read, 

■  do    not   STRAIN. 

i,  e.  beyond  its  natural  and  proper  tone  j  the  confequence  of  which 
will  be  the  flopping  the  motion  of  the  whole  machine.  So  that  the 
thought  is  this,  The  prefnt  temper  of  our  fpirits  is  like  the  •virtue 
tf  a  feel  fpring  ivhich  puf>es  forivard  and  prefervei  the  motion  cf 
the  machine  :  But  noiv,  if^  to  the  force  of  this  natural  difpofticn^ 
ycH  add  the crtifidalhind 'f  an  oath,  ycHivill  (t-verfrain  it  and de- 

'   ^     '  **  Nor 
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**  Nor  th'  infupprefTive  mettle  of  our  fpirits; 

••  To  think,  that  or  our  caufe,  or  our  performance, 

**  Did  need  an  oath :  When  ev'ry  drop  of  blood. 

That  ev'ry  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 

Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  baflardy. 

If  he  doth  break  the  fmalleft  particle 

Of  any  promife  that  hath  paft  from  him. 

Ca/.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  (hall  we  found  him  r 
I  think,  he  will  ftand  very  ftrong  with  us. 

Cafca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O  let  us  have  him,  for  his  filver  hairs 
Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds : 
It  (hall  be  faid,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths  and  wildnefs  fhall  no  whit  appear. 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not :  let  us  not  break  with  him  s 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing. 
That  other  men  begin. 

Ca/.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Ca/ca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  elk  be  touch'd,  but  only  Cafar  F 

Ca/.  Decius,  well  urg'd  :  I  think,  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Ca/ar, 
Should  out-live  C^/ar  :  we  (hall  find  of  him 
A  (hrewd  contriver.     And  you  know,  his  means. 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  llretch  fo  far. 
As  to  annoy  us  all  ;  which  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony  and  C^/ar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Cazus  Ca/Uus, 
To  cut  the  head  off.  and  then  hack  the  limbs  ; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards  : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Cce/ar. 
Let  us  be  facrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caim ; 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  fpirit  of  Cajar, 
And  in  the  fpirit  of  man  there  is  no  blood  \ 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  C^/ar's  fpirit 
And  not  difmember  C^/ar  !  but  alas  f 
C^/ar  mufj  bleed  for  it  -  -  And,  gentle  friends, 
.,  Let  s  kill  hmi  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  3 

C  2  « j;^t'* 
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**  Let's  carve  him  as  a  difti  fit  for  the  Gods, 

«*  Not  hew  him  as  a  carcafs  fit  for  hounds. 

**  And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  mafters  do, 

"  Stir  up  their  fervants  to  an  a6l  of  rage, 

•*  And  after  fccm  to  chide  them.     This  (hall  make 

Our  purpofe  necelTary,  and  not  envious : 

Which,  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 

We  fhall  be  call'd  Purgers,  not  murtherers. 

And  for  Mari  Jntcny,  think  not  of  him  : 

For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Cte/ar^s  arm. 

When  Ccefar'%  head  is  ofF. 

Caf.  Yet  I  do  fear  him : 
For  in  th'  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  C<efar — 

B'.u.  Alas,  good  CaJJtus^  do  not  think  of  him  : 
If  he  love  Cts/ar^  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf,  take  thought,  and  die  for  C/efar  : 
And  that  were  much,  he  fhould  ;  for  he  is  giv'n 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

TreB.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ,  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Clock  Jiriies, 

Bru,  Peace,  count  the  clock, 

Caf.  The  clock  hath  ftricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Caf.   But  it  is  doubtful  yet. 
If  C^efar  will  come  forth  to  day,  or  no  : 
S  For  he  is  fuperHitious  grown  of  late. 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Offantafie,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies : 

g   For  he  is  fuperjlitious  groivfi  of  late, 

Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 

Of  far.tajis,  of  dreann,  and  ceremonies  :  ]  Ccefar,  as 
well  s"?  Caffnr.,  was  ixt\  Epicurean.  By  main  cpitii 071  CaJJins  intends 
a  comj-liirsnt  to  his  fedl,  and  means  folid,  fundamental  opinion 
grounded  in  truth  and  nature :  As  by  far.tajie  is  meant  omi- 
nous forebcdings  ;  and  by  ceremor.ies,  atonements  of  the  Gods  by 
means  q\  religious  rites  and  facrificcs.  A  little  after,  where  CaU 
phurnia  fays, 

Caefar,   I  nc'ver  food  mi  ceremonies. 

Yet  noiv  they  fright  me  : 

The  poet  ufes  Ceremonies  in  a  quite  different  fenfe,  namely,    the 
turning  accidents  to  omens,  a  principal  fuperftition  of  antiquity. 

It 
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Tt  may  be,  thefe  apparent  prodigies. 
The  unaccuftom'd  terroi'  of  this  night. 
And  the  perfuafion  of  his  augurers. 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that ;  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  o'er-fway  him  ;   '  "  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
*'  That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 
**  And  bears  with  glaffes,  elephants  with  holes, 
**  Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers. 
•'  But  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers, 
**  He  fays  he  does ;  being  then  moft  flattered. 
Leave  me  to  work  : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent  ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitel. 

Caf,  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour,  is  that  the  uttermoil  ? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  not  then.^ 

Met.   Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  C^efar  i^ard. 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  inm. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellusy  go  along  co  him  : 
He  loves  me  well;  and  I  have  giv'n  him  reafons  ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fafliion  him. 

Caf.  The  morning  comes  upon's  :   we'll  leave  you, 
Brutus ; 
And,  friends!  difperfe  yourfelves ;  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  flievv  yourfelves  true  Romans. 

Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  frelh  and  merrily ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purpofes ; 
But  bear  it,  as  our  Roman  adlors  do, 
With  untir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  conftancy  ; 
And  fo,  good  morrow  to  you  every  one.  [Exeunt, 

Manet  Brutus. 
Boy  !   Lucius  I  faft  afleep  .?  it  is  no  matter, 
**  Enjoy  the  honey -heavy  dew  of  Slumber  : 
**  Thou  haft  no  figures,  nor  no  fantafies, 

I   for  he  lo-ves  to  hear,  &c.]     It  was  finely  imagined  by 

the  poet,  to  make  Cafar  delight  in  this  fort  of  converfation.  The 
Author  of  St.  E'vremond's  life  tells  us,  that  the  great  Prince  of 
Conde  took  much  pleafure  in  remarking  on  the  foible  and  ridicule 
ofcharadlers. 

C  3  «  Which 
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"  Which  bufie  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  ; 
y  Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Porcia. 
Tor.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 
Bru.  Porcia,  what  mean  you  ?  wherefore  rife  yoa 

now  ? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Por.  Nor   for  yours  neither.     "  You've  ungently, 
BrUiUSf 
**  Stole  from  my  bed  :  and,  yefternight  at  fupper, 
«*  Yoa  fuddenly  arofe  and  walk'd  about, 
**  Mufing  and  fighing,  with  your  arms  a-crofs  : 
"  And,  when  I  afk'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
**  You  flar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 
**  I  urgM  you  further  j   then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 
•*  And  100  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  foot : 
**  Yet  I  infifted,  yet  yon  aniV/er'd  not  ; 
**  Bat  v;ith  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
**  Gave  fjgn  for  me  to  leave  you  :  fo  I  did, 
**  Fearing  to  ftrcngthen  ih::t  impai.ience, 
**   Which  fsem'd  too  rnach  inkindled  ;  and,  withal, 
"  I-Ioping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour  ; 
**  Which  fometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man» 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  norfleep; 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  Ihape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevaiPd  on  your  condition, 
I  fhould  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 
Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 
Por.  Brutus  is  wife,  and,  were  he  not  in  health,. 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 
Bru.   Why,   fo  I  do  :   good  Porcia,  goto  bed.. 
Por.  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  and  is  it  phyfical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  fuck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?  what,  is  Brutus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  ileal  out  of  his  wholfom  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  eo.ataaion  of  the  nisht  I 

And 
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And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air. 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  no,  my  Brutus, 
You  have  fome  fick  offence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  Right  and  Virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of :  and,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy  :  and  what  men  to  night 
Have  had  refort  to  you  ;  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Porcia* 

For.  I  fhould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus, 
Wichin  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  am  I  your  felf,. 
But,  as  it  were,  in  fort  or  limitation  ? 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed. 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes  ?  dwell  I  but  in  the  fuburbs 
Of  your  good  pleafure  ?  if  it  be  no  more, 
Porcia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife  j 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
Thac  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

Por,  If  this  were  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  fc- 
cret. 
I  grant,  I  am  a  v/oman  ;  but  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  :  • 

I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but  withal, 
*  A  woman  well  reputed  C«/a's  daughter. 

Think 


I  Aivoman  ivell  reputed  j  Cato'i  Daughter.'}  This  falfc  point- 
ing fhould  be  corredted  thus, 

Aivoman  nvell  reputed  Cato'5  daughter. 
i.  e.  worthy  of  my  birth,  and  the  relation  I  bear  to  Cato,  This 
indeed  was  a  good  reafon  why  flie  ihould  be  intrufted  with  the  fe- 
cret.  But  the  falfe  pointing,  which  gives  a  fenfe  only  implying 
that  fhe  was  a  woman  of  a  good  charafter,  and  that  Ihe  was  Carols 
daughter,  gives  no  good  reafon  :  For  fhe  might  be  Cato'i  daugh- 
er,  and  yet  not  inherit  his  firmnefs  ;  and  ihe  might  be  a  woman 
C  4  well 
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Think  you,  I  am  no  ftronger  than  my  fex, 

Being  To  fathered,  and  (o  hufhanded  ? 

Tell  me  your  counfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them : 

I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  conftancy, 

Giving  myfelf  a  voluntary  wound 

Here,  in  the  thigh  :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience. 

And  not  my  hufband's  fecrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  Gods  ! 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife.  [KnocL 

Hark,  hark,  one  knocks  :   Porcia,  go  in  a  while  ; 
And,  by  and  by,  thy  bofom  ftiall  partake 
The  fecrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  chara(!;tery  of  my  fad  brows. 
Leave  me  with  hafte.  [^Exit  Porcia. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who's  there  that  knocks  ? 

Li(c.  Here  is  a  fick  man,  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellns  fpake  of. 
Boy,  ftand  afide.     Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

Cai.  Vouchfafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave 
CaiuSf 
To  wear  a  kerchief  ?  'would,  you  were  not  fick  ! 

Cai.   I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Brti.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Kad  you  an  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Cai.  By  all  the  Gods  the  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  Hcknefs.     Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Brave  fon,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins  ! 
Thou,  like  an  Exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  fpirit.     Now  bid  me  run. 
And  1  will  ilrive  with  things  impoflible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do  ? 

well  reputed,  and  yet  not  the  beft  at  a  fecret.  But  if  /he  was  welt 
reputed  Qz^o^s  daughter,  that  is,  worthy  of  her  birth,  fhe  could 
neither  want  her  father's  love  to  hei  country,  nor  his  refolution 
to  engage  in  its  deliverance. 

Bru. 
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Bru.  A   piece  of  work,  that  will  make  (ick  mca 
whole. 

Cai.  Bat  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  muft  make  fick  ? 

Bru.  That  we  muft  alfo.   What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  (hall  unfold  to  thee,   as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Cai.  Set  on  your  foot, 
And  with  a  heart  new-fir'd  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :   but  it  fufRceth, 
Tiiat  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru,  Follow  me  then.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE   rv. 

Changes  to  Caefar'j  Palace, 

7hunder  and  Lightning.     Enter  Julius  Caefar. 

Caf.  TVJOR  heav'n,    nor  earth,   have  been  at  peace 

XN  to  night  ; 

Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  fleep  cry'd  out, 
**  Help,  ho  !  they  murder  Caefar.''''    Who's  within  ? 
Enter  a  Ser'vant. 

Ser.  My  lord  ? 

C^/.  Go  bid  the  priefts  do  prefent  facrifice. 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  fuccefs. 

Ser.  I  will,   my  lord.  [Exit, 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Ca/.  What  mean  you,   Cafar?  think  you  to  walk 
forth  ? 
You  (hall  not  ftir  out  of  your  houfe  to  day. 

Caf.  C.^y2zr  (hall  forth ;  the  things,  that  threatned  me. 
Ne'er  lookt  but  on  my  back  :  when  they  (hall  fee 
The  face  of  Cafar,   they  are  vani(hed. 

Cat.  Caefar,  I  never  ftood  on  ceremonies. 
Yet  now  they  fright  me  :  there  is  one  within, 
(Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen) 
Recounts  moft  horrid  fights  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets. 
And  Graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  i 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds. 
In  ranks  and  fouadrons  and  right  form  of  war, 

C5  Which 
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Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol : 

The  noife  of   battle  hurtled  in  the  air  ; 

Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  g'-oan  ; 

And  Ghofls  did  (hriek,    and  iqiieal  about  the  ftreets. 

O  C^far  /  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe. 

And  I  do  fear  them. 

C^e/,  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whole  end  is  purpos'd  by  theraighty  Gor?s  ? 
Yet  Ctff/ar  fnall  go  forth  :  for  thefe  predidions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  C^/ar. 

CaL   When  Beggars  die,   there  are  no  comets  feen; 
The  heav'ns  themfeives  blaze  forth  the  death  of  Princes. 

Ccef.   **  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths, 
**  The  valiant  never  tafte  of  death  but  once  : 
**  Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
"  It  feems  to  me  moil  ilrange,  that  men  (hould  fear  : 
**  Seeing  that  death,    a  necefiary  end, 
**  Will  come,  v»'hen  it  will  corns. 

Enter  a  Ser'vatit. 
What  fay  the  Augurs  ? 

Ser.  They  would  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  to  day. 
Plucking  the  entraih  of  an  offering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beaft. 

\^Exit  Servants 

C^f.  The  Gods  do  this  in  fhame  of  cowardife  :. 
C^far  (hould  be  a  bead  without  a  heart, 
If  he  fhould  ftay  at  home  to  day  for  fear. 
No,  Cafar  (hall  not ;    Danger  knows  full  welJ,. 
That  Ceefar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  (a)  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day. 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible  ; 
And  C<efar  fhall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,    my  lord. 
Your  wifdom  is  confum'd  in  confidence: 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day  ;  call  it  my  fear. 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark  Ariony  to  the  Senate- houfe. 
And  he  will  fay,  you  are  not  well  to  day  : 
Let  me,    upon  my  knee,   prevail  in  this. 

r  (a)  Wire,  Mc  ^hechaU, Vulg.  beare,} 
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Caf,   Mark  Antony  (hall  fay,  I  am  not  well  j 
And,   for  thy  humour,  I  will  ftay  at  home. 

S  C  E  N  E      V. 
Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Deciui  Brutus^  he  ihall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec.  Cf^efar^  all  hail  !  good  morrow,  worthy  Cafari 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe. 

C^f.   And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time. 
To  bear  my  Greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  day: 
Cannot,  is  falfe  j  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer ; 
I  will  not  come  to  day  j    tell  them  fo,  Decius, 

Cal.   Say,   he  is  lick. 

Caf,   Shall  Cafar  fend  a  lye  ? 
Have  I  in  conqueft  ftretcht  mine  arm  fo  far. 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  Grey-beards  the  truth  ? 
Decius y   go  tell  them,   Cafar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Moil  mighty  Cafar^   let  me  know  fome  caufC; 
Left  I  be  laugh'd  at,   when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Ceef.  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,   I  will  not.  come  i 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate, 
But  for  your  private  fatisfaftion, 
Becaufe  I  love  you,   I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  ftays  me  at  home  : 
She  dreamt  laft  night,  ihe  faw  my  Statue, 
Which,  like  a  fountain,   with  a  hundred  fpouts. 
Did  run  pure  blood  :    and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
Thefe  (he  applies  for  warnings  and  portents 
(a)  Of  evils  imminent  ;   and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  ftay  at  home  to  day. 

Dec.   This  Dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted  j 
It  was  a  Vilion  fair  and  fortunate : 
Your  Statue,  fpouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd. 
Signifies,   that  from  You  great  Rime  ftiall  fuck  ■ 

[  W  ^/  f"^''^^'     Oxford  Editor,  i  Vulg.  Aitdevih.J 


3^  JULIUSC^SAR. 

Reviving  blood  :   ^  and  that  Great  Men  fhall  prefs 


*  *  *  * 


For  tinaures,  ftains,  relicks,  and  cognifance. 
This  by  Calphurn{a''s  Dream  is  fignify'd. 

Ceff.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.   1  have,    when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay^ 
And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cafar. 
If  you  (hall  fend  them  word  you  will  not  come. 
Their  minds  may  change.     Befides,  it  were  a  mock 
^pt  to  be  render'd,    for  fomeone  to  fay, 
Break  up  the  Senate  *till  another  time, 
Wiien  Cafar\  wife  (hall  meet  with  better  Dreams : 
If  Cafar  hide  himfelf,  fhall  they  not  whifper, 
Lo,   Co'far  is  afraid  \ 

Pardon  me,    Cafar ;    for  my  dear,    dear,   love 
3  To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this : 

2  -      -and  that  great  men  pall  prcfs 

Fortinaure?,  ftains,  relicks,  and  cognifance.']  That  this 
dream  of  the  ftatue's  fpouting  blood  fhould  fignify,  the  increafe  of 
power  and  empi;e  to  Rom.  from  the  influence  of  Cafar' %  arts  and 
arms,  and  wealth  -^nd  honour  to  the  noble  Ro?rar.s  through  his 
benelicence,  exprelfed  [by  the  words,  Frotn  you  great  Kom&  frail 
fuck  rcviijing  blood,  is  intelligible  enough.  But  how  theie  great 
men  fhould  literally  prefs  for  tinHures,  Jiains,  relicks,  and  cogni- 
fance, wh.-a  the  fpouting  blood  was  only  a  fymbolical  vifion, 
I  anri  at  a  lofs  to  apprehend.  Here  the  circunnf>ances  of  the  dreanv 
and  the  inte-pretation  of  it,  ars  confounded  with  one  another* 
This  line  therefore. 

For  tinSures,  fiains,  relicks,  and  cognifance.. 
anuft  needs  be  in  way  of  fimilitude  only  ;  and  if  fo,  it  appears  that 
ibme  lines  are  wanting  between  this  and  the  preceding  ;  which 
want  ftould,  for  the  future,  be  marked  with  afterifks.  The  fenfe 
of  them  is  not  difficult  to  recover,  and,  with  it,  the  propriety  of  the 
Jine^  in  quenicn.  The  fpeaker  bad  faid,  the  Statue  fignified,  that  by 
Cafar' s  influence  Rome  ihould  flourilh  and  increafe  in  empire,  and 
that  great  men  Aould  prefs  to  him  to  partake  cf  his  good  fortune, 
juft  as  men  run  with  handkerchiefs,  5/r.  to  dip  them  in  the  blood  of 
martyrs,  that  they  may  paitak.?  of  their  -rverit.  It  is  true,  the 
thought  is  from  the  Chrlftian  Hiftcry  3  but  fo  fmall  an  anachro- 
Jiifm  is  nothi.ng  with  our  poet.  Befides,  it  is  not  my  interpretation, 
which  introduces  it,  it  was  the.e  before  :  For  the  line  in  queftioi* 
can  bear  no  other  fenfe  than  as  an  -.Ilufionto  the  blood  of  the  Mar- 
tyrs,   and  the  fuperftition  of  fome  Churches  with  regard  to  it. 

3    To  your  proceeding    ■«  ■!  ■     1  Prsaeding  for    advancement, 
t&aUiihment, 

And 
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And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

Caf.    How  foolifh  do  your  fears  feem  now,   C«/- 
fhurnia  ? 
I  am  alhamed,    I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Brutus,   Ligarius,  Metellus,   Cafca,  Trebonius^ 
Cilina  and  Publius. 

And,  look,  where   Tuhlius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Cafar. 

Caf.  Welcome,  Publius. 
What,   Brutus,  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too  ? 
Good  morrow,    Ca/ca  :  Caius  Ligarius, 
Ccsfar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  enemy. 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  lean, ' 
What  is't  o'  clock  e 

Bru,   Cafar,    'tis  flrucken  eight. 

Ctef.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtefie. 
Enter  Antony. 
See  !    Antony,   that  revels  long  o'  nights. 
Is  notwithftanding  up.     Good  morrow,  Antony^ 

Ant.  So  to  mod  noble   Cafar. 

Caf.  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now,  Cinna  \  now,  Metellus ',  what,  Trebonius  ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  (lore  for  you. 
Remember,   that  you  call  on  me  to  day  ; 
>  Be  near  me,   that  I  may  remember  you. 

Ireb.  Cafar,  I  will  ;  — — ~  and  fo  near  will  I  be,. 

I A  fide. 
That  your  beft  friends  fhall  wifli  I  had  been  further. 

cJf.    Good  friends,  go   in,   and  tafte  fome  wine 
with  me. 
And  we,  like  friends,    will  ftraightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Cafar, 

lAfide. 
The  heart  of  Brutm  yerns  to  think  upon  ?       {Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 
Changes  to  a  Street  near  the  Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidorus,    reading  a  Paper. 

C.^SAR,  henxjate  o/' Brutus  ;  take  heed  ©/"Caflius  ; 
come  not  near  Cafca  ;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna  ;  trujl 
mt  Trebonius  ;  mark  n»ell  Metellus  Cimber  ;  Deciu*- 
Brutus  lo'ves  thee  not ;  thou  haji  nvrong^ d  Caius  Ligarius. 
There  is  but  one  mind  in  all  thefe  men^  and  it  is  bent 
againjl  Casfar.  If  thou  heeflnot  immortal,  look  about  thee: 
fecurity  gives  nuay  to  con/piracy.  The  mighty  Gods  de- 
fend thee  I 

Thy  Lover,  Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  ftand,  'till  Cafar  pafs  along, 

And  as  a  fuitor  will  I  give  him  this  : 

My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live. 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Ccejar,  thou  may'ft  live  ; 

If  not,  the  fates  with  Traitors  do  contrive.  [Exit, 

Enter  Porcia  and  Lucius. 

For.  I  pr'ythee,  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate-houfe  ; . 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me.  but  get  thee  gone  ; 
Why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  Madam. 

Par.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,   and  here  again. 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  fhould'd  do  there  — — 
O  Conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide, 
Set  a  huge  mountain  *tween  my  heart  and  tongue  5 . 
i  have  a  man's  mind,   but  a  woman's  might : 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counfel ! 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  ftiould  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,   and  nothing  elfe  ? 
And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,    boy,   if  thy  Lord  look, 
well, 
Foi  he  went  fickly  forth :  and  take  good  note, 

Wha^: 
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What  Ca:far  doth,  what  fuitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark,   boy  !   what  noife  is  that  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  Madam. 

Por.   Pr'ythee,  lillen  well : 
I  heard  a  battling  rumour  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  Madam,   I  hear  nothing. 
Enter  Artemidorus. 

For,  Come  hither,  fellow,    which  way  haft  thou 
been  ? 

Art.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  lady. 
-  Por.  What  is't  o'  clock  ? 

Art.  About  the  ninth  hour,  Lady. 

Por.  Is  Ceefar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Art.  Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  (land. 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por.  Thou  haft  fome  fuit  to  Cce/ar,   haft  thou  not  .?- 

^rt.    That  I  have,  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Cafar 
To  be  (o  good  to  Cafar^  as  to  hear  me : 
I  ihali  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

Por.  Why,  know' ft  thou  any  harm  intended  towards 
him  ? 

Art.    None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear  j 
Good  morrow  to  you.     Here  the  ftreet  is  narrow  : 
The  throng,  that  follows  C/efar  at  the  heels. 
Of  Senators,  of  Prastors,   common  Suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  Man  almoft  to  death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cafar  as  he  comes  along.  {^ExU. 

Por.  I  muft  go  in— aye  me  !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is  !  O  Brutus !   Brutus  ! 
The  heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprize  ! 
Sure,  the  Boy  heard  me  -.^.^ Brutus  hath  a  Suit, 

That  Crffar  will  not  grant. O,  I  grow  faint : 

Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord  ; 
Say,  I  am  merry  ;   come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  lay  to  thee. 

\^Exiunt  feijeraiiy^ 
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ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

TJoe  Street  before  the  Capitol ;  and  the  Capitol  open^ 

Flourijh.  Enter  Caefar,  Brutus,  Caflius,  Cafca,  De- 
cius,  Metellus,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepi- 
dus,  Artemidorus,  Popilius,  Publius,  and  the  Sooth- 
fayer. 

C^SAR.'T^HE  Ides  of  March  are  come. 

X        Sooth.   Ay,  Ct^far,   but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Ceefar  :  read  this  fchedule. 

Dec.   Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  befl  leifure,   this  his  hamble  fuit. 

Jrt.  O  Cgefar,  read  mine  firft  ;  for  mine's  a  fuit. 
That  touches  Cafar  nearer.     Read  it,  great  Ceefar. 

Ceef.   What  touches  us  our  felf,    fhall  be  laft  ferv*d.- 

Art.  Delay  not,   Cafary  read  it  inftantly. 

Ctef.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

fub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Caf.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 
Gome  to  the  Capitol. 

Pop.  I  wi(h,   your  enterprize  to  day  may  thrive^ 

Caf.  What  enterprize,  Popilius  ? 

Pop.  Fare  you  Well. 

Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  P 

Caf.  He  wirti'd,  our  enterprize  to  day  might  thrive  : 
I  fear,  our  purpole  is  difcovered. 

Bru.   Look,   how  he  makes  to  C^efar  ;    mark  him. 

Caf.  Cafca y  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
BrutuSy  what  ihall  be  done,  if  this  be  known  ? 
Caffius,  or  Cafar,  never  fhall  turn  back  ;, 
For  I  will  flay  myfelf. 

Bru.    Cajfius  be  conflant  : 
Popilius  Lejia  fpeaks  not  of  our  purpofe; 
For,  look,  he  fmiles,  and  Cafar  doth  not  change. 

Caf.  ^r^^^«/«j  knows  his  time;  for  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  dravv's  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

Dec.   Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?  let  him  go. 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fuit  to  Cafar, 

Bru* 
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Bru.  He  is  addreft ;  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him, 

Cin.  Cafca,  you  are  the  firft  that  rears  your  hand, 

Caf.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  anfiifs. 
That  Cafar  and  his  Senate  muft  redrefs  ? 

Met.  Moil  high,   moft  mighty,  and    moft  puiffant 
Ceefar^ 
Mitellus  Cimher  throws  before  thy  feat  ^Kneeling. 

An  hun\ble  heart. 

Caf.  I  mull  prevent  thee,    Cimher  ; 
Thefe  couchings  and  thefe  lowly  curtefies 
'  Might  ftir  the  blood  of  ordinary  men, 
*  And  turn  pre- ordinance  and  firll  decree 
Into  the  lane  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  C^far  bears  fuch  rebel  blood. 
That  wili  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  That  which  melteth  fools ;  I  mean,  fweet  words^ 
Low-crooked  curtfies,    and  bafe  fpaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banifhed  ; 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  fpurn  the''  likeia  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Cafar  doth  not  wrong  i  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  be'fatisfied. 

Met.   Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own. 
To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  Cafar  s  ear. 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banifh'd  brother  ? 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  hand,   but  not  in  flattery,  Cafar  j 
Defiring  thee,   that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Caf  What,    Brutus  / 

Caf.  Pardon,  Cafar  ;   Cafar^   pardon  ; 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cajfus  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchifement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

I  Might  fire  the   blood  of  ordinary  mef7,J  It  is  plain  we  iKould 
read. 

Stir  the  blood  -■ 
Submifficn  does  not /re  the  blood,   but  melt  it  to  compaflion  ;  or, 
as  he  fays  juft  after,  thaiv  it.     So  afterwards,  in  this  play  he  lays, 
The poiuer  offfeech  to  stir  mens  bloods. 
^  And  turn  pre -ordinance  -]  Fre-or^/«^fff^,  for  ordinance 

already  eftablifhed* 

Caf. 
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C^f.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you  ; 
li  I  could  pray  to  move,    prayers  would  move  me  ; 
But  I  am  conflant  as  the  northern  ftar, 
Of  whofe  true,   fixt,  and  refting  quality. 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament  ; 
The  Ikies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  fparks,. 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fhine  ; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place. 
So,   in  the  world,  'tis  furnifh'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  flefh  and  blood,  and  apprehenfivc  ;. 
"Vet,  in  the  number,   I  do  know  but  one 
That  unafTailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unftiak'd  of  motion  ;   and  that  I  am  he,. 
Let  me  a  little  (hew  it,  even  in  this  ; 
That  I  was  conflant,  Cimber  fhould  be  banifh'd  ;- 
And  conflant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 

Cim.   OCte/ar- . 

Caf.   Hence  !  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dec.  Great  Ccefar  — 

C^f.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootlefs  kneel  ? 

Cafe.  Speak  hands  for  me.  \Jtheyfial  Cxfar. 

Caf.  Et  tu.  Brute  ? then  fall  Ccefar  I      [Dieu 

Cin.  Liberty  \  freedom  !  Tyranny  is  dead ~ 

Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  flreets 

Caf.  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
Libsrty,  freedom,  and  enfranchifement. 

Bru.  People,  and  Senators  I   be  not  affrighted  -,. 
Fly  not,   fland  flill.     Ambition's  debt  is  paid, 
Caf.  Go  to  the  Pulpit,  Bruius^ 
Dec.  And  CaJT^us  too. 
Bru.  Where's  Puhlius  ? 

Cin.   Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 
Met.  Stand  fail  together,  left  fome  friends  oiCafar^ 

Should  chance 

^ru.  Talk  not  of  flanding.     Publius,  good  cheer; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  perfon. 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe  ;  fo  tell  them,    Puhlius. 

Caf.  And  leave  us,   Publius,  lefl  that  the  People, 
Rufning  on  us,  fhould  do  your  age  fome  mifchief. 

Bru.  Do  fo  ;  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  Doers.. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  Trebonius. 

€af.  Where  is  j^ntony  ? 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amaz'd. 
Men,  wives,  and  children,  ftare,  cry  out,  andrurj^ 
As  it  were  Dooms-day. 

Bru,  Fates  !  we  will  know  your  pleafures  ; 
That  we  fliall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  ftand  upon. 

Caf.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life. 
Cuts  off  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Cafar''^  friends  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death. 

Cafe.   5  Stoop,  Romans^  Hoop  j 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Cafar'^s  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  befmear  our  fwords  j 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Market-place, 
And  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  *'  peace!  freedom!  and  liberty  ! 

Caf.  Stoop  then,  and  waih— how  many  ages  hence 
[Difjping  their  fivords  in  C^(a.i'j  IfUod, 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  afted  o'er. 
In  States  unborn,  ani  accenis  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  Ihall  Ce/ar  bleed  in  fport^ 
That  now  on  Pompey's  Bafis  lies  along, 
No  worthier  than  the  dull  ? 

Caf.  So  oft  as  that  (hall  be, 
So  often  fhall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dec,  V/hat,  ihall  we  forth  ? 

Caf.  Ay,  every  man  away. 
Brutus  (hall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moll  Loldeil,  and  bell  hearts  of  Rome. 

3  In  all  the  editions  this  fpeech  is  afcribed  to  Brutus,  than' 
which  nothing  is  more  inconjiftent  with  his  mild  and  philolbphicai 
char3(5lcr.  But  (as  I  often  find  fpeeches  in  the  later  editions  put 
into  wrong  mouths,  different  from  the  firftpubliihed  by  the  author) 
I  thiaJc  this  liberty  not  unrealbnable.  Mr.  Fope. 

Enter 


44  J  u  L  I  U  S    C  ^.  S  A  R. 

Enter  a  Sewant. 
Bru,  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  a  friend  of  Jntonfs, 
^u   T.Ti'"''  ^''^^^'^  ^'^  my  mafter  bid  me  kneel  ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  ;  {kneelinz. 

And,  bemg  proftrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay. 
^r«/«i  IS  noble,  wife,  valiant  and  honeft  ; 
py^r  was  mighty,  royal,   bold  and  loving  j 
^ay,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
fcay   I  fear'd  C^far,  honoured  him,  andlovM  him. 
it  Brutus  will  vouchfafe  that  Antony 
May  {^it\y  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
now  C^/ar  hath  delerv'd  to  lie  in  death  : 
Mark  Antony  (hall  not  love  C^efar  dead, 
^0  well  as  Brutus  living  j  but  will  follow 
i  he  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  faith.     So  fays  my  mafter  Antony, 

Bru.  Thy  mafter  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Roman  i 
1  never  thought  him  worfe. 
TeJlhim,  fo  pleafehim  come  unto  this  place, 
lie  Ihall  be  fatisfied  i  and,  by  my  honour, 
J-'epartun  touch 'd. 

^er^.  Til  fetch  him  prefently .  [  Exit  Ser^vanK 

J^ru,  1  know,  that  we  Ihall  have  him  well  to  friend. 
C«/  I  wifh,  we  may  :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind, 
Irtat  .ears  him  much;  and  my  mifgiving  ftill 
i^ails  flirewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Antony. 
Bru.    Bat  here  comes    Antony.      Welcome,    Mark 
Antony. 
^^  Ant.  O  mighty  Csfar  !  dofl  thou  \yt  fo  low  ? 
«.  '^/"^^^conquefts,  glories,  triumphs,  fpoils, 
bhrunk  to  this  little  meafure  ?— fare  thee  well. 
I  know  not.  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 
Who  eii^  muft  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank  j 
If  1  myfelf,    there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 
As  C^>r's  death's  hour  i  norno  inftrument 
Of  half  that  worth  as  thofe  your  fwords,  made  rich 
With  themoft  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

Id© 
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I  do  befeech  ye,  if  ye  bear  me  hard. 

Now,  whilft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmoak. 

Fulfil  your  pleafure.     Live  a  thoufand  years, 

I  ihall  not  find  myfelf  fo  apt  to  die  : 

**  No  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  means  of  death, 

"  As  hereby  C^fau  and  by  you  cut  off, 

*'  The  choice  and  mailer  fpir its  of  this  age. 

Bru,  O  Antony  !  beg  not  your  death  of  us  : 
Though  now  we  mufl  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  ourprefent  aft. 
You  fee,  we  do ;  yet  fee  you  but  our  hands. 
And  this  the  bleeding  bufinefs  they  have  done : 
Our-hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pity,  pity  ;) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Ccefar:  For  your  part, 
To  you  our  fwords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony  i 
Our  arms  exempt  from  malice  ;  **  and  our  hearts, 
•*  Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Caf.  Your  voice  fhall  be  as  ftrong  as  any  man's 
In  the  difpofmg  of  new  dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  'till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear  ; 
'  And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe. 
Why  I,  that  did  love  C^e/ar  when  I  ftrook  him. 
Proceeded  thus. 

Ant.  1  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  ; 
Firft,  Marcus  Brutus,   will  1  fhake  with  you  ; 
Next,  Caius  CaJJius,  do  I  take  your  hand  ; 
Now,  Decius  Brutusy  yours  ;  now  yours,  Metel/us; 
Yours,  Cinna  ;  and,  my  valiant  Ca/ca,  yours  ; 
Tho'  laft,  not  leaft  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius, 
Gentlemen  all — alas,  what  (hall  1  fay  ? 
My  credit  now  ftands  on  fuch  flippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me. 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Cafar^  oh,  \xh  true  j 
If  then  thy  fpirit  look  u.-on  us  no'vV, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 

To 
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To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace. 

Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 

Moft  Noble  !  in  the  prefence  of  thy  corfe  ? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes,  as  thou  haft  wounds. 

Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood. 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 

In  terms  of  friendfhip  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Ju/:us— here  waft  thou  bay'd,  brave  hart ; 

Here  didft  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  hunters  ftand 

Sign'd  in  thy  fpoil,  and  +  crimfon'd  in  thy  lethe. 

O  world  !  thou  waft  the  foreft  to  this  hart. 

And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. 

How  like  a  deer,  ftricken  by  many  Princes, 

Doft  thou  here  lye  ? 

Ca/.  Mark  Antony —  , 

Ant,  Pardon  me,  Caius  CaJJius  : 
The  enemies  of  C^/ar  fhall  fay  this  : 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modefty. 

Ca/.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Crefar  f®. 
Bat  what  compad  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends. 
Or  fhall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Ca/ar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  fhall  give  me  reafons. 
Why,  and  wherein  C^/ar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  eUe  this  were  a  favage  fpedacle. 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you,  Antony^  the  Son  of  C^/ar, 
You  fhould  be  fatisfied. 

4 critnfon'd  in  ?^>?  Lethe.]  Mr.  Theobald  fays.  The  diBio- 

rariez  acknonuledge  no  fuch  ivord  as  Lethe  ;  yet  he  is  not  without 
fufpicion,  that  Shakefpear  coiri'd  the  -word  j  and  yet  for  all  thaty 
the  L.  inight  be  a  D.  imperfeBly  tvrote,  therefore  he  ivill  have 
death  infiead  of  it.  After  all  this  pother,  Lethe  was  a  common 
Wrench  word,  fignifying  death  or  defruBiotiy  from  the  latin  /<?- 
thttm.     So  in  Antony  and  Cleopatra  he  fays, 

— •iV*  to  a  hihi'idulnefs, 
u  c,  deadly. 

Anf, 
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Ant.  That's  all  I  feek  ; 
And  am  moreover  fuitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place, 
And  in  the  Pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
-Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral  : 

Bru.  You  (hall,  Mark  Antony. 

Caf.  Brutusy  a  word  with  you.  * 

You  know  not  what  you  do  ;  do  not  confent,      \_Afide, 
That  Antony  fpeakin  his  funeral : 
Know  you,  how  much  the  People  may  be  mov'd 
By  That  which  he  will  utter  ? 

Bru.  ^y  your  pardon, 
I  will  myfelf  into  the  Pulpit  firft. 
And  fiiew  the  reafon  of  our  Cafar"*^  death. 
Wliat  Antony  {hall  {peak,  1  will  proteft 
He  fpeaksby  leave,  and  by  permiflion  : 
And  that  we  are  contented,  Cafar  fhall 
Have  all  due  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies: 
It  fhall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Caf.  I  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Ctefars  body: 
You  (hall  not  in  your  funeral  fpeech  blame  us. 
But  (peak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Ca/^r  -, 
And  fay,  you  do't  by  our  permiflion  : 
Elfe  Ihall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral.     And  you  fhall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going. 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  fo  j 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

Bru*  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  Confpirators* 
SCENE    IV. 

Manet  Antony. 
Ant.  O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth  \ 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  butchers. 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  nobleft  man. 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand,  that  fhed  thisccflly  blood  \ 
Q\tt  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophefie, 

(Whick 
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(Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue) 
A  curie  fhall  h'ght  ^  upon  the  line  of  men  ; 
Domeftick  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ftrife. 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  ; 
Blood  and  deftrudion  fhall  be  fo  in  ufe. 
And  dreadful  objeds  fo  familiar. 
That  mothers  fhall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  by  the  hands  of  war  : 
All'  pity  choak'd  with  cuftom  of  fell  deeds ; 
**  And  Cafar^s  fpirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
"  With  JtJ  by  his  fide  come  hot  from  hell, 
'*  Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  a  Monarch's  voice, 
'*  Cry  Havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  fhall  fm.ell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 
Enter  0(flavius'j  Ser'vant. 
You  ferve  OSiavius  Cafary  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  I  do,  Mark  Antony, 

Ant.  Ceefar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  "Rome. 

Ser'v.  He  did  receive  his  letters^  and  is  coming  ; 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth 

O  Cesfar  !  {^Seeing  the  BoJy» 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep  ; 
PafTion  I  fee  is  catching  ;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  thofe  beads  of  forrow  fland  in  thine. 
Began  to  water.     Is  thy  mailer  coming  ? 

Ser.  He  lyes  to  night  within  feven  leagues  of  "Rome. 

Ant.  Poll  back  with  fpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd. 
Here  is  a  mourning  Romey  a  dangerous  Rome^ 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  Oda'vius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.     Yet  flay  a  while ; 
Thou  fhalt  not  back,  'till  I  have  borne  this  corfe 
Into  the  market-place  :  there  fhall  I  try 
In  my  Oration,  how  the  people  take 

5  — -  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ;]  We  ihould  read, 
' '   '"  Hiiz  cf  men  I 
i.  e.  human  race. 

The 
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The  cruel  iflbe  of  thefe  bloody  men  ; 

According  to  the  which,  thou  fhalt  difcourfe 

To  young  O^a'vius  of  the  ftate  of  things. 

Lend  me  your  hand.  \_Exeunt  iviib  Csefar*^  Body, 

SCENE    V. 

Changes  to  the  Forum. 

Enter  Brutus,  and  mounts  the  Roftra  ;    Caflius,  ijuith 
the  Plebeians. 
P/^^.T  T  7E  will  be  fatisfied  ;  let  us  be  fatisfied. 

V  V       ^ru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  au- 
dience, friends. 
Cajjius^  go  you  into  the  other  ftreet, 
And  part  the  numbers  : 

Thofe,  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,   let  *em  ftay  here  j 
Thofe,  that  will  follow  CaJJius,  go  with  him  5 
And  publick  reafons  fhall  be  rendered 
Of  Cafars  death. 

1  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 

2  Pleb.     I  will  hear    CaJJius,  and  compare  their 

reafons, 
When  fev'rally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

\Exit  Caffius,  ^joithjome  of  the  Plebeians. 
Tleh.  3.  The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  filence  ! 
Bru.  Be  patient  'till  the  laft. 

Romans,  ^  Countrymen,  and  Lovers  !  hear  me  for 
my  caufe  ;  and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear.  Believe 
me  for  mine  honour,  and  have  refpeft  to  mine  honour, 

6  — —  Countrymen  and  Lo'uers  !  &c.}-  There  is  no  where,  in 
all  Shakefpear''s  works,  a  ftronger  proof  of  his  not  being  what  we 
call  a  fcholar,  than  this  j  or  of  his  not  knowing  any  thing  of  the 
genius  of  learned  antiquity.  This  fpeech  of  Brutus  is  wrote  in  imi- 
tation of  his  famed  laconic  brevity,  and  is  very  fine  in  its  kind. 
But  no  more  like  that  brevity,  than  his  times  were  like  Brutus^s, 
The  ancient  laconic  brevity  was  fimple,  natural  and  eafy  :  this  is 
quaint,  artificial,  gingling,  and  abounding  with  forced  antithefis's. 
In  a  word  a  brevity,  that  for  its  falfe  eloquence  would  have  fuited 
any  charafter,  and  for  its  good  fenfe  would  have  become  the 
greateft  of  our  author's  time  ;  but  yet,  in  a  ftile  of  declaiming, 
that  fits  as  ill  upon  Brutus  as  our  author's  trowfers  or  collar-band 
would  have  4one. 

Vol.  VU.  D  thafi 
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that  you  may  believe.  Cenfore  me  in  your  wHcioin, 
and  awake  your  fenfes,  that  you  may  the  better  judge. 
«  If  there  be  any   in  this  aflembly,  any  dear  friend  of 

*  Ca/ars,    to  him  I  fay,  that  Brutus'^  love  to  Ca/ar 

*  was  no  lefs  than  his.  U  then  that  friend  demand, 
«  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Ca^Jar,  this  is  my  Anfwer : 
«  Not  that  I  lov'd  Cafar  lefs,  but  that  I  lov'd  RotM 
«  more.     Had  you  rather  Ca/ar  were  living,    and  dye 

*  all  flaves ;   than  that  C^>r  were  dead,    to  live  -all 

*  free-men  ?   As  Cce/ar  lov'd  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;    as 

*  he  was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it  ;  as  he  was  valiant, 
«  I  honour  him  ;  but  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  flew  him. 

*  There  are  tears  for  his  love,  joy  for  his  fortune,   ho- 

*  nour  for  his   valour,    and  death  for  his   ambition. 

*  Who's  here  fo  bafe,    that  would  be  a  bond-man  ?   If 

*  any,  fpeak  i  for  him  have  I  offended.     Who's  here 

*  fo  rude,  that  would  not  be  a  Roman?  if  any,  fpeak  ; 

*  for  him  have  I  offended.     Who  is  here  fo  vile,  that 

*  will  not  love  his  Country  ?  if  any,    fpeak  5    for  him 

*  have  I  offended —  I  paufe  for  a  Reply 

jill.   None,  Brutus i  none. 

Bru,  Then  none  have  I  offended  —  I  have  done  no 
more  to  Ccefar^  than  you  fhall  do  to  Brutus.  The 
queflion  of  his  death  is  inroll'd  in  the  Capitol ;  his 
glory  not  extenuated,  wherein  iie  was  worthy  ;  nor  his 
offences  enforc'd,  for  which  he  fuffered  death. 

Enter  Mark  Antony  nuith  Csfar's  hody. 
Here  comes  his  body,  mourn M  by  Mark  Antony  ;  who, 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  (hall  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  Commonwealth  ;  as 
which  of  you  ftiali  not  r  With  this  I  depart,  that  as  I 
Hew  my  bcft  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome  ;  I  have  the 
fame  dagger  for  myfelf,  when  it  fhall  plcafe  luy  Coun- 
try to  need  my  death. 

All.  Live,  Brutus,  live  \  live  ! 

1  Pkb.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  houfe. 

2  Fleh.  Give  hin»  a  flatue  with  his  Anceflors. 

3  Pleh.  Let  him  be  (  tejar. 

4  Pleh.  Cafari  better  Parts 
Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus, 

I  P/eh. 
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I  Pieb.   We'll  bring  him  to  his  houfe  with  fhouts 
and  clamours. 

Bru.  My  Countrymen  — 

z  Pleb.  Peace  !  liience  !  Brutus  (^taki. 

I  Pleb.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru.  Good  Countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone. 
And,  for  my  fake,  ft  ay  here  with  Antony  ; 
Do  grace  to  Cafars  corps,  and  grace  his  fpeech 
Tending  to  Ccefar%  glories  ;  which  Mark  Antony 
By  our  permiffion  is  allovv'd  to  make. 
I  do  intreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save  I  alone,  'till  Antony  have  fpoke.  [Exit. 

SCENE     VI. 

I  Pleb.  Stay,  ho,  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  Chair, 
We'll  hear  him  :  noble  Antony^    go  up. 

Ant.  For  Brutus'  fake,  I  am  beholden  to  you. 

4  Pleb.  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Pleb.  He  fays,    for  Brutus'  fake 
He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Pleb.  'Twere  beft  he  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus 

here. 

1  Pleb.  This  Ceefar  was  a  Tyrant. 
3  Pleb.  Nay,  that's  certain  ; 

We  are  bleft,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Pleb.  Peace  ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  fay. 
Ant.  You  gentle  Romans 

All.  Peace,  ho,  let  us  hear  him. 
Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  Countrymen,  lend  me  yoaf 
ears  ; 

*  I  come  to  bury  Cafar,  not  to  praife  him. 

*  The  Evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them  ; 

*  The  Good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 

*  So  let  it  be  with  Ceefar  !  noble  Brutus 

*  Hath  told  you,  Cafar  was  ambitious ; 

*  If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 

*  And  grievoufly  hath  Cafar  anfwer'd  it. 

*  Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  reft, 

*  (  For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man, 

J^  z  *  So 


52  Julius    Cy^SAR, 

*  So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men) 

*  Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Ca^far'^^  funeral. 

*  He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  jufl  to  me; 

*  But  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 

*  And  Brutui  is  an  honourable  man. 

*  He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 

*  Whofe  ranfoms  did  the  general  cofters  fill ; 

*  Did  this  in  Cafar  feem  ambitious  ? 

*  When  that  the  poor  have  cry 'd,  Cafar  hath  w^pt; 

*  Ambition  (hould  be  made  of  fterner -fluff. 
'  Yet  Brutus  fays,   he  was  ambitious  ; 

*  And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

*  You  all  did  fee,  that,  on  the  Lupercal, 

*  I  thrice  prefented  him  a  kingly  crown  j 

*  Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.     Was  this  ambition  1 

*  Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 

*  And,  fure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

*  I  fpeak  not,  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 

*  But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 

*  You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe  : 

*  What  caufe  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 

*  O  judgment !  thou  art  fled  to  brutifn  bealls, 

*  And  men  have  lofl  their  reafon--bear  with  me, 

*  My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  C^Jar^ 
'  And  I  muil  paufe  'till  it  come  back  to  me. 

I    PUlf.   Methinks,   there    is   much  reafon    in  his 
fayings. 
If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
7  Cafar  has  had  great  wrong. 

7  Caefar  has,  had  great  ivrong,]  3  Pleb.  Caefar  hadncjei'  lorovg 
but  'with  jiiji  caufe.  If  ever  there  was  fuch  a  line  written  by 
Shakefpcar,  I  Should  fancy  it  might  have  its  place  here,  and  very 
humcuroufly  in  the  charadler  of  a  Plebeian,  One  might  believe 
Ben  Jchnjon%  remark  v,.as  made  upon  no  better  credit  than  fome 
blunder  of  an  a£tor  in  fpeaking  that  verfe  near  the  beginning  of 
the  third  aft, 

KnoiVj  Caefar  doth  not  'wrong  j  nor  'without  caufe 

V/ill  he  be  fatisjiid. 

But  the  verfe,  as  cited  by  Ben  Johnfcn,  dees  not  conneft  with 
Will  be  be  fatisjied.  Perhaps  this  play  was  never  printed  in  Ben 
ychnfon^  time,  and  fo  he  had  nothing  to  judge  by  but  as  the 
z&er  pltaftd  to  fpeak  it.  Mr.  Pope. 

3  pia. 
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3  Phb.  Has  he,   Mailers  ?  I  fear  there  will  a  worfe 
come  in  his  place. 

4  Pleb.  MarkM  ye  his  words  ?  he  would  not  take 

the  crown  j 
Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  Pleb.  If  it  be  found  fo,    fome  will  dear  abide  it.  ' 

2  Pleb.  Poor  foul !     his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with 

weeping.    - 
3  Pleb.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in   Rome   than 

Antony. 
4  Pleb.  Now',  mark  him,  he  begins  tofpeak. 
Ant.  *  But  yefterday  the  word  of  C^efar  might 

*  Have  flood  againft  the  world  ;  now  lies  he  there, 

*  And  none  fo  poor  to  d.o  him  reverence. 

*  O  mafters  I  if  I  were  difpos'd  to  ftir 

*  Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

*  I  lliould  do  Brutiii  wrong,  and  Caffius  wrong  ; 

*  Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men. 
'  I  will  not  do  them  wrong  :  I  rather  chufe 

'*  To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myfelf  and  you  j 

*  Than  1  will  wrong  fuch  honourable  men. 

*  But  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  feal  of  Ca/ar, 

*  I  found  it  in  his  clofet,  'tis  his  Will ; 

*  Let  but  the  Commons  hear  this  Teftament, 

*  (Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read) 

*  And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  Cafars  wounds, 

*  And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  facred  blood  ; 

*  Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 

*  And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 

*  Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  legacy 

*  Unto  their  iffue. 

4  Pleb.  We'll  hear  the  Will,   read  it,   Mark  Antony; 
All.  The  Will,    the  Will  ;    we    wUl   hear  Cajar'^ 

Will. 
Ant.  *  Have  patience,   gentle  friends,  I  muft  not 

read  it  j 

*  It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cafar  lov'd  you. 

*  You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  fcones,  but  men  : 

*  And,  being  men,  hearing  the  Will  of  Cafar, 

*  It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  yoa  mad. 

D  3  *  'Tis 
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'  'TIS  good  you  know  not,  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 

*  For  if  you  (hould— O  what  would  come  of  it  ? 

4  P/eh.  Read  the  Will,    we  will  hear  it,  Jntony ; 
Yoa  Ihall  read  us  the  Will,    Ca/ars  Will. 

Jilt.  '  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  (lay  a  while  ? 
'  (I  have  o'er-ftiot  myfelf,  to  tell  you  of  it.) 
'  I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men, 
'  Whofe  daggers  have  ftabb'd  Cafar-l  do  fear  it. 

4  Pleb.  They  were  traitors— honourable  men  ' 

Jn.   The  Will!   theTeftament! 

2  Pleb.  They  were  villains,  murtherers  ;  the  Will  ^ 
read  the  Will. 

Jnt,  '  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will  ? 

*  Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corps  of  Cafar, 

*  h'CMi  let  me  flievv  you  him,  that  made  the  Will. 
Shall  J  defcend  ?   and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

Jd.  Come  down. 

2  Pieh.   Defcend.        \^He  comes  donxn  from  the  pultH. 

3  Pieb.  You  (hall  have  leave. 

4  Pleb.   A  ring  ;  ftand  round. 

1  Pleb.   Stand   from     the   hearfe,    ftand  from   the 

body. 

2  Pieb.  Room  for  Jntony —moik  noble  Jntony. 
Jnt.   Nay,  prefs  not  fo  upon  me,   ftand  far  ofF. 
All.  Stand  back — room — bear  back.— 

•  Ant.  \i  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 

*  You  all  do  know  this  mantle  ; '  1  remember, 

*  The  firtt  time  ever  Ct^far  put  it  on, 

*  '  Twas  on  a  fummer's  evening  in  his  tent, 

*  ^  That  day  he  overcame  x^tNewii 

*  Look  !    in  this  place,  ran  Caffius"  dagger  through  ;  — 
'  See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Cafca  made.  — 

'  Throoghthis,  the  well -beloved  ^r2//«j  ftabb'd  j 

*  And  as  he  pluck'd  hiscurfed  fteelaway, 

8  "That  day  he  o-vercame  the  Nervii—  J  Here  Sbakcfpear,  de- 
fcribing  a  great  General,  maJces  him  put  on  his  new  habit,  or 
robes  of  triumph,  after  his  viftory.  Homer  defcribing  a  -vain, 
glorious  one,  makes  him  put  them  on  before  the  fight,  and  while, 
he  only  expcited  to  overcome. 

*  Mark, 
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*  Mark,  how  the  blood  of  Cafar  followed  it !' 
As  rufhing  out  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd. 

If  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knock'd,   or  no  ? 

*  For  Erutus,  as  you  know,  was  Cee/ar^s  angel. 

*  Judge,  oh  you  Gods !  how  dearly  Cafar  lov'd  him  ; 

*  This,  this,  was  the  unkindeft  cut  of  all ; 

*  For  when  the  noble  Cafar  faw  him  ftab, 

*  Ingratitude,  niore  ftrong  than  traitors'  arms, 

*  Quite  vanquifh'd  him  ;  then  burft  his  mighty  heart : 

*  And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 

*  Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Cafar  fell, 

*  9  Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pompey's,  Statue. 

*  O  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 

*  Then  I,  and  you,    and  all  of  us  fell  down  : 

*  Whilft  bloody  treafon  flouri(h'd  over  us. 

*  O,  row  you  weep  ;  and,   I  perceive,  you  feel 

*  The  dint  of  pity  j    thefe  are  gracious  drops. 

*  Kind  foals !  what,  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 

*  Our  Cafar  i  vefture  wounded  ?  look  you  here  \ 

*  Here  is  himfelf,  marr'd,   as  you  fee,  by  traitors, 

1  P/elf.  O  piteous  fpedlacle  ! 

2  P/elf.  O  noble  Cafar  ! 

3  Pleb.  O  woful  day  ! 

4  Pleb.  O  traitors,   villains  f 

1  Pleb.  O  moft  bloody  fight ! 

2  Pleb.  We  will  be  reveng'd  :   revenge  :   about — — 
feek— burn— fire — kill — flay  !  let  not  a  traitor  live. 

Jnt.  Stay,  Countrymen • 

1  Pleb.   Peace  there,    hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  Pleb.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll  die 
with  him. — 

9  E'ven  at  the  Bafe  cf  Pompey'i  Statue,. 

Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caefar  felh^  Plutarch 
tells  us,  that  Ceefar-  received  many  wounds  in  the  face  on  this 
Qccaijon,  fo  that  it  might  be  faid  to  run  blood.  But,  inftead  of 
that,  the  Statue,  iji  this  reading,  and  not  the  face,  xs  faid  to  do 
fo  J  it  is  plain  thefe  two  lines  Uiould  be  tranfpofed  :  And  then  the 
refledlion,  which  follows, 

0  ^vhat  a  fall  ioa%   there 

is  natural,   lamenting  the  difgrace  of  being  at  laft  fubdued  in  that 
quarrel  in  which  he  had  been  compleat  vidlor. 

D  4.  Jnt. 
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j^nf,  *  Good  friends,  fweet  friends,   let  me  not  ftir 
you  up 
'  To  fuch  a  fudden  flood  of  mutiny  : 

•  They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  air  honourable. 

•  What  private  griefs  chey  have,'  alas,  I  know  not, 

•  That  made  them  do  it  :  they  are  wile  and  honour- 

able j 

•  And  will,  no  doubt,   with  reafon  anfwer  you, 

•  I  comenot,  friends,  to  fteal  away  your  hearts  ; 

•  I  am    no  Orator,  as  Brutus  is : 

•  But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 

•  That  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full   well, 

•  That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him  : 

I  For  I  have  neither  wit,    nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Aaion  nor  utt'rance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech, 

•  To  ftir  men's  blood  ;    I  only  fpeak  right  on. 

•  I  tell  you  that,   which  you  your  felves  do  know  ; 

•  Shew  you  fweet  C^e/ar's  wounds,  poor,  poor,  dumb 

mouths ! 

•  And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me.     But  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutusy   Jntony,  there  were  an  Antony 

•  Would  ruffle  up  your  fpirits,  and  put  a  tongue 

•  In  every  wound  of  C^/ar,    that  fliould  move 

•  The  Itones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 
J//.  We'll  mutiny -« 

I  P/d.  We'll  burn  the  houfe  of  Brutus. 

3  P/eL  Away  then,  come,  feek  the  confpirators. 

^»t.    Yet  hear  me.    Countrymen  ;    yet  hear   me 

fpeak. 
uil/.  Peace,    ho,   hear  Antony ^  moft  noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Why,   friends,  you   go  to  do  you  know  not 
what. 
Wherein  hath  C^far  thus  deferv'd  your  loves  ? 
Alas,    you  know  not  j   1  muft  tell  you  then  : 
You  have  forgot  the  Will,  I  told  you  of. 

All.  Moft  true  —  the  Will—  let's  ftay  and  hear  the 

Will. 
Ant.  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  Cafarz  feal. 
To  ev'ry  Roman  citizen  he  gives. 
To  ev'ry  fev'ral  man,  fcv'nty  five  drachma's. 

2  Pleb.  Moll  noble  Cafar  !  we'll  revenge  his  death. 

3  Pleb. 
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3  Pleh.  O  royal  Cafar  f 

Ant,  Hear  me  with  patience. 

All.  Peace,   ho  ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks. 
His  private  arbours,   and  new-planted  orchards. 
On  that  fide  liher -,  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever  j  common  pleafures, 
To  walk  abroad,   and  recreate  your  felves. 
Here  wss  a  C^fary  when  comes  fuch  another  ? 

1  Pleh.  Never,  never  ;  come,  away,  away  i 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 

And  with  the  brands  fire  all  the  traitors'  houfes. 
Take  up  the  body, 

2  Pleh.    Go,   fetch  fire. 

3  Pleh.   Pluck  down  benches. 

4  Pleh,  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[E.reunt  Plebeians  ni^ith  the  body. 

Ant,  Now  let  it  work  ]  Mifchief,  thou  art  a-foot, 
Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt ! —  How  now,  fellow  I 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.   OSlanjiui  is  already  come  to  Rome, 

Ant,  Where  is  he  ? 

Ser.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  C^far'^  houfe. 

Ant.   And  thither  will  I  ftraight  to  vifit  him  ; 
He  comes  upon  a  wifh.     Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  iay,   Brutus  and  Ca(Jius 
Are  rid,  like  madmen,  through  the  gates  of  Pome. 

Ant.  Belike,   they  had  fome  notice  of  the  people. 
How  1  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Odavius. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE   vir.. 

Enter  Cinna  the  Poet,  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 
Cin.  I  dreamt  to  night  that  I  did  feaft  with  Cafar, 
'  And  things  unluckey  charge  my  fantafie  -, 

\   And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantafie  j]  Both  for  the  fake 
of  the  fenfe  and  meafure  we  fhould  read,. 

And  things  unluckey   charge  my  fantafie  y 
r.  e.  unluckey  things  j   for  the   ancicnf  fuperftition  divided  things 
ifito  luike^  and  uniuckey^ 

D  5  I  have 
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I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors  : 
Yet  ibmething  leads   mc  forth. 

1  F/eb.    Wnat  is  your  name  ? 

2  Pleb    Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  Pleb.    Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  P/eb.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  batchelor  ? 

2  Pleb.  Anfwer  every  man,  diredlly. 

1  P/'eb.  Ay,   and  briefly. 
4  Pleb.   Ay,  and  wifely. 

3  Pleb.   Ay,  and  truly,   you  were^beft. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name  ?  whither  am  T  going  .?■ 
where  do  I  dwell  ?  am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  batche- 
lor ?  then  to  anfwer  every  man  diredly  and  briefly, 
wifely  and  truly  ;   wifely,   I  fay  I  am  a  batchelor. 

2  Pleb.  '*  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  fools 
**  that  marry  j  you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear  i 
"  proceed  directly. 

Cin.   Direv5^1y,  I  am  going  to  Cafar^  funeraL 

1  Pleb.    hi  a  friend,   or  an  enemy  ? 
Cin.    As  a  friend. 

2  Pleb    That   matter  is  anfwer'd  dire£tly. 

4  Pleb.   For  your  dwelling  ;  briefly. 
Cin.   Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitql, 

3  Pieh.   Your  name,  Sir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly,    my  name  is  Cinna, 

1  Pleb.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Confpirator. 
Cin.  I  am   Cinna  the  poet,   I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  Pleb.  **  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verfes,  tear  him 
**  for  his  bad  verfes. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  confpirator. 
A^Phb    Jt   is  no  matter,   his  name's  C/««^7  ;  pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,   and  turn  him  going. 
3  Pleb.  Tear  him,   tear    him  j  come,  brands,    ho, 
fire-brands  : 
To  Brutus,  to   Ca{Jius,  burn   all.     Some  to    Deciut's 

houfe, 
And  {bme  to  Ca/cai,  fome  to  Li^arius  :  away,  go. 

[^Exeunt, 
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ACT     TV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Antony,  06lavius,  and  Lcpidus. 

Ant.  nr^HESE   many   then  fhall   die,    their  names 
X  areprickt. 

Ot.7.   Your  brother  too  muft  die  -,  confentyou,  Le- 
pi  Jus  f 

Lep.  J  do  confent. 

O.'?.  Prick  him  down,   Antony. 

Lep.   Upon  condition,  Publius  Ihall  not  Htc  ; 
Who  is  your  fiber's  fon,   Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  fiiall  not  live  ;  look,  with  a  fpot  I  damn 
him. 
But,   Lepidus,  go  you  to  CteTar's   houfe  ; 
Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  fliall  determine 
How  to  cut  ofFfome  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What  ?  Ihall  I  find  you  here  ? 

OSi,  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.         [Exit  Lepidas. 

Art.  This  is  a  flight,  unmeritable,  man. 
Meet  to  be  fent  on  errands :  is  it  fit, 
The  three- fold  world  divided,    he  ihould  Hand 
One  of  the  three  to  fhare  it  ? 

O^.  So  you  thought  him  ; 
And  took  his  voice  who  (houW  be  prickt  to  die. 
In  our  black  fentence  and  profcription. 

Ant.  OSianjius,  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you  5 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  honours  on  this  man. 
To  eafe  our  felves  of  divers  flandVous  loads  ; 
He  (hall  but  bear  them,  as  the  afs  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  bufinefs. 
Or  led  or  driven,   as  we  point  the  way  j 
And,   having  brought  our  treafure  where  we  will. 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off. 
Like  to  the  empty  afs,  to  fliake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons. 

OiS.  You  may  do  your  will  ; 
£ut  he's  a  try'd  and  valiant  foldier. 
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^nt.  So  is  my  horfe,  Oaavius :  and,   for  that^ 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  nght, 
To  wind,   to  flop,   to  run  diredly  on  ; 
His  corporal  motion  govern'd  by  my  fpirit. 
And,  in  Ibme  tafte,  is  Lepic/us  but  fo  j 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  j 
A  barren-fpirited  fellow,  one  that  feeds 
On  fa)  abjed  Orts,  and  imitations  : 
Which,   out  of  ufe,  and  flal'd  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  falhicn.     Do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  property.     And  now,  O^avius, 

Liftcn  great  things Brutus  and  CaJ^us 

Are  levying  powers ;  we  muft  ftraight  make  head. 

Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combined  ; 

Our  bert  friends  made,  and  our  beft  means  ftretcht  out  j 

And  let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  coDncil, 

How  covert  matters  may  be  beft  difclos'd. 

And  open  perils  furelt  anfwered. 

Oa.  Let  us  do  fo  ;  for  we  are  at  the  ftake. 
And  br;y'd  about  with  many  enemies : 
Arid  fome,  that  fmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
lUiliionsofmifchiefs.  lExeunt, 

SCENE     II. 

£e/ori  Brutus'j  Teftt,  in  the  Camp  near  Sardi's. 

Brum.     £»/^r  Brutus,  hMcW'mSy  and  foUiers :  Titinins 

and  Pindaius  meeting  them. 
Sru.  QTAND,  hoi 

O     Luc.   Give  the  word,   ho  f  and  ftand  I 
Bru.  What  now,   Lucilius  ?  is  Cajfius  near  \ 
Luc.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Vindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  falutation  from  his  mailer. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.     Your  mafter,  Pindarus^ 
*  In  his  own  charge,  or  by  ill  ofHcers, 

Hath 

1  Jn  his  <nvn  change,  or  by  til  officers,']  The  fenfe  cf  which  is 
this,  Eixkcr  ye^.tr  n:after,by  the  atizn^e:  of  hii  virtuous  nature,  or 
iy  bisoffieen  libujitig  tke  paver  be  bed  intnijled  to  them,  hath  dene 

fomt 

I  (")  <^^j^^  '^ri^»  Mr,  Tbeobald.mmYMl^.  objefts,  arts, J 
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Kath  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wi(h 
Things  done,  undone ;  but  if  he  be  at  hand^ 
I  fhall  be  fatisficd. 

Phi.  I  do  not  doubt, 
But  that  my  noble  mafter  will  appear. 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.     A  word,  Lucilius 
How  he  received  you,  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtefie,  and  with  refpedl  enough  5 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances, 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  friend  cooling  j  ever  note,  Lucilius,        » 

When  love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay ,^^ H 

It  ufeth  an  enforced  ceremony.  .  ._ . L 

There  are  no  tricks  in  plain,  and  fimple  faith  : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  fhew  and  promife  of  their  mettle  ; 
But  when  they  ftiould  endure  the  bloody  fpur. 
They  fall  their  creft,  and,  like  deceitful  jades. 
Sink  in  the  tryal.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sar^is  to  be  quartered; 
The  greater  part,  the  horfe  in  general. 
Are  come  with  CaJJius.  [Low  march  waithiti* 

Enter  Caffius  and  Joldiers, 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arrived  ; 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

C/?/.  Stand,  ho  f 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  !  fpeak  the  word  along. 

Within.  Stand  ! 

feme  things  I  could  ijoijh  undone.  This  implies  a  doubt  which  of 
the  two  was  the  cafe.  Yet,  immediately  after,  on  Pindarus't  fay- 
ing, His  mafier  nu  as  full  of  regard  and  honour  ^  he  replies,  he  is  not 
doubted.     To  reconcile  this  we  inould  read. 

In  his  oivn  char  ge,  or  by  ill  officers.. 
i.  e.  either  by  thofe  under  his  immediate  command,  or  under  the 
(ommand  of  his  lieutenants  ivho  had  abufed  their  trufl.  Charge 
is  io  ufual  a  word  in  Shakefpear,  to  fignify  the  forces  committed 
to  the  truft  of  a  commander,  that  I  think  it  needicfs  to  give  any 
inilancss* 

Within^ 
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Within.   Stand ! 

Within.  Stand  ! 

C«/.  Moft  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  Gods !  wrong  I  mine  enemies  ? 
And,  if  not  fo,   how  (hould  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Caf.  Brutus f  this  fober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs. 
And  when  you  do  them 

Bru.  CaJ/ius,  he  content. 
Speak  your  griefs  fofdy,  I  do  know  you  wclL 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here, 
{Which  fliould  perceive  nothing,  but  love,  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.      Bid  them  move  away  ; 
Then  in  my  Tent,  Cajfius^  enlarge  your  griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Caf.   Pindarus, 
Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  ofF 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru,  Lucilius,  do  the  like ;   and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  'till  v.'e  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  the  door.  [Exeunt,. 

SCENE    in. 

Changes  to  the  Infide  of  Brutus'j  ^ent. 

Re-enter  Brutus  flw^CalTius. 

Caf.  '  I  ^HAT  you  have  wrong'd  me  doth  appear 

X  in  this. 

You  have  condemned  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  &ardians  ; 
Wherein,    my  letier  (praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  man,'  was  flighted  of. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  acafe,. 

Caf.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  *  ev'ry  nice  offence  (hould  bear  its  comment. 

Bru.  Yet  let  me  tell  you,  Cajfus,  you  yourfelf 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  i 
To  fell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold. 
To  undefervers. 

s,  —-£1;'^  nice  offence"  ■■■  ]  i.  e,  fmall  trifliiig  ofTence. 

Ca/i 


JULIUSC^SAR.  63 

Caf.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus,  that  fpeak  this  j 
Or,  by  the  Gods,  this  fpcech  were  elfe  your  laft. 

Bru.  The  name  of  CaJJius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  its  head. 

Caf.  Chaftifement  !  [member  ] 

Bru.  "  5  Remember  March,    the  Ides  of  March  re- 
**  Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  juftice  fake  ? 
«*  What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  ftab, 
"  And  not  for  juftice?  what,  (hall  one  of  us, 
"  That  ftruck  theforemoft  man  of  all  tliis  world^ 
"  But  for  fupporting  robbers ;  fhallwe  now 
*'  Contaminate  our  fingers  with  bafe  bribes  ? 
*'  And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honours 
**  For  fo  much  trafti,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ?— 
*'  4-  I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moonj, 
*•  Thanfuch  a  Roman. 

Caf.   Brutus,  bay  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it;  you  forget  your  felf^ 

3  F-emeniBer  March,    £f r, 

ff'^hat  'villain  touch'' d  his  body,  that  didjiab, 

Andnotfor  jufiiccf — ]     The  thought  here  is    infinitely 

noble  ;  yet  by  reafon  of  the  laconic  brevity  here  reprefcnted,  it  is 
cbfcure.  We  muft  imagine  Brutm  fpeaking  to  this  effeft.  Remem- 
ber the  ides  of  March,  nvhen  ive  bad  a  caufc  in  hand,  fo  gre^t  and: 
fanSiifed  that  the  moji  corrupt  men,  intent  only  on  the  public,  cafl 
afideallprinjate  regards,  engaged  in  the  caife  of  liberty,  andftab" d 
for  jujiice  :  remember  too ,  that  this  is  but  the  fame  caufe  continued- 
all  corrupt  and  pri'vate  moti-ves  Jhould  be  therefore  negleHcd  and 
defpifed.  This  is  the  itnk,  in  which  the  dignity  of  the  fentiment, 
and  the  propriety  of  it  to  the  cafe  in  hand,  are  altogether  worthy, 
of  the  charafter  of  the  fpeaker. 

4  /  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 

Thanfuch  a  Roman.]  The  poets  and  common  people,  who 
generally  think  and  fpeak  alike,  fuppofe  the  dog  bays  the  moon 
out  of  envy  to  its  brightnefs  j  anallufion  to  this  notion  makes  the 
beauty  of  the  paiL^ge  in  queftion :  Brutus  hereby  infinuates  a 
covert  accnfation  againft  his  friend,  that  it  was  only  envy  at  Cafat^ 
glory  which  fet  Cajfius  on  confpiring  againft  him  j  and  ancient 
hiftory  feems  to  countenance  fuch  a  charge.  Cajftus  underftood 
him  in  this  fenfe,  and  with  much  confcious  pride  retorts  the 
charge  by  a  like  infinuation, 

"  ■■  Brutus,  bay  not  mc. 

To. 
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To  hedge  me  in  ;  I  am  a  foldier,  I, 
Older  in  pra^lice,  abler  than  yourfelf 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru,  5  Go  to  ;  you  are  not  Cajjius. 

Caf.  I  am, 

Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Caf.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  (hall  forget  my  fcif— 
Have  mind  upon  your  health —  tempt  me  no  farther, 

Bru   Away,  flight  man  ! 

Caf.  Is't  poffiblc  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak, 
Muft  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  ra(h  choler  ? 
••  Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  flares  ? 

Caf.  O  Gods  [  ye  Gods  f  muft  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.  All   this !  ay,  m.ore.     Fret,  'till  your  proud 
heart  break  ; 
•'  Go,  (hew  your  flaves  how  cholerick  you  are, 
**  And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Muft  I  budge  I 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  humour  ?  by  the  Gods, 
You  {hall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  fpleen, 
Tho'  it  do  fplit  you  :  For,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufe  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter^ 
When  you  are  wafpifh. 

Caf.  Is  it  come  to  this  .?     ^ 

Bru.  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  foldier  ; 
Let  it  appear  fo  ;  make  your  Vaunting  true. 
And  it  ihall  pleafe  me  well.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  ihall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men 

Caf.  You  wrong  me  every  way you  wrong  me, 

Brutus ; 

5  Go  to  ;  you  are  tiot  Caflius.]  We  are  net  to  underftand  this  as 
if  Brutus  had  faid,  Tou  are  not  an  able  foldier^  which  would  be 
vrangling  on  a  childifh  queftion  beneath  tiie  charafter  of  Brutus, 
Cn  the  contrary,  when  CaJJius  had  made  fo  unbecoming  a  boall, 
Brutus,  in  his  reply,  only  reproves  h;m  ior  degeneracy  :  And  he 
eould  not  do  it  in  words  more  pathetic  than  in  faying,  Tou  are 
Ttot  Caflius  ;  i.  e..  Tou  are  no  longer  that  hravCy  dijirterefied, 
fhilofophic  CaiTms,  ivhofe  charaSier  -was  made  up  of  Lorcur  and 
fatrtotijm  j  but  are  Junk  domon  to  the  impotencj  and  corruption  of 
ibt  times^ 
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I  faid,  an  elder  foldier ;  not  a  better. 
Did  I  fay,  better  ? - 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caf.   When   Cafar  liv'd,  he   durft  not  thus  hayc 
movM  me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace,  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted 
him. 

Caf.   I  durft  not! 

Bru.  No. 

Caf.  What  ?  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durft  not. 

Caf.  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  lore ; 
I  may  do  that,  1  (hall  be  forry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  tiiat,  you  (hould  be  forry  for. 
•'  There  is  no  terror,  Caffius,  in  your  threats  ; 
•*  For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty, 
**  That  they  pafs  by  me,"  as  the  idle  wind, 
**  Which  I  refpedt  not.     I  did  fend  to  you 
"  For  certain  fums  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  me  ; 
**  For  I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means ; 
"  By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  hertrt, 
**  And  drop  my  blood  for  drachma's,  ^  than  to  wring 
**  From  the  hard  hands  of  peafants  their  vile  trafh, 
*'  By  any  Indireflion.     I  did  fend 
*  *  To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
**  Which  you  denied  me  ;  was  that  done  like  Cajpus  ? 
"  Should  I  have  aniwer'd  Caius  Cajpus  fo  ? 
•*  When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 
**  To  lock  fuch  rafcal  counters  from  his  friends, 
*'  Be  ready,  Gods,  with  ail  your  thunderbolts, 
**  Dafhhim  to  pieces. 

Caf.  I  deny'd  you  not. 

Bru.   You  did. 

Caf.  I  did  not— he  was  but  a  fool, 

6  "         thati  to  wring 

From  f^e  hard  hands,  of  peafar.ts  their -vile  traf}^^  This  fa 
a  ruble  fentiment,  altogether  in  character,  and  exprefled  in  a 
manner  inimitably  happy.  For  to  tvring,  implies  both  to  get 
unjujily,  and  to  ufe  force  in  getting:  And  hard  hands  fignify 
both  the  peafant's  great  labour  and  pains  in  acquiring,  and  hi» 
gi^at  unKvilHngJiefs  to  ^uithis  hold. 

That 
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That  brought  my  anfwer  back.— Bruf us  hath  riv'd  my 

heart. 
A  friend  ihould  bear  a  friend's  infirmities. 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru   7  I  do  not.     Still  you  pradife  them  on  me. 

Caf.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Caf.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  firch  faults. 

Bru.  A  fiatt'rer's  would  not,  tho'  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Caf.  Come,  Antony.,  and  young  08a<vius^  come  ; 
Revenge  your  felves  alone  on  Caffjus^ 
For  CaJJius  is  a  weary  of  the  world  j 
Hated  by  one  he  loves  ;  brav'd  by  his  brother  ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  obferv'd  ; 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote. 
To  caft  into  my  teeth.      O  I  could  weep 
My  fpirit  from  mine  eyes ! — There  is  my  dagger. 

And  here  my  naked  bread within,  a  heart 

Dearer  than  Plutus''  Mine,  richer  than  gold  ; 
^  \i  that  thou  needfta  Roman  i,  take  it  forth. 

I,  that 

7  Bru.  I  do  net  ^  t  ifL  ycu  praBife  them  on  me,']  Butwasthis 
talking  like  Brutus  "^  Cafjiin  complained  that  his  friend  made  his 
infirmities  greater  than  they  were.  To  which  Brutus  replies,  not 
till  thofe  infirmities  were  injurioufiy  turned  upon  me.  But  was 
this  zny  Qxcuiz  io!  aggravating  his  friend's  failings?  Skakefpear 
knew  better  what  was  fit  for  his  hero  to  fay,  and  certainly  v*rote 
and  pointed  the  line  thus, 

/  do  not.      Still  you  traBife  them  on  me. 
i.  e.    I  deny  your  chnrge,  and  this  is  a  frefh  injury  done  me. 

8  If  that  thou  EEEST  A  Roman,  take  it  forth.  &c.J  But  why 
js  he  bid  ti  rip  out  his  heart,  if  he  were  a  Roman  f  There  is  no 
other  fenfe  but  this.  If  you  have  the  courage  of  a  Roman.  But 
this  is  fo  poor,  and  fo  little  to  the  purpofe,  that  the  reading  may 
be  juftly  fufpetted.  The  occafion  of  this  quarrel  was  Cafjius\ 
refufal  to  fupply  the  neceliities  of  his  friend,  who  charges  it  on 
him  as  a  difhonour  and  crime,  with  great  afperity  of  language. 
CaJJius,  to  fhew  him  the  injaftice  of  accufing  him  of  avarice,  tells 
him  he  was  re-ady  to  expofc  his  life  in  his  fervice  j  bat  at  the  fame 
time,  provoked  and  exafperated  at  the  other's  reproaches,  he  up- 
braids him  with  the  feverity  of  his  temper,  that  would  pardon 
nothing,  but  always  aimed  at  the  life  of  the  offender;  and  de- 
lighted in  his  blood,  tho'  a  Reman,  and  attached  to  him  by  the 
rtrongeft  bonds  of  alliance  j  hereby  obliquely  infinuating  the  cafe 
of  Ccefar.     The  fenfe  being  thus  explained,  it  is  evident  we  ihould 

read.  If 
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I,  that  deny'd  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart ; 

Strike  as  thou  didft  at  Cafar  ;  for  I  know. 

When  thou  didft  hate  him  worft,    thou  lov'dft  him 

better 
Than  ever  thou  lovMft-  Cajftus. 

Bru.   Sheath  your  dagger  ; 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  have  fcope  ; 
"  Do  what  you  will,  difhonour  fhall  be  humour. 
"  O  CaJ/ius,   you  are  yoaked  with  a  Lamb, 
•'  That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire  ; 
"  Who,  much  enforced,  (hews  a  haftyfpark, 
"  And  ftraight  is  cold  again. 

Caf,  Hath  Cajftus  liv'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,   and  blood  ill-iemper'd,  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.   When  I  fpoke  that,    I  was  ill  tempered  too. 

Caf.  lyo  you  confefs  fo  much  f  give  me  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too.  [Embracing, 

Caf.    O   Brutus! 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Caf.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me. 
When  that  ralh  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me. 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

■     Bru.  Yes,  CaJJius,  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  ovci-earneft  with  your  Brutus , 
He*ll  think,  your  mother  chides,   and  leave  you  {o. 

[  ^  noife  ivithin. 

Poet.   [ivU^/k'  ]  Let  me  ^o  in  to  fee  the  Generals  ; 
There  is  fome  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luc.  [ivithin.']   You  (hall  not  come  to  them. 

Poft.   \_ivithin.'\  Nothing  but  death  ihall  flay  me. 
Enter  Poet. 

Caf  How  now  ?   what's  the  matter  > 

Poet.  For  fhame,  you  Generals  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  fuch  men  fhould  be  j 
For  I  have  feen  more  years,  I'm  fure,  than  ye. 

Caf  Ha,    ha—  how  vilely  doth  this  Cynick  rhime  ! 

If  that  thou   NKEDST    A   Rcman'j,    take  it  forth, 
i.  e    if  nothing  but  another  Rcrr.c^''s  death  can  fatisfy  the    unre- 
lenting feverity  of  ycur  temper,  take  my  life  as  you  did  Cafvr\. 

Bru. 
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Brtt.  Get  you  hence,  firrah  ;  faucy  fellow,  hence. 

Caf.  Bear  with  him,   Brutus^  'tis  his  fafhion. 

Bru.   I'll   know   his  humour,  when  he   knows  hift 
time  ; 
What  fhould  the  wars  do  with,  thefe  jingling  fools  ? 
Companion,  hence. 

Caf,  Away,   away,  begone.  [Exit  Poet. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Lucilius,  aWTitinius. 

Bru»  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to  night. 

Caf.  And  come  your  felvcs,  and  bring  Mejfala  with 
you 
Immediately  to  us.  {^Exeunt  Lucilius  and  Titinius. 

Bru.  Lucius^  a  Bowl  of  wine. 

Caf  I  did  not  think,   you  could  have  been  fo  angry» 

Bru.  *  O  Cafp.usy   I  am  fick  of  many  griefs. 

Caf  *  Ofyoar  philofophy  you  make  no  ufe, 
*  \{  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru.  '  JVo  man  bears  forrow  better —  Porcia%  dead, 

Caf.  *  Ha  !   Borcia  ! 

Bru.   '  She  is  dead. 

Caf.  *  How  Tcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  croft  you  fo? 

0  infupportable  and  touching  lofs ! 
Upon  what  ficknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence  ; 
And  griet,    that  young  O^a'vius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong:  (for  with  her  deatk 
That  tydings  came)  With  this  fhe  fell  diftrad. 
And  (her  Attendants abfent)  fwailow'd  fire. 

Caf  And  dy'd  fo. 

Bru.  Even  fo. 

Caf.  O  ye  immortal  Gods  [ 

Enter  Boy  nxjith  Wine  dnd  Tapers. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her  :  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,    Cajjius.  [Drinks^ 

Caf  My  heart  is  thirfly  for  that  noble  pledge. 
Fill,    Lucius^  'till  the  wine  o'er-fwell  thecup; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  o^  Brutus'*  love. 

Bru,  Come  in,  Titinius  ; —  welcome,  good  l/leffala', 

SCENE' 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Titinius,  and  MefTala- 

Kow  fit  we  clofe  about  this  taper  here. 
And  call  in  qaeftion  our  necefTuies. 

Caf.   O  Porcia  !  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 
Mejfala,  I  have  here  received  letters. 
That  young  OSu'vius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power, 
Bending  their  expedition  tow'rd  Philippi. 

Mef.  My  felf  have  letters  of  the  felf-fame  tenoor. 

Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mef.  That  by  Profcription  and  bills  of  Outlawry, 
O^avius,    Antony,    and  Lepidus 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  Senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree  ; 
Mine  fpeak  of  fev'nty  Senators  that  dy'd 
Sy  their  Profcriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Caf.    Cicero  one  ? 

Mef.  Cicero  is  dead ;  and  by  that  order  of  profcription* 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  No,    Me/Jala. 

Mef.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  ? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Mefjala. 

Mef.  That,  methinks,    is  ftrange. 

Bru.  Why  alk  you  ?  hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours? 

Mef.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman^  tell  me  true. 

Mef.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell  ; 
For  certain  flie  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewel,  Porcia — we  mull  die,  Me/fala, 
With  meditating  that  fhe  muft  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mef.   Ev'n  fo  great  men  great  loffes  (hould  endure, 

Caf.  9  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 

9  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art,  as  you,']  i.  e.  I  have  as  much 
of  that  afliitance  which  Pbilofo^hy  aftbrds  as  you  have.  Art  for 
Philofophj, 

Bru, 
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Bru.  Well,  to  our  Work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  prefently  ? 

Caf.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reafon  ? 

Caf.  This  it  is : 
'Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  feek  us : 
So  fliall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  foldiers. 
Doing  himfelf  offence  ;  whilft  we,   lying  ftill. 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence  and  nimblenefs. 

Btu.  Good  reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better. 
The  People,  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground. 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc'd  affedion  j 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution. 
The  enemy,    marching  along  by  them. 
By  them  ihall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 
Come  on  refrelht,  new  added,  and  encourag'd  ; 
From  which  advantage  (hall  we  cut  him  oiF, 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  People  at  our  back. 

Caf.  Hear  me,  good  brother  — — 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  muft  note  befide, 
That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  friends. 
Our  legions  are  brim  full,  our  caufe  is  ripe  ; 
The  enemy  increafcth  every  day, 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
«  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
«  Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 

*  Omitted,   all  the  Voyage  of  their  life 

*  Is  bound  in  (hallows,  and  in  miferies. 

*  On  fuch  a  full  fea  are  we  now  a-float : 

*  And  we  muft  take  the  current  when  it  ferves, 
«  Or  lofe  our  ventures. 

Caf.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  :  we  will  along 
Our  felves,   and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru,  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk. 
And  nature  muft  obey  necefTity  ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft. 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Caf.  No  more  ;  good  night ; 
Early  to  morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence. 

Enttr 
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Efifer  Lucius. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown ;    farewel,   good  MeJ/a/a, 
Good  night,    ^itinius :  noble,   noble  CaJ^us, 
Good  night,  and  good  repofe. 

Caf.  O  my  dear  brother ! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  fouls  ; 
Let  it  not,  Brutuj ! 

Enter  Lucius  njokh  the  Goivft. 

Bru.  EvVy  thing  is  well. 

Tit.  Mejfa.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus, 

Bru.  Farewel,  every  one.  [Exeunt, 

Give  me  the  Gown.     Where  is  thy  inftrument  f 

Luc.  Here^  in  the  Tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  fpeak'ft  drowfily  ? 
Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not  j  thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
Call  Claudiusy  and  fome  other  of  my  men  ; 
ril  have  them  fleep  on  cufhions  in  my  Tent. 

Luc,  VarrOy  and  Claudius  !mmmmm 

SCENE     VI. 
Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 
Var.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  I  Fay  you,   Sirs,  lie  in  my  Tent,  and  fleep  ^ 
n  may  be,    I  (hall  raifeyou  by  and  by. 
On  bufinefs  to  my  brother  Cajfius, 
Var,  So  pleafe  you,  we  will  (land,   and  watch  vout 

pleafure. 
Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  fo  j  lie  down,  good  Sirs  ■ 
It  may  be,    I  Ihall  otherwife  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  fought  for  io  • 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure,  your  lordfliip  did  not  give  it  me 

Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while 
And  touch  thy  inftrument,   a  ftrain  or  two'? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Bru.  It  does,    my  boy ; 
I  trouble  thcc  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

luc. 
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Luc.  It  is  my  duty,  Sir. 

Bru.  I  ihould  not  urge  thy  duty  paft  thy  might  5 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft, 

Luc.  I  have  flept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done,   and  thou  (halt  deep  again ; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long.     If  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  IMuJtck  and  a  Song. 

This  is  a  fleepy  tune— O  murth'rousflumber  ! 
Lay'ft  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy. 
That  plays  thee  mufick  ?  gentle  knave,  good  night. 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break' ft  thy  inftrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee ;   and,    good  boy,  good  night. 

But  let  me  fee is  not  the  leaf  turn'd  down. 

Where  I  left  reading  ?  here  it  is,  I  think. 

[He  Jits  doiun  to  read, 

SCENE    VII. 
Ef2ter  the  Ghoji  of  Csefar. 

How  ill  this  taper  burns ! ha  !    who  comes  here  ?' 

I  think,  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  eyes. 
That  fliapes  this  monftrous  apparition  \ 


It  comes  upon  me Art  thou  any  thing  ? 

Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  angel,  or  fome  devil, 
That  mak'ft  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  ftare  ? 
Speak  to  me,   what  thou  art. 

Ghoft.  Thy  evil  fpirit,  Brutus, 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

GhoJi.  To  tell  thee,   thou  fhalt  fee  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Then,   I  fhall  fee  thee  again.*——— 

Ghoft.    Ay,    at  Philippi.  [Exit  Ghoji, 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then. 

Now  I  have  taken  heart,   thou  vaniftieft  : 
111  Spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy  !  Lucius  !   Varro  !    Claudius  !  Sirs !  awake  ! 
Claudius  ! 

Luc.   The  firings,  my  lord,  are  falfe. 

Bru.  He  thinks,  he  ftill  is  at  his  inftrument. 
Lucius  !  awake. 

Ltu.  My  lord  !    ■   ■    ■  ■ 

Bra. 
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'  !Bru.  Didft  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  fo  cried'ft  cut* 

Luc.  My  lord,    1  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didft  j  didft  thou  fee  any  thing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing,   my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius  ;  firrah,  C/aadius,  fellow  ! 
»  Varro  !  awake. 

Far.  My  lord  ! 

Clau.  My  lord  ! 

Bru.  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out.  Sirs,  in  your  fleep? 

Both.  Did  we,    my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  faw  you  any  thing  ? 

Var.  No,  my  lord,   I  faw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Caffius ; 
Bid  him  fet  on  his  Pow'rs  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both.  It  (hall  be  done,    my  lord.  [Exeunt, 


ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

The  Fields  of  Philippi,  with  the  two  Camps^ 

Enter  Oflavius,   Antony,   and  their  Army, 

08a.  ^TOW,   Jntony,  our  hopes  are  anfwered. 

1.^   You  faid,  the  enemy  would  not  come  dowa. 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  fo  ;  their  battles  are  at  hand. 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Anfwering,  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Afit.  Tut,    I  am  in  their  bofoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it  ;   they  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  places,  and  come  do-An 
With  fearful  bravery  ;  thinking,   by  this  face. 
To  fallen  in  our  thoughts  that  ihey  have  courage. 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

I  Thou  !  aii-ake.']  The  accent  is  fo  unmufical,  and  harlTi,  'tis 
impcff.ble  the  poet  could  begin  his  verfe  tiias.  Brutus  certainly 
^yas  intended  to  fpeak  to  both  his  other  men  j  who  both  awake 
and  anf\\  er  at  an  inftant. 

Vol.  VII.  E  Ent^r 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you.  Generals  \ 
The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  (hew  ; 
Their  bloody  fign  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  fomething  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.   0£ia<viusy   lead  your  battle  foftly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Ofla.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.   Why  do  you  crofs  mc  in  this  exigent  ? 

Oaa,  I  do  not  crofs  you  ;  but  I  will  do  fo.  \llarch. 

SCENE     II. 
Drum,     Enter  Brutus,    CaiTius,    and  their  army. 

Bru.  They  fland,  and  would  have  parley. 

Caf.  Stand  faft,  Titiniusy   we  mull  out  and  talk. 

O^a.  Mark  Antony y   fhall  we  give  fign  of  battle  ? 

Ant.   No,    Ceefar,  we  will  anfwer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,   the  Generals  would  have  fome  words. 

OSla.   Stir  not  until  thefignal. 

Bru.    Words  before  blowe  ;   is  it  fo,  countrymen  ? 

08a^  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.   Good  words  are  better  than  bad  ftrokes,  Oaa^ 
<vius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  ftrokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good 
words. 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Cafars  heart. 
Crying,  *' long  live!  hail,  Cafar! 

Caf.    Antony, 
The  pofture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown  ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rcb  the  Bybla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honeylefs. 

Ant.   Not  ftinglefs  too. 

Bru.   O  yes,  and  foundlefs  too : 
For  you  have  ftoln  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And  very  wifely  threat,  before  you  ftino-. 

Ant.   Villains !    you  did  not  fo,   when   your  vile 
daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Co'far. 
Yqu   fhew'd   your  teeih  like  apes,   and  fawn'd  like 
hounds. 

And 
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And  bow'd  like  bond- men,  klfling  C^far's  feet  i 
Whilft  damned  Cafca,  like  a  cur  behind. 
Struck  Ctefar  on  the  neck.     O  flatterers  I 

Caf.    Flatterers!  now,    Brutus,   thank  yourfelfj 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to  day, 
U  CaJJius  might  have  rul'd, 

OUa.    Come,  come,  the  caufe.     If  arguing  make 
us  fweat, 
The  proof  oi  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Behold,  I  draw  a  fword  againft  confpirators  ; 
When  think  yon,  that  the  fword  goes  up  again  ? 
Never,  'till  Cirfar\  three  and  twenty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd  ;   or  'till  another  Cafar 
Have  added  flaughter  to  the  fword  of  traitors. 

Bru.   Cafar,  thou  canft  not  die  by  traitors'   hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bring'fi  them  with  thee. 

Ojla.   So  I  hope  ; 
[  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus^  fword. 

Bru.  O,   if  thou  wen  the  nobleft  of  thy  Strain, 
i^oung  man,  thou  could  ft  not  die  more  honourable. 

Caf.   A  peeviHi  fchool-boy,   worthlefs  of  fuch  ho- 
nour, 
[oin'd  with  a  malker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  CaJ/ws  Itill !- . 

OSJa.    Come,  Antony,   away  ; 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
:f  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  field  j 
•f  not,   when  you  have  ftomachs. 

[Exeunt  Oa^^wms,  Antony,  and  army. 
SCENE     III. 

C^/    Why     now   blow   wind,    fwell  billow,   and 
fwim  bark  / 
rhe  ttorm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 
Bru,  Luci/ius,^hdrk,  a  word  with  you. 
T        iv/r    1    J         [J^"^'^^^s^^^MeffaIa/^W/.^/^. 

Me/.  What  fays  my  General  ? 
C«/  Mefa/a, 
rhis  is  my  birthday  ;  as  this  very  day 

?«  Was 
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Was  Cajfiiii  born.     Give  me  thy  hand,   Mefala : 

Be  thou  my  witnefs,  that,   againfl  my  will. 

As  ?oinpe'i  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  fet 

Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 

You  know,   that  I  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 

And  his  opinion ;  now  I  change  my  mind  ; 

And  partly  credit  things,  that  do  prefage. 

Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  foremoft  cnfign 

Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd  ; 

Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  foldiers*  hands. 

Who  to  Philippi  here  conforted  us : 

This  morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone. 

And,  in  their  fteads,  do  '  ravenous  crows  and  kites 

Fly  o'er  our  he.ids ;   and  downward  look  on  us. 

As  we  were  fickly  prey  ;  their  (hadows  feem 

A  canopy  moll  fatal,    under  which 

Our  army  lies  ready  to  give  the  ghoft. 

Mef.  Believe  not  fo. 

Caf.  I  but  believe  it  partly; 
For  1  am  fr efli  of  fpirit,  and  refolv'd 
To  meet  all  peril  very  conftantly. 

J^ru.   Even  To,   Lucilius. 

Caf.  Nov7,  moft  noble  Brutus, 
The  Gods  to  day  ftand  friendly  ;    that  we  may., 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age  ! 
But  fince  th'  affairs  of  men  reft  fiill  incertain. 
Let's  reafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befai. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  battle,   then  is  this 
»  The  very  laft  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together. 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.    Ev'n  by  the  rule  of  that  philofophy. 
By  which  1  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himielf ;   I  knov^  not  how, 

1 ...      RAVENS,  cro'cvi  and  k{tcs'\  A  ra'ven  and   a  cro'vo 

the  fame  bird  of  prey  :   the  fivft  name  taken  from  its  nature  :  t! 
other  from  its  voice.     We  flould  theieicre  read, 

i/o  R  A  V  E  N  o  u  s  crciVi  and  kites  : 
ilefides,    this  epithet  denotes    the   circumftanccs   that   make  tl^l 
fpeaker  confider  them  as  birds  of  omen. 

2   "he  'Very  laji  time  ive  Jhall  fpeak  together. 

JVhat  are  vou  then  dtterrnlntd  to  dof'\  i.e.   lam  refolved 
fuch  a  c^fe  to  kill  niyfeif.     What  are  you  determined  cf  ? 
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Bat  I  do  find  it  cowardly,  and  vile, 

For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 

The  time  of  life;  ***  s  arming  myfelf  with  patience. 

To  Hay  the  providence  of  fome  high  powers. 

That  govern  us  below. 

Caf.  Then,  if  we  lofe  this  battle. 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  flreets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru/*  No,    Caj/ius,  no;    think  not,    thou   nobte 
'   Roman, 

*  That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 

*  He  bears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  fame  day 

8  '  Muft  end  that  Work,   the  Ides  of  March  begun  ; 

*  And,  whether  we  fnall  meet  again,  I  know  not  i 

*  Therefore  our  everlalling  fare  wel  take; 

*  For  ever,  and  forever,  farewel,   Cajpus! 

*  If  we  do  meet  again,  why,   we  ihall  fmile  ; 

*  If  not,   why,    then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Caf.  Forever,   and  for  ever,   farewel,  Brutus  !\ 
If  we  do  meet  again,   v.'e'll  fmile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru. '  Why  then,  lead  on.   O,  that  a  man  might  know 

*  The  end  of  this  day's  bufmefs  ere  it  come  ! 

*  But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end  ; 

'  And  then  the  end  is  known.     Come,  ho,  away. 

SCENE    IV. 

Alarum.     Enter  Brutus  and  Meffala. 

Bra.   Ride,  ride,   MeJJala  ;  ride,  and  give  thefe  bills 
Unto  the  legions,  on  the  other  fide.  \_Loud  alarum. 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once  ;    for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  OSia'vius''  wing  ; 
A  fudden  Pufh  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Melfala;  let  them  all  come  down.  {Exeunt, 

3  arming  myfelf  ivith  patience,  &c.]   It  is  evident,  that, 

between  thefe  words  and  the  foregoing,  a  fentencc  is  dropped  out 
to  this  efted  [on  the  contrary,  true  courage  is  fcen  in  the]  arming 
yelf^oith  patience,  &c.  As  the  text  fends  at  preicnt,  the 
two  different  fentiments  oi  dijlike  and  approbation  are  run  together, 
«  parts  related  to  one  another. 

E  3  Alarum, 
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Alarum.     Enter  CafTius  and  Titinius. 

Caf.  O  look,    Titif7iusy    look,    the  villains  fly  f 
Myfelf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy  ; 
This  enfjgn  here  of  mine  vras  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  CaJJtus,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early  ; 
Who,    having  fome  advantage  on  OSia'vius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly  ;  his  foldiers  fell  to  fpoil, 
Whilft  we  by  Antony  were  all  inclos'd. 
Enter  Pindarus. 
Tin.   Fly  further  ofl',  my  lord,   fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  Tents,  my  lord  ,• 
V\y  therefore,  noble  Caffius,  fly  far  off. 

Caf.  This  hill  is  far  enough.     Look,  look,  Titinius, 
Are  thofe  my  Tents,  where  I  perceive  the  £re  ? 
Tit.   They  are,    my  lord. 
Caf,    7tti?iius,  if  thou  lov'ft  me. 
Mount  thou  my  horfe,   and  hide  thy  fpurs  in  him, 
'Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
And  here  again  ,•    that  I  may  reft  aiTur'd, 
Wheiher  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit   IvAW  be  here  again^  ev'n  with  a  thought.  [Exif. 
Cnf   Go,  Pindarusy   get  higher  on  that  hill, 
My  fight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  m.e  what  thou  not'il  about  the  field. 
This  day  I  breathed  firft  ;   time  is  come  round  ; 
And,    where  I  did  begin,  there  (hall  I  end  ; 
My  life  is  run  its  compafs.     Now,  what  news  ? 
Pind.  [ahot'e.]   Oh,   my  lord  ! 
Caf   What  news  ? 

Pind.   Titinius  is  inclofed  round  about 
With  horfemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  fpur  ; 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.     Now  they  are  almofl:  on  him  ; 
Titinius  !  now  fome  light — —oh,    he  lights  too 

He's  ta'en and  hark,  they  fliout  for  joy.    [Shut 

Caf  Come  down,  behold  no  more  ; 
Oh,  coward  that  Ism,  to  live  fo  long, 
To  fee  my  bell  friend  ta'en  before  my  face  ! 

Enter  Pindarus. 
Come  hither,  firrah ; 

In 
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In  Parthta  did  I  take  thee  prifoner  ; 

And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  fhy  life, 

That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 

Thou  (houldft  attempt  it.    Come  now,  keep  thine  oath. 

Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and,  with  this  good  fword. 

That  ran  through  Co'fars  bowels,  fearch  chis  bofom. 

Stand  not  to  anfwer  ;    here  take  thou  the  hilt ; 

And  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now. 

Guide  thou  the  fword — 'Cafar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 

Ev'n  with  the  fword  that  kill'd  thee.  — 

\^Kilh  hiwfelf. 
Find.  So,  I  am  free  ;  yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durft  I  have  done  my  Will.      Oh,  CaJJius  ; 
Far  from  this  country  Pindams  (hall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  (hall  take  note  of  him.         [ExiK 

SCENE     V. 

£»/^r  Titinius,  andMeKd.H. 

Mef.  It  is  but  change,   ^itinius  ;  for  OSiavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus''  power. 
As  Caffius^    legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  Thefe  Tidings  will  well  comfort  Cajftus. 

Mef.  Where  did  you  leave  him  > 

Tit.  All  difconfolate. 
With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  tViis  hi!l. 

Mef.  Is  not  that  he,   that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     Oh  my  heart ! 

Mef  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,   Meffala  ; 
But  CaJJius  is  no  more  !  Oh,  fetting  Sun  ? 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  doft  (ink  to  night. 
So  in  his  red  blood  CaJJius''  day  is  fet  ; 
The  Sun  of  Rome  is  fet !  our  day  is  gone  ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come  ;  our  deeds  are  done; 
Miftruft  of  my  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mef.  Miftruft  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed, 
Ob  hateful  Error,   Melancholy's  child  ! 
Why  doft  thou  (hew  to  the  apt  thoughts  cf  men 
The  things  that  are  not  ?  Error,  foon  conceived, 

E  4  Thott 
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Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  birth, 
But  kill'ft  the  mother  that  engendcr'd  thee. 

*rit.  What,  Pitidarus  P    where  art  thou,  Pindarus  ? 

Me/:   Seek  him,   Titinius  ;   whilft  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrufting  this  report 
Into  his  ears  ;  I  may  fay,   thruiling  it  ; 
For  piercing  (leel,  and  darts  invenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 
As  tidings  of  this  fight. 

Tif.   Hye  you,  Mejfala, 
And  I  will  feek  for  Pindar m  the  while.        [^Exit  MeC 
Why  didfl  thou  fend  me  forth,    brave  Cajftus  ! 
Bid  I  not  meet  thy  friends,    and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  vidory, 
And  bid  me   give  it  thee  ?  didft  thou  not  hear  their 

fhouts  ? 
Alas,  thou  haii  ir.ifconftru'd  evVy  thing. 
But  hold  thee,   take  this  garland  on  thy  brow. 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee ;  and  1 
V/ill  do  his  bidding.     Brutus,   come  apace  ; 
And  fee  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cajftus. 
By  your  leave,  Gods— This  is  a  Roman's  part. 

[Stabs  himfelf.. 
Come,  CaJ/ius''  fword,  and  find  Titinim'  heart.     [£>;>/. 

SCENE     VI. 

Alarum,     Enter  Brutus,   Meflala,  yowtg  Cato,   Strato, 
Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

Bru.  Where,  where,  Mejfala,  doth  his  body  lye  > 

Mef.  Lo,  yonder,  and  Jitinius  mourning  it, 

Bru.  Titinius''  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  flain. 

Bru.  Oh  Julius  Ccefar,   thou  art  mighty  yet  f 
Thy  Spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  fwords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Lon^j  alarums^. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius  ! 
Look,   if  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Cajfus  / 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living,  fucii  as  thefe  ? 
Thou  lail  of  all  the  Romans  !  fare  thee  well  j 
It  is  irapolTible,  that  ever  Rome 

Should: 
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Sliould  breed  thy  fellow.     Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 

To  this  dead  man,    than  you  {hall  fee  me  pay. 

I  fhall  find  time,  CaJJjus,  I  fliall  find  time  _— 

Come,  therefore,  and  to  Ihajfos  fend  his  body  : 

His  funeral  fhall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 

Left  it  difcomfort  us.     Lucilius,  come  ; 

And  come,  young  Cato  j  let  us  to  the  field. 

Labeo,  and  FlanjiuSf  fet  our  battles  on. 

'Tis  three  o'  clock  ;   and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 

We  fhall  try  fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  [Exeunti 

SCENE     VII. 

Alarum.     Enter  Brutus,   MefTala,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and 
Flavins. 

Bru.    Yet,  Countrymen,    oh    yet,    hold    up   you^ 

heads. 
Cato.  What  baftard  doth  not?    who  will  go  witk 
me  ? 
I  will  proclaim  my  nam.e  about  the  field. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,    ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  Country's  friend, 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,   ho  ! 

Enter  Soldiers  and  fight. 
Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I  j 
Brutus,  my  Country's  friend  ;  know  me  for  Brutus, 

[Exit. 
Luc.  Oh  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why,  now  thou  dieft  as  bravely  as  Titinius ; 
And  may'ft  be  honour'd,  ^  being  C«/o's  Son. 
Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 
5  Luc.   Only  I  yield  to  die. 

There 

4-  being  Cato^^  5o«.]  7.1?.  worthy  of  him, 

5  Luc,  Only  I  yield  to  die  ; 

Thera  is  fo  much,  that  thou  ivilt  kill  me  Jiraight,']  ;    This 

laft  line  is  unintelligible;  the   reafon  of  which  is  the  lofs   of  the 

preceding.     For  by  the  Circumftances  I  colleft,  that  the  reply    of 

tlie  Soldier  to  the  words.   Only  I  yield  to  die,  is  wanting  j  which 

£  i  circumftances 
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There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight  j 
Kill  Brufui,   and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

So/e/.   We  muft  not.      A  noble  Prifoner! 
Enfer    Antony. 

2  Sol^.  Room,  ho  !   tell  Antony y    Brutus  is  ta'cB. 

I  Sold  I'll  tell  the  news,  here  comes  the  General  : 
"Brutu:.  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,    my  Lord. 

Ant.   Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony  j    Brutus  is  fafe  enough. 
I  dare  affure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus  : 
The  Gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  ftiame  ! 
When  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  hke  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend,  but  I  afTure  yen, 
'A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  ;  keep  this  man  fafe. 
Give  him  all  kindnefs.     I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.     Go  on. 
And  fee  if  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead  ; 
And  bring  us  word  unto  O^anjius''  Tent, 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [^Exeunt* 

SCENE     VIII. 

Changes  to  another  part  of  the  Field; 

Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,   Strato,  and 
Volumnius. 

Bru.  ^  O  M  E,  poor  Remains  of  friends,   reft  on 
V>  this  rock. 

«'ircumftances  may  lead  us  too  to  the  difcovery  of  what  that  reply 
was  }  and  reciprocally  by  rhat  reply  to  the  recovery  of  the  fenfe 
of  this  unintelligible  line.  I  think  then  it  appears  probable,  that 
when  Lucilius  had  faid.  Only  I  yield  to  die  ;  the  foldier,  by  a  very 
natural  ciiriofity,  pertinently  demanded,  Whether  there  ivas  yet 
much  reftjiance  en  the  part  of  the  Enemy  ?  to  which  Lucilius^  who 
had  a  mind  to  die,  as  pertinently  anfwer'd. 

There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  ivi/t  kill  me  jiraight  5 
'..e,  fo  much  refiftance  ftill  on  foot,   that  thou   wilt  chufe  to  rid. 
me  out  of  the  way,  that  thou  may'ft  go,  without  the  embarras  of 
ptifoners^  to  the  aififtance  of  thy  friecds  who  itili  want  it. 

CH, 
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Cli.  Statiltus  fhew'd  the  torch -light,  but,  my  Lord, 
He  came  not  back,  he  is  or  ta'en,   or  flain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  ;  flaying  is  the  word  ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  faftiion.     Hark  thee,    Clitus  ■ 

[Whifpering. 

Cli.  What  I,  my  Lord  ?   no,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words, 

Cli.  I'll  rather  kill  myfelf. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius  ! 

Dar  I  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 

Cli.  Oh,   Dardanius! 

Dar.  Oh,  Clitus! 

Cli.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  f 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus  :  look,  he  meditate!. 

Cli.  Now  is  that  noble  veffel  full  of  grief. 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,   good  Volumnius  ;  lift  a  word. 

Vol.  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Bru.   Why,   this,    Volumnius  \ 
The  Ghoft  of  Cafar  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  night  j  at  Sardis  once  5 
And,  this  laft  night,    here  in  Philippi''  fields. 
I  know,  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  {Oy  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  1  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnius, 
Thou  feeft  the  world,  Volumnius^  how  it  goes  ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit :  [Alarum] 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  our  felves. 
Than  tarry,  'till  they  pufti  us.     Good  Volumnius^ 
Thou  know'ft,  that  we  two  went  to  fchool  together ; 
Even  for  that,  our  love  of  old,  I  pr'ythee. 
Hold  thou  my  fword's  hilt,   while  I  run  on  it. 

Vol,  That's  not  an  office  for  a  Friend,  my  Lord. 

[Alarum  ft  ilL 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,   my  Lord  i  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Fare wel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you,  Volumnius^ 
StratOf  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep  j 
Fare  wel  to  thee  too,  Strato.     — —  Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 
Ifound  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 

Khali 
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I  fhall  have  Glory  by  this  lofing  day, 

More  than  Oaa<vius,    and  Mark  Antony, 

By  this  vile  Conqueft  fhall  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once ;  for  Brutus^  tongue 

Hath  almofl:  ended  his  life's  Hiftory. 

Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyts^  my  bones  would  reft. 

That  have  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[A /arum.   Cry  njoithin.  Fly,  fly,.fl)r^ 

Cli.  Fly,  my  Lord,  fly. 

Bru.  Hence  ;  I  will  follow  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,   ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord  ; 
Thou  art  a  Fellow  of  a  good  refpedt ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  fome  fmatch  of  honour  in't. 
Hold  then  my  fword,  and  turn  away  thy  face. 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou.  Strata  P 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  iirft fare  you  well,, 

my  Lord. 

Bru.  Farewel,  good  Strato  ;  —  C^g/ar,  now  be  ftill  ;, 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  will. 

[He  runs  on  his  f'word  and  dies, 

SCENE    IX. 

'Alarum,     Ritreat.     Enter  Antony,  Odavius,  Meffala, 
Lucilius,  and  the  Army, 

03a.  What  Man  is  that  ? 

Mef,  My  Mailer's  Man.     Strato,  where  is  thy  Ma» 
fier  ? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Mejfala  ; 
The  Conqu'rors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf ; 
And   no  man  elfe  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  Ihould  be  found.     I  thank  thet, 
Brutus, 
That  thou  haft  prov'd  Lucilius'  Saying  true. 

Oaa.  All  that  ferv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them.^ 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Mejfala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

oaa.  Do  fo,  good  Mejfala. 

Mef.  How  died  my  Lord,  Strato  ? 

Stra,  I  held  the  fword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 
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Mef>  Oc^anjiusy  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  lateft  fervice  to  my  M after. 

Ant,  This  was  the  nobleft  Roman  of  them  alL 
All  the  Confpirators,  fave  only  he, 
Did  That  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Cafar : 
He,  only,Jn  a  general  honeft  thought. 
And  common  Good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that  Nature  might  ftand  up,   _ 
And  fay  to  all  the  world  ;  "  This  was  a  Man  i 

Oaa.  According  to  his  virtue,  let  us  ufe  him  % 
With  all  refpeft,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  bones  to  night  (hall  lye, . 
Moft  like  a  Soldier,  order'd honourably. 
So  call  the  field  to  Reft  ;  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  Glories  of  this  happy  day. 

{^Exeunt  omnts* 
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Dramatis  Perfonse, 


M.  ANTONY. 
Oftavius  CaeHir. 
ui^milius  Lepicius. 
Sex.  Pompeius. 
Domitius  Enobarbus,  ^ 
Ventidius,  f 

Canidius,  I 

Eros,  {Friends  and  FQUooweryo/'Avk^i 

Scarus,  r     jony^ 

Dercetas,  I 

Demetrius,  } 

Philo. 

Mecasnas, , 

Agrippa, 

Dolabella,  ^  Friends  to  Csefar. 

Proculeius, 

Thyreus. 

Gallus, 

J^enas,  i  Friends  to  Pompey. 

Menecrates, 

Varrius. 

Silius,  an  Officer  in  VentidiusV  Army. 

Taurus,    Lieutenant-General to  Casfar. 

Alexas,  1 

Mardian,  >  Servants  to  Cleopatra i 

Diomedes.  J 

A  Booth] ayer* 

Clo'wn. 


\ 
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Cleopatra,  ^een  of  JEgypt. 

Odavia,  SiJIer  to  Casfar,  and  Wife  to  Antony. 

Charmian,  ?  ^^^^.^^  attending  on  Cleopatra; 

Amhaffadors  from  Antony  to  Caefar,  Captains^  Soldiers* 
Meffengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

*Ihe  SCENE   is  difpers'd  in  federal  Parts  of  the 
Roman  Empire, 
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A  C  T     I.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Thi^Palace  at  Alexandria  in  iEgypt- 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

P    H     I     L    O. 

««  Tk^T  AY,  but  this  dotage  of  our  General 

"    1^    G'er.flows  the  meafure  ;    thofe  his  goodly 

„  X  ^  eyes, 

"  That  o'er  the  files  and  mufters  of  the  war 

"  Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn,, 

"  The  office  and  devotionof  their  view 

**  Upon  a  tawny  front.     His  Captain's  heart, 

«*  Which  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burft 

"  The  buckles  on  his  breaft,  ^  reneges  all  temper  ; 

**  And  is  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan, 

•*  To  cool  a  Gypfy's  luft.     Look,  where  they  come  V 

Flourijh.     Enter   Antony   and    Cleopatra,    her   Ladies 

in  the  train.   Eunuchs  fanning  her. 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  (hall  fee  in  him 
"  *  The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
*'  Into  a  Strumpet's  Stool.   Behold,  and  fee. 

Clea^ 

I  reneges']     Renounces,  Mr.  Pope^ 

Z  The  triple  pillar  of  the  nvorld  tramforrn'd 

It7to  a  Strumpet's  FOOL. — ]  The  metaphor  is  h^re  mifcrably  • 
mangled.     We  ihould  read. 

Into  a  Stritmpet''i  s  T  o  Ci, 

The- 
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Cleo.  If  it  be  love,  indeed,   tell  me,  how  much  ? 

^«/.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  rec- 
kon'd. 

Cleo.  I'll  fet  a  J  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 

Jut.  Then  mufl   thou  needs  find   out  new  heav'n 
new  earth. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

MeJT.  News,  my  good  I,ord,  from  Rome. 

Jnt.  It  grates  me.     Tell  the  fum. 

Cleo.   Nay,    hear  it,  Antony. 
^f'via    perchance,   is  angry  ,•  or  who  knows, 
if  the  fcarce- bearded  C^e/ar  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  Mandate  to  you,   Do  this,  or  this.; 
i  ake  in  that  Kingdom,    and  infranchife  that ; 
rerform't,   or  elfe  we  damn  thee 

Ant.  How,   my  love  > 

Cleo.  Perchance,   (nay,   and  moft  like,) 
You  muft  not  ftay  here  longer,  your  difmiffion 
Is  come  from  Ca^far  ;    therefore  hear  it,  Antony. 
Where's  Fu/'via's  Procefs?  C^/ar's  ?  I'd  fay,   both  ? 
Call  m  the  Meffengers  ;    as  I'm  ^^;/'s  Queen, 
1  hou  blufheft,  Antony,  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  C^/ar's  homager :   eUe,  {q  thy  cheeks  pay  fhame. 
When  (hrill-tongu'd  Fu/'v^'a  fcolds.  The  Mefiengers— 

^f'  "  ^^'  ^"^^  ^"  ^^^''  "^^^^'  *  ^"^  ^^^  wide  arch 
Of  the  rais'd  Empire  fall  \  here  h  my  fpace  ; 
Kmgdoms  are  clay  ;   our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beaft  as  man  ;    the  noblenefs  of  life 
Is  to  do  thus  ;  when  fuch  a  mutual  Pair,     lEmbracins. 
-And  fuch  a  twain  can  do'c  -,  in  which,  I  bind 
(On  pain  of  punifliment)  the  world  s  to  weet. 

The /-/7/^r  of  the  world,  fays  he,  is  transformed  into  a  ftrumpet'j 
•Voo/.  Alluding  to  the  cuftom  of  ftrumpets  fitting  in  the  lap  of 
their  lovers.  So  Ajax,  in  Treilu,  and  Creffjda,  calls  Tberfttes 
Tn  '7°°^/^''  ^  '''''^'^''  ^kakejpear  too,  in  the  ufe  of  pillar 
^  znd  Jfool,  had  regard  perhaps  to  the  etymology  of  the  latter  word, 
which  comes  from  EryA^,   columna, 

3  hQurn,\  Bound  or  limit. 

4  -—and  the  ivide  arch]  Taken  from^the  Roman  cuftom  of     - 
aobl?  ^""""P^^^  ^'■'^^^^s  to  perpetuate  their  viftories.    Extremely.  J 

5  io  iveet,]  To  know.  Mr.  Pope. 

We 
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We  (land  up  peerlefs. 

Cleo.  Excellent  faldiood  f 
Why  did  he  marry  Fuhia,   and  not  love  her  ? 
I'll  ieern  tlie  fool,  I  am  not.     Antony 
Will  be  himfelf. 

Ant.  Butftirr'dby  Cleopatra. 
Now  for  the  love  of  love,  and  his  foft  hours, 
Let's  not  confound  the  Time  with  conference  harfli ; 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  ftiould  ftretch 
6  Without  fome  pleafure  new  :  what  fport  to  night  ? 

Cleo.  Hear  the  AmbalTadors. 

Ant.  **  Fie,  wrangling  Queen  ! 
*'  Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,   to  laugh, 
**  To  weep :  whofe  every  pafiion  fully  ftrives 
*•  To  make  it  felf  in  thee  fair  and  admired. 
No  Meffenger,  but  thine  ; —  and  all  alone, 
To  night  v/e'il  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  People.     Come,  my  Queen, 
Laft  night  you  did  defire  it.     Speak  not  to  us. 

[  Exeunt,  nfjith  their  Train^ 
.  Dem.  Is  Cafar  with  Antonius  priz'd  fo  flight  ? 
Phil.  Sir,  fometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  fhort  of  that  great  property 
Which  ftill  fhould  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.   I'm  forry. 
That  he  approves  the  common  liar.  Fame, 
Who  fpeaks  him  thus  at  Rome  ;  but  I  will  hope 
Of  better  ^ttdi  to  morrow.     P^eft  you  happy  ! 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE     II. 

Enter   Enobarbus,    Charmian,     Iras,    Alexas,    and  a 
Soothfayer. 

Char.  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas,  moft  any  thing  Alexas, 
almoft  molt  abfolute  Alexas,  where's  the  Soothfayer 
that  you  prais'd  fo  to  th'  Queen  ?    7  Oh !  that  I  knew 

this 

6  Without  fame  pleafure  now: ]    We  fhould  read  new: 

A  fentiment   much   in   chara£ler  of  the  luxurious  and  debauched 
Antony.     It  is  the  antithefis    to  conferctice  harp. 

7  Oh  !  that  I  knew  this  husband,   which  you  fay ,   muji  change 
his  horns  with  garlands,']    Th-s  is  corrupt :  the  true  reading   evi- 
dently 
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this  hufband,  which  you  fay,  mull  charge  his  horni 
with  garlands. 

J  lex.  Soothfayer 

Sooth.  Yoar  will  ? 

Char.  Is  this  the  man  ?  Is't  you.  Sir,  that  know 
things  ? 

Sooth.  In  Nature's  infinite  Book  of  Secrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read. 

jtlex.  Shew  him  your  hand. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  Banquet  quickly  :   wine  enough, 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  Sir,   give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,   but  forefee. 

Char.    Pray  then,    forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  ftiall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.   He  means,    in  flefh. 

Iras.  No,  you  (hall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.   Wrinkles  forbid  ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  prefcience,  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hu(h! 

Sooth.  You  ihall  be  more beloving,    than  beloved.- 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

J  lex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  fortune  !  let  me' 
be  married  to  three  Kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow 
them  all  ;  let  me  have  a  child  at  ^hy^  to  whom  He- 
rod of  Jeivry  may  do  homage  !  find  me,  to  marry  me- 
with  Odavius  Ctefar,  and  companion  me  with  my 
miftrefs. 

Sooth.  You  (hall  out-live  the  Lady  whom  you  ferve. 

^  Char, Oh,  excellent !  I  love  long  life  better  than  figs. . 

Sooth, 

dently  is,  ;•?::(/?  c  h  a  r  g  e  his  horns  nvith  garlands,  i.  e.  make  him 
a  rich  and  honourable  cuckold,  having  his  horns  hung  about  with 
garlands. 

8  Char,  Ob,  excellent !  I  lo've  long  life  better  than  Jigs.]  Here 
Shakefpear  has  copied  ancient  manners  with  as  much  beauty  as 
propriety  :  This  being  one  of  thofe  ominous  fpeeches,  in  which 
the  ancients  were  fo  fuperftitious  :  For  the  afplcks,  by  which 
Charmian  died,  and  after  her  miftrefs,  were  conveyed  in  a  bafket 
of  Jigs.  Omens  (a  fuperftition  which  Pythagoras  firft  taught  the 
Greeks  J  were  the  undefigned  confequence  of  words  cafuallyfpoken. 
The  words  were  fometimes  taken  from  the  fpeaker,   and  applied 
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-^ooth.    YoM  have  feen,   and  proved,   a  fairer  former 
fortune,  than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.   9  Then,  belike,  my  children  Ihall  have   no 
names ; 
Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  muft  I  have  ? 

Sooib.  ^  If  every  of  your  wifnes  had  a  womb. 
And  fertil  every  wifh,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool,  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch.  ^ 
J/ex.  You  think,   none  but  your  Iheets  are  privy  td 
your  wifhes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. ■■— 

J/ex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes, 
Et2o.  Mine,  and  mod  of  our  fortunes  to  night,  (hall 
be  to  go  drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  prefages  chaftity,  if  nothing 
clfe. 

Char.  Ev'n  as  the  overflowing   Ni/us  prefageth  fa- 
mine. 

Iras.    Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  foothfay. 
Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prog- 
noftication,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  ear.     Pr'ythec,  tell 
lier  but  a  workyday  fortune. 
Soofh.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how  ? give  me  particulars. 

Soofh.  I  have  faid. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  fhe  ? 
Char.    Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  bet- 
ter than  I,  where  would  you  chufe  it  ? 
Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nofe. 

by  the  hearers  to  the  fpeaker's  own  affairs,  as  in  the  cafe  of  Paulus 
JEnuliui^  after  his  conquefl:  of  Macedon.  Sometimes  again  the 
words  of  the  fpeaker  were  transferred  to  the  affairs  of  the  hearer, 
as  in  the  cafe  of  the  fame  FuuJus,  before  his  conquefl  oi Macedon, 
Itaque  rebus  dimnis  qu<rs  puhlice  fierent ,  ut  fa'verent  Unguis.^  int" 
perabatur.     Cicero  de  Divin.  \.  i. 

9  Theriy  belike,  my  children  Jhall  Y^zyt  no  mmzs.']  i.  e.  be  of  no 
note,  a  Greek  mode  of  expreffon  j  in  which  language,  cicdVV[AO^ 
fignifies  both  doubls-imr.ied  and  favouz^  becaufe  anciently  famous 
men  h?d  an  agnomen  taken  from  their  e/ploits.. 

1    If  every  of  your  ivljlja  had  c  ivcinb. 

And  foretold  e'very  ivijlo,  a  n:illio}}.]  This  ncnfenfe  fhould  be 
rcfouncd  thus, 

If  €i)"ry  of  your  *iuijhci  had  a  ivomb. 

And  fertii  e^'ry  'zc;j^^— — —  Char* 
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Char.  Our  vvorfer  thoughts  heav'ns  mend  !   Ahxas, 
Come,  his  fortune  i  his  fortune. •  O,  let 


him  marry  a  Woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ijis,  I  be- 
feech  thee ;  and  let  her  die  too.  and  give  him  a  worfe  ; 
and  let  worfe  follow  worfe,  'till  the  worft  of  all  fol- 
low him  laughing  to  his  Grave,  fifty -fold  a  Cuckold  ! 
good  IJiSy  hear  me  this  prayer,  though  thou  deny  me 
a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  IJis,    I  befeech  thee  ! 

Iras.  Avieriy  dear  Goddefs,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
people  !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  hand- 
ibme  man  loofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  forrow  to  be- 
hold a  foul  knave  uncuckoldcd  ;  therefore,  dear  IJis, 
keep  decorum t  and  ifortunc  him  accordingly. 

Char.  Amen! 

Alex.  Lo,  now  !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me 
a  cuckold,  they  would  make  themfelves  whores,  but 
they'd  do't, 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Cleopatra. 

Eno.  Hu(h  !  here  comes  Antony, 

Char.  Not  he,  the  Queen. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  Lord  ? 

Eno.  No,   Lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  Madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  difpos'd  to  mirth,  but  on  the  fudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  flruck  him.     Enobarbus,  — 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring   him  hither  ;  where's 
Alexas  ? 

Alex,  Here  at  your  fervice  ;  my  Lord  approaches. 

Enter  Antony  ^ith  a  Mejfenger,  and  Attendants. 

Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him  ;  go  with  us. 

[  Exeunt, 
Meff.  Fulvia  thy  Wife  firft  came  into  the  field. 
Ant.  Againft  my  brother  Lucius  ? 
Mef.  Ay,  but  foon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's 
(late 
Made  friends   of  them,   jointing  their  force   'gainll 
Cafar :  Whofe 
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Whofe  better  liTue  in  the  war  from  Ita/j, 
Upon  the  firft  encounter,   drave  them. 

Jnt.  Well,   what  worft  ? 

Me/.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infers  the  teller. 

/inf.   '*  When  it  concerns  the  fool  or  coward  ;  on.  — • 
Things  that  are  paft,  are  done,  with  me.  'Tis  thus : 
Who  tells  me  true,   though  in  the  tale  lye  death, 
1  hear,  as  if  he  flatter'd. 

Mgf.   Labienus  (this  is  ftiiFnews) 
Hath,  with  his  Parthian  force,   *  extended  JJia  ; 
From  Euphrates  his  conquering  banner  ihook. 
From  Syria  to  Lydia,  and  Ionia  ; 
Whilft 

A}it.  Antony,  thou  wouldll  fay 

Mef.  Gh,  my  Lord  ! 

Ant.    Speak   to  me  home,  mince  not  the  gen'ral 
tongue  ; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  Ihe's  call'd  in  Rome. 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrafe,   and  taunt  my  faults 
With  fuch  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.     Oh,  then  we  bring  f  .rth  weeds, 
3  When  our  quick  minds  lye  ftill ;   and  our  ill,  told  us. 
Is  as  our  earing ;  fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mef.  At  your  noble  pleafure. 

Ant.  From  Sicyon,  how  the  news  ?  fpeak  there. 

Me/.  The  Man  from  Sicyon,  is  there  fuch  an  one  ? 

lExit /ir/l  MeJ/enger, 

Attend.  He  ftays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear  ; 
Thefe  ftrong  Egyptian  fetters  I  muft  break. 
Or  lofe  myfelf  in  dotage.     What  are  you  ? 

.  \T7~  '''/'''^"^  ^^  5  J    '<  ^'  widened  or  extended  the  bound« 
of  the  lefler  AJia. 

3  When  our   quick    winds  lye Jiill -^  ]  We  ihould  read 

MINDS.     The  m  was  accidentally  turn'd  the  wrong  way  at  the 

prefs.     The  fenfe  is  this,    While  the  aBi-ve  principle  ivithin  us 

luiimmergcd  in  pth  and  luxury^  'we  bnng  forth   -vices  inftead  of 

mrlues,  iveeds  wfead  offloivers  and  fruits  :  But  the  laying  before 

m  our    ill  condition  plainly   and   honejlly  is,  as   it  nvere,  the  firft 

culture  of  the  mind,  ivhich  gi'ves  hopes  of  a  future  har'veji.      This 

aefaystoeacourasethemeflengerto  hide   nothing  from  him. 

Enttr 
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Enter  another  MeJJenger,  nvith  a  Letter, 

2  H^ef.  Fuhia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Jnt.  Where  died  fhe  ? 

2  Mef.  In  Si  cyan. 
Her  length  of  ficknefs,  with  what  elfe  more  fcrioai 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears. 

Ant.  Forbear  me. \_Exit  fecond  MeJ/enger, 

There's  a  great  fpirit  gone  !  thus  did  I  defire  it. 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us. 
We  wiQi  it  ours  again  ;  +  the  prefent  pleafure. 
By  revolution  lowring,  does  become 
The  oppofite  of  itfelf ;  (he's  good,  being  gone ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  fhovM  heron, 
I  muft  from  this  enchanting  Queen  break  off. 
Ten  thoufand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know. 
My  idlenefs  doth  hatch.     How  now,  Embarbus  f 
Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleafure  ?  Sir  ? 

Jnt,  I  muft  with  hafte  from  hence. 

Eno.  V/hy,  then  we  kill  all  our  women.  We  fee, 
how  mortal  an  unkindnefs  is  to  them  j  if  they  fuffer 
cwr  departure,  death's  the  word. 

Jnt.  I  muft  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occafion,  let  women  die. 
It  were  pity  to  caft  them  away  for  nothing  ;  though 
between  them  and  a  great  caufe,  they  ftiould  be  efteem'd 
nothing.  Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  leaft  noife  of 
this,  dies  inftantly  j  I  have  feen  her  die  twenty  times 
upon  far  poorer  moment :  I  do  think,  there  ism.ettle  in 
death,  which  commits  feme  loving  ail  upon  her  ;  fhe 
hath  fuch  a  celerity  in  dying. 

Jnt.  She  is  cunning  paft  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  Sir,  no ;  her  paiTions  are  made  of  no- 
thing but   the  fineft  part  of  pure  love.     We   cannot 


the  prefent  pleafure, 


By  revolution  lowiing,  does  becotne  * 

The  oppcfl.te  of  itfelf  ;  — J     The  allufion  is  to  the  fun*i 

diurnal  courfe  5  which  rifing  in  the  eaji,  and  by  revolution  lozuering, 
or  fetting  ia  the  ive/i,  becomes  the  oppofite  of  itfelf. 

call 
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call  her  winds  and  waters,  fighs  and  tears :  they  are 
greater  ftorms  and  terapefts  than  almanacks  can  report. 
This  cannot  be  cunning  in  her :  if  it  be,  Ihe  makes  a 
ihow'r  of  rain  as  well  as  Jo've. 

Ant.   'Would  I  had  never  feen  her  ! 
^  Eno.  Oh,  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wonderful 
piece  of  work,   which,  not  to   have  been  blell  withal 
would  have  difcrcdited  your  travel,  * 

Atit,  Fid'via  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir  ! 

Ant.  Fuhia  is  dead. 

Eiio.  Fuhia  ? 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  Sir,  give  the  Gods  a  thankful  ucriiice  • 
\vhen  It  pleafeth  their  Deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man 
from  him,  it  flieus  to  man  the  tailor  of  the  earth  ; 
comforting  him  therein,  that  when  old  robes  are  v/orn 
out,  there  are  members  to  make  new.  li  there  were 
no  more  women  but  Fidvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a 
cut,  and  the  cafe  were  to  be  lamented  :  this  orief  is 
crowned  with  confolation  ;  your  old  fmock  brin.?s  forth 
a  new  petticoat,  and,  indeed,  the  tears  live  in  a"n  onion 
thatihould  water  this  forrow. 

Ant.  The  bufinefs,  flie  hath  broached  in  the  ftate 
Cannot  endure  my  abfence. 

Eno.  And  the  bufinefs,  you  have  bro^.ch'd  here,  can- 
not be  without  you  -,  efpeciaiiy  that  of  Cleopatra',, 
which  wholly  depends  on  your  aboad. 

Ant.  No  more  light  anfvvers :  let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpofe.     I  fiialJ  break 
5  The  caufe  of  our  expedience  to  the  Queen, 
And  get  her  leave  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fuhia,  with  more  urgent  touches. 
Do  ftrongly  fpeak  t'us  ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home.     Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  giv'n  the  dare  to  C^far,  and  commands 
The  Empire  of  the  Sea.     Our  flipp'ry  people, 
(Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deferver, 

V^r'^vrf  '"'  ^^P^'^'^^"-]  Expedience,  for  expedition. 
VOL.    \II.  p  ,^.j. 
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'Till  his  deferts  are  pad,)  begin  to  throw 

Pompey  the  Great  and  all  his  Dignities 

Upon  his  fan  ;  who  high  in  name  and  pow'r, 

Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  ftands  up 

For  the  main  Soldier  ;  whofe  quality  going  on. 

The  fides  o'  th'  world  may  danger.    Much  is  breeding  j 

Which,  like  ^  the  courfer's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 

And  not  a  lerpent's  poifon.     Say,   our  pleafure. 

To  fuch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 

Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

£no.  I'll  do't.  [Exeunt . 

SCENE    IV. 

£«/^r  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Alexas,  and  Iras. 

C/eo.  Where  is  he  ? 

Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fince. 

Cko.  See,  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,   what  Jie 

does. 

I  did  not  fend  you  : If  you  find  him  fad. 

Say,  I  am  dancing  :    if  in  mirth,    report. 
That  I  am  fudden  fick.     Quick,  and  return. 

Cbaf.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly, 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce  ^ 

The  like  from  him. 

C/io.  What  Ihould  I  do,    I  do  not  ? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give   him   way,  crofs  him    in 
nothing. 

C/eo.  Thou  teacheft,  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 

Char.  Tempt  him  not  fo,  too  far.  I  wifh,  forbear  i 
In  time  we  hate  That,  which  we  often  fear. 

EnUr   Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

CU9.  I'm  lick,  and  fullen. 

j^nt.  I  am  forry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpofe. 

Cleo..  Help  mt  away,   dear  Chartnian,   1  (hall  fall  j 

g  ,.«-.-,^  the  courfer^  hair,  &c.]  Alludes  to  an  old  idle  notion 
that  the  hair  of  a  horfe,  dropt  into  corrupted  water,  will  turn  to 
ansnimal.  Ux.Fope. 

It 
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It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  nature 

[Seeming  to  faint. 
Will  not  fuftain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  deareft  Qaeen, 

Cleo.  Pray  you,   ftand  farther  from  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know,   by  that  fame  eye,  there's  fome  gooi 


news. 


What  fays  the  marry'd  woman  ?  you  may  go  ; 
'Would,  (he  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come  ! 
Let  her  not  fay,  *tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I. have  no  pow'r  upon  you  :  hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  Gods  bell  know,  • . 

Cleo.  O,  never  was  there  Queen 
So  mightily  betray'd  ;  yet  at  the  firft 
1  faw  the  treafons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Why  ihould  I  think,  you   can  be  mine,  anei 
true. 
Though  you  with  fwearing  ihake  the  throned  Gods, 
Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fuhia  ?   rioious  madnefj 
To  be  entangled  with  thefe  mouth-made  vows. 
Which  break  themfelves  in  fwearing  ! 

Ant.  Mod  fweet  Queen,- . 

Clea.  Nay,  pray  you,  feek  no  colour  for  your  ?oino- 
But  bid  farewel,  and  go  :   when  you  fued  fiayinet      *' 
Then  was  the  time  for  words  ;   no  going,  then  \^ 
Eternity  was  in  our  Hps  and  eyes, 
Blifs  in  our  Brows'  bent,  none  our  parts  fo  poor 
But  was  7  a  race  of  heav'n.     They  are  fo  ftiil,     * 
Or  thou,  the  greateft  foldier  of  the  world.. 
Art  turn'd  the  greateft  liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  lady  ? 

Cleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  inches,  thou  Ihould'll  know 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt.  ' 

Ant.  Hear  me.  Queen  ; 
The  ftrong  neceflity  of  time  commands 
jOur  fervices  a-while  ;  but  my  full  heart 

^  ^  Remains 
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Remains  in  Ufe  witli  you.     Our  Italy 

Sbities  o'er  with  civil  fwords  ;   Sextus  Pompeius 

Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome. 

Equality  of  two  domeftick  Pow'rs 

Breeds  fcrupulous  faclion  i  the  hated,  grown  to  llrength, 

Are  newly  grown  to  love  :  the  condemn'd  Pompey^ 

Rich  in  his  father's  Honour,  creeps  apace 

Into  the  hearts  of  fuch  as  have  not  thriv'n 

Upon  the  prefent  ftate,  vvhofc  numbers  threaten  ; 

And  quietneis,  grown  fick  of  reft,    would  purge 

By  any  defperate  change.     My  more  particular, 

And  that  which  moft  with  you  ihould  (a)  falve  ray 

going. 
Is  F«/'t;/^'£  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give   mc 
freedom. 
It  dees  from  childilhnefs.     Can  Fuhia  die  ? 

Jnt.  She's  dead,  my 'Queen. 
Look  here,  and  at  thy  fovereign  leifure  read 
The  garboiles  (he  awak'd  j  at  the  lall,  beft. 
See,  when,  and  where  fhe  died. 

Cleo.  O  moft  falfe  love  ! 
Where  be  thefacred  vials  thou  (hould'ft  fill 
With  forrowful  water  ?  now  I  fee,  I  fee, 
In  Fuhia  s  death,  hov/  mine  (hall  be  receiv'd. 

Jnt.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  purpoles  1  bear  ;  which  are,  or  ceafe. 
As  you  iliall  give  th'  advices.     By  the  fire, 
Thai  quickens  }^i'us'  llime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  foldier,  fervant,  makng  peace  or  war. 
As  thou  affea'ft. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmlan^  come  ; 
But  let  it  be,   ^  I'm  quickly  ill,   and  well : 
So  Antony  loves. 

8       ■  Tm  quickly  ill,  and  ivell,  — — ~ — 

So,  Antony  lo-v£s.'\     It  /hould  be  pointed  thus, 
Vm  auickly  Hi  ar.d  ivdl : 
So  Antony  hiifs. 
So,  i.  e.   thus    fantaftically   and  capriciouOy.     But    the    commcJi 
pointing  makes  her  fay  the  quite  contrary. 

\(a)fahs,     yir.  Theobald.   ■ — ~-V"ulg.     /jw,] 

/int. 
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Ant.  My  precious  Queen,  forbear. 
And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  (land* 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo.  So  Ful'via  told  me. 
I  pr'ythee,  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her  ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me  and  fay,  the  tears 
Belong  to  jE^jpt.     Good  now,  play  one  Scene 
Of  excellent  dillembling,  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfefl  honour. 

Jnt.  You'll  heat  my  blood  ;    no  more. 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

Jnt.  Now  by  my  fword  ' 

Cleo.  And  target— Still  he  mends  : 
But  this  is  not  the  beft.     Look,  pr'ythee,  Cbarmian^ 
How  this  Herculean  R.man  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  I'll  leave  you,  lady. 

Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word  ; 
Sir,  ycuand  I  muft  part  ;  (but  that's  not  it,) 
Sir,  yoa  and  I  have  lov'd  ;  (but  there's  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well  j)  fomething  it  is,  I  would  : 
9  Oh,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony ^ 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  '  Bat  that  your  royalty 
Holds  Idlenefs  your  fubjeft,  I  fhould  take  you 
For  Idlenefs  itfelf. 

9  Ob,  my  Ohli'uion  is  a  vny  Antony, 

And  I  am  all  fot gotten. 1  The  plain  meaning  is.  My  forget' 
fulnefs  makes  me  forget  myjdf.  But  fhe  expiefTes  it  by  calling 
forgetfuiiifs,  Antony  ;  becaufe  forgetfulnefs  had  forgot  her,  as 
Antony  had  done.  For  want  of  apprehending  this  quaintnefs  of  ex- 
preflion,  the  Oxford  Editor  is  forced  to  tell  us  news.  That  all 
forgotten  is  an  old  ivay  of  freaking,  for  apt  to  forget  every 
thing. 

1  But  that  your  royalty 
Holds  Idlenefs  your  fubjeEl ,  I  fhould  take  you 
For  Idlenefs  itfelf.  ]   i.  e.   But  that  your  charms  hold   me,  nvbt 
am  the   ^re&ted  fool  on  earth,  in   chains,  I  fhould  ha'ue  adjuds^ed 
yon  to  be  the  greateft.*    That  this  is   the  fenfe,  is  fhewn  by  her 
anfwer, 

''Tis  fweating  labour 

To  bear  fuch  Idlenefs  fo  near  the  heart. 

As  Cleopatra,  this,  ——«. 

F  3  C/w. 
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Cleo.  'Tis  fweating  labour 
To  bear  fuch  Idlencfs  fo  near  the  heart, 
A%  Cleopatra,  this.     But,  Sir,  forgive  me; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  you.     Your  honour  calls  you  hence. 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly. 
And  all  the  Gods  go  with  you  !  On  your  fword 
Sit  laureird  viilory,  and  fmooth  fuccefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  feet ! 

Jnt,  Let  us  go  :  come. 
Our  feparaiion  fo  abides  and  flies. 
That  thou,  rcfiding  here,  goeft  yet  with  me, 
-And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 

SCENE    V. 
Changes  to  Cafar'/   ?alace   in  Rome. 

Enter  Oi^avius  Caefar   reading  a  Lettery  Lepidus,  and 

Attendants. 
^'*f-  \70U  may  fee,  Lepidus ^  and  henceforth  know^. 

J.     It  is  not  Cce/ar^s  natural  vice  to  hate 
Cne  great  competitor.     From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news  ;  he  iillies,  drinks,  and  wades  \ 

1'he  lamps  of  night  in  revel  -,  is  not  more  manly 
Than   Clecpatra  ;  nor  the  Queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he.     Hardly  gave  audience,, 
Or  did  vouchlafe  to  think  that  he  had  partners. 
You-fhal!  there  find  a  man,  who,  is  the  abftrad 
Of  all  faults  all  men  follow. 

Lep.   I  muft  not  think,. 
They're  evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodnefs ;: 
His  faults  in  him  feem  as  the  fpots  of  heav'n. 
More  hery  by  night's  blacknefs  ;   hereditary. 
Rather  than  purchaft  j,  what  htcannot  change. 
Than  what  he  chufes. 

Ctsf..  You're  too  indulgent.     Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amifs  to  tumble  on  the  bed  o^ Ptolemy^ 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth,  to  fit 

,And 
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And  keep  the  turn  of  tipling  with  a  flave, 

To  reel  the  ftreets  at  noon  ;  and  (land  the  buffet 

With  knaves  that  fmell  of  fweat ;  fay,  this  become* 

him  ; 
(As  his  compofure  mud  be  rare,  indeed. 
Whom  thefe  things  cannot  blemifh  ;)  yet  mufl  Antony 
No  way  excufe  his  foils,  when  wc  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightnefs.     If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  volaptuoufnefs ; 
Full  furfeits,  and  the  drinefs  of  his  bones. 
Gall  on  him  for't.     But  to  confound  fuch  time. 
That  drums  him  from  his  ^ort,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  (late,  and  ours  ;  'tis  to  be  chid, 
As  we  rate  boys,  who,  fa)  immature  in  Knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  pleafure. 
And  fo  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Lep.  Here's  more  news. 

Mef.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  t,\tty  hour> 
Moft  noble  Cafar,  (halt  thou  have  report 
How  'lis  abroad.     Pompey  is  ftrong  at  Sea, 
And,  it  appears,  he  is  belovM  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cafar  :  to  the  ports 
The  Difcontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

C^/.   I  ihould  have  known  no  lefs  ; 
*It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  State, 

That 

Z  It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  State ^ 
That  hc^  "whJch'  is^  ivai  •wifio'd,   urtil  be  tucre  : 
And  the  cbb''d  man,   ne^er  lo'v'd  till  ne'er  ivortb  lovSy 
Comes  tear'd,    by  being  lack'd.] 
Ikt  us  examine  the  fenfe  of  this  in  plain  profe.     The  earlieji  hijie- 
rtes   inform  us,  that  the  man    in  fupreme    ccmr/iar.d  tvas  ahvays 
%L-iJh^d  to  gain  that  command,  till  he  had  obtaiji'd  i:.     And  he, 
•zvbom  the  multitude  has  contentedly  feen  in  a   loiv  ccndition,  iv/ssrt 
he  begins  to   be  nvanted  by  them,  becomes  to  be  feared  by  tccrx.    But 
do  the  multitude  fear  a  man,    becaufethey  want  him  ?  Ce.tainly, 
we  muft  read  j 

i,{a)   immature  in>  knoiv ledge,     Oxford  Editor,  —  Vulg.  beir^^ 
mature  in  knowledge.'] 

F  4  Ccr:es 
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That  he,   which  is,    was  vvifh'd,    until  he  were  : 
-Andtheebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd  till  ne'er  worth  love. 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack'd.     This  common  body, 
Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  theftream. 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lacquying  the  varying  tide. 
To  rot  itfelf  wifh  motion. 

Mef.    Co'far,    I  bring  thee  word, 
I^enecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
Make  the  Tea  ferve  th^m  ;   which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of   every  kind.     Many  hot  inrodes 
They  make  in  I^aly,    the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  fiufh  youth  revolt : 
Kg  veffel  can  peep  forth,    but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen ;  for  Pompey'i  name  ftrikes  more. 
Than  could  his  war  rtfifted. 

Caf.    Antony^ 
Leave  thy  lakivious  wafTells ;— When  thou  once 
Wert  beaten  from  Mutina,  where  thou  flevv'ft 
J-Jirtiui  and  Pavfa  Confuh,    at  thy  heel 
Did  frmine  follow,    whom  thou  fought'ft  againft 
(Though  daintily  brought  up)   v/ith  patience  more 
Than  Savsgc;  could  fuffer.     Thou  didft  drink 
The  ilale  cf  hoifes,   and  the  gilded  puddle 
Which  beafts  Vv'ould   cough  iit.     Thy  Palate  then   did 

deign 
The  rougheil  berry  on  the  rudtll  hedge: 
Yea,    like  the  Hag,   when  fnow  ihepafture  fhicets, 
The  barks  cf  trees  thou  browfed'lt.     On  the  Alps, 
It  is  reported,    thnu  didft  eat  ftrange  fielh. 
Which  feme  did  die  to  look  on  ;   and  all  this, 
(It  wouncls  thine  honour,  thar  I  fpeak  it  now) 
Was  bore  fo  like  a  foldier,    that  thy  check 
So  much  i>s  lank'd  not. 

Ccmei  dear'd,    by  being  lacked. 
/.   e.  endear'd,    a  favourite  to  them.     Eefides,    the   context  re- 
quires this  reading  j     tor  it  was  not  fear,   but  love,  that  made 
the   pefple   fleck  to  young  Pon:pey^  and  what  cccafion'd   this  re- 
flexion.     So  in  Corio/antis, 

J  fJ:aU  be  lov'd.  tcbcn  I  am  lack'd, 

Lep. 
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'  lep.  'Tis  pity  of  him. 

Ca^f.  Let  his  fhames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome  ;  time  is  it,   that  we  twain 
Did  fliew.ourfelvesi'th'  field  i  and  to  that  end 
AiTemble  we  immediate  council ;   Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idlenefs. 

Lep.  To  morrow,    Cafar, 
I  fliali  be  furnifh'd  to  inform  you  rightly. 
Both  what  by  fea  and  land  I  can  be  able. 
To  front  this  prefent  time. 

Ccef.  'Till  which  encounter. 
It  is  my  bufinefstoo.     Farewel. 

Lep.   Farewel,   my  lord  : 
What  you  fhall  know  mean  time  of  ftirs  abroad, 
I  fhall  befeech  you,    let  me  be  partaker. 

Caf,  Doubt  it  not,   Sir ;  1  knew  it  for  my  bond. 
Farewel.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE   vr. 

Changes  to  the  Palace  in  Alexandria. 

Efiter  Cleopatra,  Charm ian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cico.  /'^Harmiany 

V^     Char.    Madam  ? 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha give  me  io  dviTk  Mandragoras. 

Char.    Why,  Madam? 

CJeo.  That  I  might  fleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time. 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much* 

Cleo.    O,   'tis  treafon.— • 

Char.  ?4adam,    I  truft  not  fo.- 

Cleo,  Thou,  eunuch,    Mardian^- 


Mar,  What's  your  Highnefs'  pleafure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fmg.     I  take  no  pleafure 
lin  aught  an  eunuch  has ;    'tis  well  for  thee. 
That,   being  unfeminar'd,   thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  ^gypt.     Haft  thou  alFedions  ? 

Mar.   Yes,  gracious  Madam, 

Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar,  Not  in  deed.   Madam ;  fori  can  ^  nothing 
F5  ''         Biic 
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But  what  indeed  is  honeft  to  be  done  : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,    and  think. 
What  Fenus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  Oh  Charmian  ! 
Where  thinkMl  thou  he  is  now  ?  (lands  he,    or  fits  he^ 
Or  does  he  walk  ?   or  is  he  on  his  horfe  ? 
Oh  happy  horfe,   to  bear  the.  u  eight  of  Antony  / 
Do   bravely,    horfe.;     for,    wotMl  thou,    whom    thou 

mov'ft  ? 
The  demy  Atlas  of  this  earth,   the  arm. 
And  burgonet  of  man.     *'  He's  fpeaking  now, 
**  Or  murmuring,  where's  my  ferpent  of  old  iW/e  ?-^ 
**  {For  fo  he  calls  me  ;)   Now  I  feed  myfelf 
*'  With  moft  delicious  poifon.      Think  on  me, 
**   That  am  with  Phsshus".  amorous  pinches  black, 
**  And  wrirklea  deep  in  time.     Broad-fronted  Cafari. 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  ground,  t  was 
A  morfel  for  a  monarch  j  and  great  Pompej 
Would  Hand  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow  ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afped,   and  die 
With   looking  on   his  life. 

Enter  Alexas. 
j^iex.  Sovereign  of  yEgyfty    hail ! 
Cleo.   How  much  art  thou  unlike  Mark  Antony? 
Yet  coming  from  him,    that  great  med'cine  hath. 
With  his  tinft  gilded  thee. 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 

Alex.   Laft  thing  he  did,    dear  Queen, 
He  kift,  the  lad  of  many  doubled  kilfes. 

This  orient  pearl. His  fpeech    (ticks  in  my  heart.. 

Cleo.  Mine  ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 
Jlex.  Good  friend,  quoth  he, 
^^y^    the  firm  Roman  to  great  ^gyf^t  fends. 
This  treafure  of  an  oyfter  ;  at  whofe  foot. 
To  mend  the  petty  prefent,  5  I  will  pace 

Her 

2  -„-  .^   J  ivill  P  lECE 

Her  cfuknt  throne  'viith  \ingdom%. — ]  This  expreflion  of 
piecing  ker  throne,  is  indeed  tolerable  ;  but  barely  fo.  No 
bungling  carpenter  could  have  expreiled  his  labour  woife.  Ifuf- 
pe(fl    that  Sbakeffcar  wrote, 

— I  ivi/t  fACt: 

Jler  opulent  tbrsne  ixith  ki?:g(fcv!i,  i*.  e^  I 
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Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms.     All  the  eaft. 
Say  thou,    (hall  call  her  miflrefs.     So,  he  nodded  ; 
♦  And  foberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  Heed, 
5  Who  neigh'd  ib  high,  that  what  I  would  have  fpoke. 
Was  beaftly  done  by  him. 

Cleo.  W^hat,  was  he  fad  or  merry  ? 

Jiex.    Like   to  the  time  o'th'   year,    between  tV 
cxtreams 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  nor  fad,  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  Oh   well-divided  difpofition  ! 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man  ,•  but  note  him; 

?'.  e.  I  will  erect  an  imperial  throne  for  her,  and  evf-ry  Jiep  up  to 
it  fhall  be  a  kingdom.  The  expreffion  is  noble,  and  the  idea  valtly 
magnificent. 

4  Ar.d  foberly   did  mount    an  arm-gaunt  fteed,^   i.  e.    his    fteed 
worn  lean  and  thin  by  much  fervicc  in  war.     So  Fairfax, 
i//sftall  worn  Jiecd  the  champion  fttnit  b  fir  ode. 

c  }Jn.to  neigh'' d  Jo  high ,  that  ivhat  I  lUcuJdhri've  jpoke, 
Wai  beajily  dumb  /"v  o:/«.]  Mr.  Theobald  reads  dumb^d^ 
put  to  filence.  Alexas  means  (fays  he)  ths  horft  n:c:de  fuch  a 
neighing  that  if  he  had  [poke  he  could  rot  ha'u:  bar,  heard.  A 
very  pretty  fpeech,  and  agreeable  to  the  poiitcnefs  of  one  of 
CLipatra^s  courtiers.     Shake/pear  wrote, 

ff^ho  neighed  fo  high,  that  ivhat  I  kvould  have  fpokt 
fJ^as  beajily  done  by  him. 
i.  e.  the  fenfeof  what  I  would  have  fpoke  the  horfc  declared,  tho* 
in  inarticulate  founds.  The  cafe  was  this,  yilex.,s  came  to  take 
leave  of  Arfofjy,  who  reccmmended  a  niefiage  to  him  tc  his  miftrefs. 
Alexas  then  had  no  mere  to  do  but  make  his  compliment^:  :  But  ia 
that  inflant  Antony  mounted  his  war-horfe,  long  accuilomed  to 
bear  him,  who  no  fooner  felt  his  maker's  weight,  but,  as  is  ufual 
for  hcrfes  of  fervicc,  neighed  in  a  very  fprightly  manner.  This 
circumftance,  (fuch  a  one  as  pcets  and  romancers  when  they 
fpoak  of  their  hero's  adventures,  never  fail  to  improve)  Alexas  is 
made  to  turn  to  a  compliment  on  Antony,  which  could  not  but 
p]e7i{s  Clcopafra.  I*was  going,  fays  he,  to  pay  my  farcivel  cctn- 
plimcKts  to  Antony,-  to  prcdiEl  his  future  juccefj'es,  and  to  falute 
hintivith  the  ufual  appellations  of  'victory^  ivkcn  the  horfe  got  the 
Part  of  me  ;  and  by  his  neighing  fo  high  and  fprightly^  Jheived 
him  to  be  fenjible  that  he  had  a  hero  on  his  back  ivhom  he  'uias 
bearing  to  conquej}.  But  we  are  not  to  fuppofe  that  Alrxas  after 
this  did  net  make  his  fpeech,  but  let  the  hero's  horfe  do  it  for  him. 
This  was  only  a  fmall  interruption  to  his. compliments,  v.hich,  as 
a  flattering  circumftance,  he  mentions  to  pleafe  his  miftrefs.  The 
error  of  dumb  for  done^  feems  to  have  been  cccaf.oned  by  the 
editor's  miftaking  the  word  high  ioxkudy  whereas  it  here  fjgnifies 
jinghtly, 

Ik 
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He  was  not  fad,  for  he  would  {hine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his :   He  was  not  merry. 
Which  feem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  u^gypt  with  his  joy  ;    but  between  both. 
Oh  heav'nly  mingle  !   be'ft  thou  fad,  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes. 
So  does  it  ro  man  elie.     Ivlet'fl  thou  my  ports  ? 

Jlex.    Ay,    IVIadam,    twenty  feveral  melTengers. 
Why  do  you  fend  fo  thick? 

Clea.    Who's  bcrn  that  day. 
When  I  forget  to  fend  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar.      Ink  and  paper,   Charmian, 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexm.     Did  I,   Charmian ^ 
Ever  love  C^Jar  fo  ? 

Char.   Oh,  that  brave  Cafar  ! 

Clea.  Bechoak'd  with  fuch  another  cmphafis  I 
Say,    the  brave  Antony. 

Char.    The  valii.r.:  C^far. 

Cleo,   By  Ifisy   I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth. 
If  thou  with  Ctefar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  moft  gracious  pardon, 
I  fmg  but  after  you. 
■    Cho.  ^  My  fallad  days  j; 

Whea 

6  My  faUad  days  : 

When  I  ivai  green  in  judgment^  cold  in  blood  ! 
To  fay,  aslfaidthen,—]  This  puzzles  the  late  editor  Mr., 
Theobald.  He  fays,  Cleopatra  may  /peak  -very  naturally  here  ivith 
t.ontempt  of  her  judgment  at  that  per icd:  But  hoiu  truly  with  re- 
gard  to  the  coldnefs  of  her  blood  may  admit  fome  queflion  :  And  then 
employs  bis  learning  to  prove,  that  at  this  cold  feafon  of  her  blood. 
ihe  had  feen  twenty  good  years.  But  yet  he  thinks  his  author 
may  be  juilified,  becaufe  Plutarch  calls  Cleopatra  at  thofe  years, 
Kcp';7^  which  by  ill  luck  proves  juft  the  contrary  j  for  that  ftate 
which  the  Greeks  A&{-izncA  by  K&p,  was  the  very  height  of  blood. 
But  Shakefpear''s  beft  jufiification  is  rei'toring  his  own  fenfe,  which 
is  done  merely  by  a  difterent  pointing. 
My  fallad  days  j 

When  I  ivas  green  in  judgment.      Cold  in  blood  ! 
To  fay,  as  If  aid  then. 
€dd  in  blood,  is  an  upbraiding  expoflulation  to  her  maid.     Thoff, 
feys  file,  nveri  my  fallad  days^  ivhen  J  ivoi  green  in  judgment  j 

but 
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When  I  was  green  in  judgment. Cold  in  blood  ! 

To  fay,  as  I  faid  then, But  come  away. 

Get  me  ink  and  paper  ; 

He  fhall  have  every  day  feveral  greetings,  or  PlI  un- 
people j^gypt.  [_Ex£unt. 


ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 
S    I   C    I   L    r. 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menas.. 

Pomp.  TF  the  great  Gods  be  juft,  they  fhall  affift 
X  The  deeds  of  jufteft  men. 

Mene*    Know,   worthy  Pompeyy 
That  what  they  do  delay,   they  not  deny. 

Pomp.    '  While  we  are  fuitors  to  their  throne,  delay^s 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Mene.    We,  ignorant  of  ourfelves. 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,    which  the  wife  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  ;  fo  find  we  profit 
By  lofing  of  our  prayers. 

Pomp.    I  fhall  do  well : 
The  people  love  me,   and  the  fea  is  mine  j 
IVIy  pow'r's  (a)  a  crefcent,    and  my  auguring  hope- 
Says,    it  will  come  to  th'  full.      Mark  Jntony 
In  J^jlgypt  fits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 

but  your  blood  is  as  cold  as  my  judgment^    if  you  have  the  fame 
opinion  of  things  nonv  as  I  had  then. 

I  While  IV  e  are  fuitors  to  their  Throne,   decays 

The  thing  tve  fue  for.]     This  nonfenfe  fiiould  be    read  thus,. 

While  ive  are  fuitors  to  their  Thrcne,  d  £  l  a  y  'i 

The  thing  ive  fue  for. 
Menecrates  had  laid,  The  Gods  do  not  deny  that  lohidh  they  delay. 
The  other  turns  his  words  to  a  different  meaning,  and  replies. 
Delay  is  the  -very  thing  ive  beg  of  them.  i..  e.  the  delay  of  our 
enemies  in  making  preparation  againft  us  j  which  he  explains 
afterwards,  by  faying  Mark  Antony  was  tied  up  by  luft  in  J^gypt  j 
Cafar,  by  avarice  at  Rome ;  and  Lepidus  employed  in  keeping 
well  with  both. 

[  (.^)  a  crefcent^    Mr,  Tbeobald^^^mgrnYMli,  are  crefcent.] 
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No  wars  without  doors.     Cafar  gets  money,  where 

He  lofes  hearts  ;    Lepidus  flatters  Both, 

Of  Both  is  fiatter'd  ;  but  he  Neither  loves, 

Nor  Either  cares  forhim. 

Ivhne.   Ccefar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  field, 
A  mighty  ilrength  they  carry. 

Pom.   Where  have  you  this  ?  'tis  faife. 
Mene^   From  Sil-vius,  Sir, 

Pom.  He  dreams ;  I  kiiow,   they  are  in   Rome  to- 
gether, 
Looking  for  Antony  :  but  all  the  charnvs  of  love. 
Salt  Cleopatra,  foften  thy  wan  lip  ! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty  ;    lull:  with  both  ! 
Tie  up  th.e  libertine  in  a  field  of  feafts. 
Keep  his  brain  fuming.;  Epicurean  cooks. 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fauce  his  appetite  ; 
That  fleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour,,. 

Even  'till  a  Lethe' d  dn\x\t{s  ,. 

Enter  Varrius. 
How  now,   Varriits  ? 

Var.  This  is  moll  certain,   that  I  fhall  deliver  : 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expelled.     Since  he  went  from  JEgypt^  'tis 
A  {pace  for  farther  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  lefs  m.atter. 
A  better  ear.     Menas,  I  did  not  think. 
This  am'rous  furfeiter  would  have  donnM  his  htlm  , 
For  fuch  a  petty  war  ;  his  foldierdiip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain  ;  but  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,   that  our  Uirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  jE'gypt's  widow  pluck  . 
The  ne'er- luil^ wearied  Antony. 

Men.  1  cannot  hope, 
Co-far  and  Antony  fliall  well  greet  together. 
His  wife,  who's  dead,    did  trefpaffes  to  Ca/ar  ; 
His   brother  warr'd   upon  him,  although  I  think, 
Not  mov'd  by  Atitony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,   Menas, 
How  leiler  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  Hand  up  againft  them  all, 
•Twere  pregnant,  they  ihouid  f^uare.  between  them- 
felves  a  for 
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For  they  have   entertained  caufe   enough 
To  draw  their  fwords ;  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
M^jr  cement  their  divifions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be't,  as  our  Gods  will  have't !  it  only  ftands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  ufe  oar  ftrongeft  hands. 
Come,   Menus.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    n. 

Changes  to  Rome.- 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidiis. 

hep,  /'^OOD  Enobarbus y  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 

VJT  And  (hall  become  you  well,   t'entreat  your 
Captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  fpeech. 

Eno.  I  fhall  entreat  him 
To  anfwer,   like  himfelf  j   if  Ccsfar  move  him^ 
Let  Antony  look  over  Ca/ars  head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars,      By  Jupiter, 
*•  Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonio^  beard, _ 
Ivvould  not  Ihav't  to  day. 

Lep.  'Tfs  not  a  time  for  private  ftom aching. 

Eno.  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in't. 

Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  matters  muft  give  way, 

Eno.  Not,  if  the  fmall  come  £rft. 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  paffion  ; 
But,  pray  you,   ftir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

Enter  Antony  ^?«^  Ventidius, 

^no.    And  yonder,  Ca/ar. 

Enter  Csefar,  Mecasnas,  and  Agrlppai 

Ant.  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia. — — 
Mark,  Fentidius. 

2  Were  I  the  luearer  o/*  Antonio'i  beard, 
I  ivould  nQt  frjavttQ  day.^    Alluding  to  the  phrafe,  /  -uiUl 
beard  kiv^ 

Cafi 
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Cefff,  I  do  not  know  j  Mecanas^  alk  AgrifpM, 
Lep.  Noble  friends, 
That  which  combin'd  us  was  moft  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  aftion  rend  us.     What's  amifs. 
May  it  be  gently  heard.     When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murther  in  healing  wounds.     Then,   noble  partner?,, 
(The  rather,  for  1  earneftly  befeech,) 
Touch  you  the  fowreft  points  with  fweeteft  terms. 
Nor  curftnefs  grow  to  th'  matter. 

Ant.   'Tis  fpoken  well  ; 
Were  we  before  our  armies,     and  to  fight, 
I  ihould  do  thus.  \_FlouriJb^ 

Caf.  Welcome  to  Rome. 
Ant.  Thank  you. 
Cref.  Sit. 
Ant.  Sit,  Sir. 

Caf.  Nay,  then 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  fo  ;: 
Or,    being,   concern  you  not. 

C(ef.  I  muft  be  laughtat. 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  fay  my  felf  offended,  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'  th'  world  \    More  laught  at,    that  I  fhould 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  found 
Your  name  it  not  concern'd  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  ^Sgypty  C^far,  what  was't  to  yoU  !.' 
C^f,  No  more  than  my  refiding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  jEgypt :   yet,  if  you  there. 
Did  pradife  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  j^g)pt 
Might  be  my  queftion. 

Ant,  How  intend  you,  praiflis'd  ? 
Cief.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent,. 
By  what  did  here  befal.      ?   Your   Wife  and  Brother 
Made  wars  upon  me  ;  and  their  conteftation 

Was 


Tour  n^ife  and  Brothe 


Made  Tfari   upon  me,  and  thtir  Conteftation 

Wai  thsam/or  JOK,  you  lutrethe  Word  of  War.']  The  only 
meaning  of  this  can  be,  that  the  war,  which  Antovf%  wife  and 
brother  made  upon  C^jar,  was  theam  for  Antony  too  to  make 
war  ;  or  was  the  occafion  why  he  did  make  war,    But  this  is- 

'  dixeSly,. 
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Was  theam'd  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 
Ant.  You  do  miftake  your  bufinefs  :  +  my  brother 
•  •  never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  ad :  I  did  require  it, 
And  have  my  learning  from  fome  true  reports 
That  drew  their  fwords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  authority  with  yours, 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  ftomach. 
Having  alike  your  caufe  ?  of  this,   my  letters 
Before  did  fatiifie  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel, 
(As  matter  whole  youVe  not  to  make  it  with,) 
It  muft  not  be  with  this. 

Caf.  You  praife  yourfelf. 
By  laying  defers  of  Judgment  to  me  :  but 
You  patch  up  your  excufes. 

Ant.  Not  fo,  not  f 0  ; 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  (Pm  certain  on't,) 
Very  neceiTny  of  this  thought,   that  I, 
Your  Partner  in  the  caufe  'gainft  which  he  fought. 
Could  not  with  grateful  eyes  attend  thofe  vyars, 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  Wife, 
I  would,    you  had  her  fpirit  in  fach  another  ; 
The  third  o'  th'  world  is  yours,  which  with  a  fnaffle 
You  may  pace  eafie  ;   but  not  fuch  a  Wife. 

Eno.  'Would,  we  had  all  fuch  Wives,  that  the  Men 
might  go  to  v/ars  v;ich  the  Women  ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurbable  her  garboiles,   Cafar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,   which  not  wanted 
Shrewdnefs  of  policy  too,  I  grieving  grant. 
Did  you  too  much  difquiet :    For  That  you  muft 
But  fay,  I  could  not  help  it. 

diiedlly  contrary  to  the  context,  which  (hews,  Antony  did  neither 
encourage  them  to  it,  nor  fecond  them  in  it.  We  cannot  doubt 
then,  but  the  poet  wrote  j 

—   ■  ■  — and  their  contcfiation 

ff^''as  theamM  for  you. 
t.  e.  The  pretence  of  their  war  was  on  your  account,  they  took 
lip  arms  in  yourname,  and  you  v/ere  made  the  theme  and  fuljcft 
ef  their  infurrc£tion. 

4  — —  viy  brother  ve-ver 

Did  urge  me  V«  his  adJ  : ]  /.  e.  never  did  make  ufeof  my 

name  as  a  pretence  for  the  war. 
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Caf,  I  wrote  to  you. 
When  rioting  in  Alexandria,  you 
J)jd  pocket  up  my  letters ;  and  with  tauntsr 
•Did  gibe  my  miflive  out  of  audience. 

.//«/.   Sir,  he  fell  on  me,   ere  admitted  :  then 
Tf  hree  Kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  wanr 
Of  what  I  was  i'th' morning:   but,    next  day, 
''   1  told  him  of  my  felf ;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  aik'd  him  pardon.     Let  this  fellow 
■^e  nothing  of  our  ftrife  :  if  we  contend. 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

C^f,    You  have  broken 
The  article  of  your  oath,   which  you  Ihall  never 
-Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep.  Soft,   Cafar.- 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,   let  him  fpeak  ; 
The  Honour's  facred  which  he  talks  on  now,. 
buppofing,  that  I  lackt  it  :  but  on,  Cafary 

1  he  article  of  my  oath 

C^/.  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid,  when  I  required  them: 
i  he  which  you  both  deny'd. 

Ant.   Negleaed,   rather: 
And  then,  when  poifon'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
l-rom  mine  own  knowledge  y  as  nearly  as  I  may, 
ci!  t^^  ^^^  Penitent  to  you.     But  mine  honeily 
bhall  not  make  poor  my  Greatnefs  ;  nor  my  Power. 
Work  without  it.      Truth  is,    that  Ful'vta, 
To  have  me  out  of  jE^ypt,  made  wars  here  i 
For  which  my  felf,  the^  ignorant  motive,   dav 
So  farafk  Pardon,  as  befits  mine  Honour 
To  (loop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Lep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 

il/Ar.   Vi  it  might  pleafe  you,  to  enforce  no  further. 
The  griefs  between  ye  :  to  forget  thein  quite,. 
Were  to  remember,  that  the  prefent  Need 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep,  Worthily  fpoken,   Mecanas. 

.    5  IjoldHmcffr^yfelf-^^-^  i,c.  told  him  the  condition  iNvas 

*"v''^f"  ^'^  ^''^^  ^'^  ^^^  audience. 

la^cd,     "  '^'^''■'''''■'^  ^a-^ed  J  Sacred,  for  unbroken,  unvio- 

Eno, 


Antony  and  Cleopatra.        115 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  in- 
ftant,you  may, when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Fompey^ 
retafn  it  again :  you  (hall  have  time  to  wrangle  in, 
when  you  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  Soldier,  only  fpeak  no  more. 

Ena.  That  truth  fhould   be   filent,.    I  had   almofl 
forgot. 

jint.  You  wrong  this  Prefence,  therefore  fpeak  no 
more. 

Evo. '  Go  to  then  :  your  confiderate  ftone.-— — 

CaJ.  7  I  do  not  much  diflike  the  manner,  but 
The  matter  of  this  fpeech  :  for'c  cannot  be. 
We  fhall  remain  in  friendfhip,  our  conditions 
So  diirering  in  their  adls.     Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  would  hold  us  {launch,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  th'  world,  I  would  purfue  iu 

Jgr.  Give  me  leave,  Cafar, 

Crfr/".  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  halt  a  'Sifter  by  the  Mother's  Mt,. 
Admir'd  OBa^vm  !  gxc^ii  Mark  Antcny 
Is  now  a  Widower. 

C^f.  Say  not  fo,  Agrifpa  ; 
If  C/eopatra  hea.td  you,  yourApproof 
Were  well  defervM  of  raflinefs. 

Anf.  I  am  not  married,  Ca/ar,  let  me  hear 
Agrtppa  further  fpeak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  Amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts- 
With  an  unflippingknot,   take  Antony 
Ojla'via  to  his  Wife  j  whofe  Beauty  claims 

7  I  do  not  much  dijlike  f.^;^. matter,  bitt 

The  manner  of  his  fpeech  ;  •  -  ]  What,  not  dJflike  the 
matter  of  it  ?  wlien  he  fays  prefcntJy  after,  that  he  would  do  every 
thing  to  prevent  the  evil  Zwci/Tz-^wjpredidled.  Befides,  are  we  to 
fuppofe  that  common  eivility  \v<3uld  fiilfer  him  to  take  the  fame  li- 
berty v/ith  ^^/e/^j'siieutenantj  that  Antony  himfeif  did  .>'  Shake-. 
fpear  wrcte, 

I({o  net  much  dijlike  the  rmnntr ,  but 

The  matter  of  his  fpeech  :      —   - 
/.  e.  'tis  not  his  liberty  of  fpeech,  but. the  mifchiefs  he  fpeaks  of, 
whichldifiike.     This  agrees  with  what  follows^  and  isfaidv.^fh 
much  urbanity,  and  fhowof  friend/hip. 

No 
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No  vvorfe  a  Hufband  than  the  beft  of  men  ; 
Whofe  Virtue,  and  whofe  general  Graces  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.     By  this  marriage. 
All  little  jealoufies,  which  now  feem  great, 
-And  all  great  fears,   which  now  import  their  dangers. 
Would  then  be  nothing.     Truths  would  be  but  tales. 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :   her  love  to  both. 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke. 
For  'tis  a  ftudied,  not  a  prefent  thought,  « 

By  duty  ruminated. 

Jnt,  Will  Cafar  fpeak  ? 
Ccef.  Not  till  he  hear^.  how  Jntotiy  is  touched 
With  what  is  fpoke  already. 

Jnt.   What  Power  is  in  Agrippa 
(If  I  would  fay,  "    Agrippa,   be  it  fo,'*) 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Caf.   The  Power  of  Cafar,  and" 
His  Power  unto  Osiavia. 

Ant,  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  fhews, 
Dream  of  impediment!  let  me  have  thy  hand  ; 
Further  this  act  of -grace  :  and,  from  this  hour. 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves. 
And  f',vay  our  great  defigns  ! 

Cff^f.  There  is  my  hand  : 
A  Silter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  \o\^  (o  dearly.     Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  Hearts,  and  never 
Fly  ofr  our  loves  again  ! 
Lep.  Happily,  amen. 

Jnt,  1    did  not  think   to  draw  my   fword  'gainft 
Pompey^ 
For  he  hath  laid  flrange  courtefies  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.     I  muft  thank  him  only. 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffer  ill  report ; 
At  heel  of  that,  defie  him. 
Lep.  Time  calls  upon*s  : 
Of  us  muft  Pompey  prefenily  be  fought. 
Or  elfe  he  fceks  out  us. 

Ant, 
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Jnt.  Where  lyes  he  ? 

Caf.  About  the  Mount  Mifenum. 

Ant.  What  is  his  ftrength  by  Land  ? 

Chf.  Great,  and  increafing  :  but  by  Sea 
He  is  an  abfolute  Mafter. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 
'Would,  we  had  fpoke  together  I  hafte  v/e  for  it ; 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourfelves  in  arms,  difpatch  we 
The  bufinefs  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Caf.  With  moft  gladnefs  ; 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  Sifter's  view. 
Whither  (Iraight  Til  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,    Lepidus,  not  lack  your  company. 

Lip.  Noble  Antony y  not  fickncfs  ftiould  detain  mc. 

[Fiouri/h.      Exeunt. 

SCENE    in. 

Manent  Enobarbus,  Agrippa,  Mecasnas. 

Mec.  Welcome  from  jEgypt^  Sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Cxfar,  worthy  Mecams  ! 
my  honourable  friend,  Agrippa  ! 

Agr.   Good  Enobarbus  ! 

Mec.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  fo 
well  digefted  :  you  ftay'd  well  by't  in  JEgypt. 

Eno.  Ay,  Sir,  we  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenance, 
and  made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wiW  boars  roafted  whole  at  a  breakfaft, 
and  but  twelve  perfons  there  ; Is  this  true  ? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  flie  by  an  eagle  :  we  had 
much  more  monftroua  matter  of  feaft,  which  worthily 
deferved  noting. 

Mec.  She's  a  moll  triumphant  Lady,  if  report  be 
fquare  to  her. 

Eno.  When  (he  firft  met  Mark  Antony,  flie  purs'd  up 
his  heart  upon  the  river  of  Cvdnus. 

Agr.  There  (he  appear'd,  indeed  j  or  my  reporter 
devis'd  well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you  ; 
**  The  Barge  fhe  fat  in,  like  a  burnia^'d  Throne, 
"  Burnt  on  the  water;  the  poop  was  beaten  gold, 

"  Purple 
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"  Purple  the  fails,  and  fo  perfumed,  chat 

"  The  Winds  were  love-fick  with  'em  i  t\C  oars  were 

*•  filver, 
**  Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  ma*de 
"  The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  fafter, 
*'  As  amorous  of  their  ftrokes.     For  her  o^vn  perfon 
"  It  beggar'd  all  defcription  ;    rtie  did  lye  ' 

"  In  her  pavilion,  cloth  of  gold,  of  tiflue, 
"  8  O'er-piauring  that  Venus,  where  we  fee 
"  The  Fancy  out-work  Nature.     On  each  fide  her, 
«*  Stood  pretty  dimpled  Boys,  like  fmiling  C«//V/, 
*'  With  divers-colour'd  fans,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
•*  To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
*'  And  what  they  undid,  did. 
jigr.  Oh,  rare  for  Antony  / 
Eno.  "  Her  Gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereids^ 
"  So  many  Mermaids,  tended  her  i'  th'  eyes, 
^'  9  And  made  their  Bends  adorings.     At  the  helm, 
♦*  A feeming Mermaid  fleers;  the  filken  tackles 
"  Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  flower-foft  hands, 
"  That  yarely  frame  the  office.     From  the  Barge 
A  ftrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.     The  City  caft 
Her  People  out  upon  her ;  and  Jnfony, 
Enthron'd-i'th'  Market-place,  did  fit  alone. 
Whittling  to  th'  air.;   »  which,  but  for  vacancy, 

Z  O'er-piSIunKg  tbatVf^nus,  'U'herr  ive  f,e  &c.]     Meaningthe 
f^enus  of  Protogeres mentioned  hy  Pliny,   \.  35.  c.  10. 

9  Avd  made  their  bends  a  D  o  R  N  i  n  g s. J  This  is  fenfe  indeed . 

and  maybe  underftood  thus,  her  maids  bowed  with  fo  good  an  air, 
that  It  added  new  graces  to  them.  But  this  is  not  what  $hakefpear 
vyould  fay  :  Cleopatra,  in  this  famous  fcene,  perfonated  Venus  juft 
nfing  from  the  waves  :  at  which  time  the  Mythologifts  tell  u^  the 
Sea -deities  furrounded  the  goddefs  to  adore,  and  pay  her  homace. 
Agreeably  to  this  fable  Cleopatra  had  drelTed  her  maids,  the  poet 
tells  us,  like  Nereids.  To  make  the  whole  therefore  conformable  to 
the  ftory  reprefented,  we  may  be  affured  Shake/pear  wrote, 

And  made  their  bends  aporings. 
They  did  her  obfervance  in  the  pofture  of  adoration,  as  if  ihe  had 
been  Venus. 

I ™  which,  but  for  'vacancy, 

Hadgone J     Alluding  to  an  axiom  in  the  peripatetic  phi- 

Jolophy  then  in  vogue,  that  Nature  abhors  a  vacuum. 

Had 
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Had'gone  to  gaze  on  C/^ff^/jr/r«  too. 
And  hiade  a  gap  in  Nature. 

Jgty  Rare  ^Egyptian  ! 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  fent  to  her. 
Invited  her  to  fupper  :  Ihe  reply'd, 
It  fhould  be  better,  he  became  her  gueft  ; 
Which  (he  intreated.     Our  courteous  Antony^ 
Whom  ne'fij-  the  word  of  No  Woman  heard  fpeak^ 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  thefeaftj 
And  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart. 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  Wench  ! 
She  made  great  Cafar  lay  his  fword  to  bed  j 
He  plough'd  lier,  and  fhe  cropt. 

Eno.  I  £aw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through  the  publick  flreet : 
And  having  loft  her  breath,  (he  fpoke,  and  panted 
That.fhe  did  make  defeft,  perfeaion. 
And  breathlefs  power  breathe  forth. 

Mec.  Now  -(dr«/o»;muft  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never,  he  will  not. 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftom  ftale 
Her  infinite  variety  :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed  ;  but  fhe  makes  hungry,*/^ 
Where  moft  (he  fatisfies.     For  vileft  things         * 
Become  themfelves  in  her,  that  the  holy  Priefts 
Blefs  her,  when  fheis  riggifh. 

Mec.  *  U  beauty,  wifdom,  modefty,  can  fettk 
The  heart  of  Antony^  O^avia  is 
A  bleft  allott'ry  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  go. 
Good  Enobarbusy  make  yourfelf  my  gucfl, 
Whilft  you  abide  here. 

2  If  beauty,  luijdom,  modcjly,  can  fettle 
T'be  heart  of  Antony,  Octavia  is 

A  blcffed  L 0 T  T ER  Y  r.  him.-]     Methink.,  It  i,  a  very  indi^l 
ferent  comphmentin Mfc^;7^i  to  call  0c7aW^  a  lottery    as  if  i 
might  turn  up  blank,  as  well  as  prove  a  pri^ie  to   Anions,      Th^ 
poet  wrote   as  I  have  reform'd  the  text,  allottxry,  there  b" 
mg  as  much  difference  between  lottery  and  allottery^  as  between  "a 
prcfent  def5gnation  and  a  future  chance.  oetween  a 

En9^ 
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Eno.  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antony,  Caefar,  Oflaria  betiveenthem, 

Jnt.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will 'fome- 
times 
Divide  me  from  your  bofom. 

Oda.  All  which  time, 
Before  the  Gods  my  knee  ihall  bow  in  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant,  Good  night.  Sir.     My  Oaa<vtay 
Read  not  my  blemifhes  in  the  world's  report : 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare,   but  That  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  th'  rule;  good  night,  dear  Ladv. 

OSia.  Good  night.  Sir. 

Ccef.  Goodnight.  [£'Ava«/ Caefar  ^7«^0a  a  via. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Sooth/ay er. 

jitit.  Now,  firrah  !  do  you  wiSi  your  felf  in  JBgypt  ^ 

Sooth.   'Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor 
you  thither  ! 

Ant.   If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 

Sooth.  -  I  fee  it  in  my   Motion,  have  it  not  in  my 
Tongue  ;  but  yet  hie  you  to  ^€|;)// again. 

Ant.  Say  to  me,  whofe  fortune  fhail  rife  higher, 
Cafar^  or  mine  ? 

Sooth.  C,^far%. Therefore,  oh  Antony,  flay  not 

by  his  fide. 
Thy  Damon,  that's  thy  fpirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  couragious,  high,  unmatchable. 
Where  Cafar's  is  not.     But,  near  him,  thy  angel 
3  Becomes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd  ;  and  there- 
fore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  'Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee  ;  no  more,  but  when  to 
thee.' 
If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  game, 

2  I  fee  it  in  my  motion, — ]  ;.  e.  the  divinatory  agitation. 

3  £fco;;;fi^Fear,— -j     /.  e,  a  fearful  thirig.     The  abflraa 
for  the  concrete, 

Thou'rt 
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Thdu'rt  fure  to  lofe  :  and,  of  that  natural  luck, 
He  btats  thee  'gainft  the  odds.     Thy  luftre  thickens, 
Wh^ri  he  fhines  by  ;  I  fay  again,    thy  Spirit 
Is  aU  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him. 
But,  Jie  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone  : 
Say  io  Vent idius,  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

[  Exit  Sooth. 
He  fhall  to  Parthia  ;  be  it  art,  or  hap, 
He  hath  fpoke  true.     The  very  dice  obey  him  ; 
And,  in  our  Sports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance  ;  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpeeds ; 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  ftill  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  nought  :  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  in-hoop'd  at  odds.     I  V7ill  to  JEgypt  ; 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
I'  th'  eaft  my  pleafure  lies.     Oh,  come,  Fentidius, 

Enter  Ventidius. 
You  mull  to  Parthia,   your  commiflion's  ready  : 
Follow  me  and  receiv't.  \_Exeuni, 

Enter   Lepidus,  Mecsenas,  and  Agrippa. 

Lep,  Trouble   your  felves   no   farther  :    pray  you, 
h  alien 
Your  Generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,   MarJ^  /Antony 
Will  e'en  but  kifs  Oaa'via,   and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  'Till  I  (hall  fee  you  in  your  Soldiers'  drefs. 
Which  will  become  you  Both,  farewel. 

Mec.  We  fhall. 
As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  th'  mount 
Before  you,   Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  (horter. 
My  purpofes  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Both.  Sir,  good  fuccefs. 

Lep.  Farewel.  [Exeunt, 
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Changes   to  the  Palace  in  Alexandria. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  /"^  I V  E  me  fome  mufick  :    mufick,    moody 

VJ         food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love  ■ 


Omnes.  The  mufick,   hoa  ! 

Enter  Mardian  the  Eunuch. 
Cieo,,Let  it  alone,  let's  to  billiards :  come,  Char- 
mian, 
Char.  My  arm  is  fore,  beft  play  with  Mardian. 
Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  Eunuch  play'd, 
As  with  a  woman.     Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  Sirf 
Mar.  As  well  as  I  can.  Madam. 
Cleo.  And  when  good  will  is  fhew'd,  tho^t  come  too 
ihort. 
The  aflor  may  plead  pardon.     V\\  none  now. 
Give  me  mine  angle,  we'll  to  th'  river,  there. 
My  mufick  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fifh  ;  my  bended  hook  fhall  pierce 
Their  flimy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
I'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony^ 
And  fay,  ah,  ha!  }ou're  caught. 

Char.  'Twas  merry,  when 
You  wager'd  on  your  angling  ;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  fait  fi(h  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time  ! oh  times  T  

I  laught  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  night 

I  laught  him  into  patience  :  and  next  morn. 

Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed  : 

5  Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilfl: 

I  wore  his  fword  Philippan.    Oh,  from  Italy !  .. 


5  Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  ivhilji 

Invore  £';i/wpr</ Philippan, — ]  This  is  finely  imagined.  The 
fpcaker  is  fuppofed  to  do  this  in  imitation  of  OmphaJe,  in  her 
treattaent  gf  HtrctiUs  the  gr«at  anceftor  of  Antony, 

Enter 
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Enttr  a  Mejfenger, 
Ram\hou  thy  faithful  tidings  in  mine  ears. 
That  j  long  time  have  been  barren, 

mf.  Madam  !  Madam  \ 

Ci^.  Antony  %  dead  ?  

If  thob  fay  fo,  villain,  thou  kiirft  thy  miftrefs : 
But  w^ll  and  free, 

If  thou  io  yield  him,    there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  blueft  veins  to  kifs :  a  hand,  that  Kings 
Have  lipt,  and  trembled  kifling. 

Mef.  Fir  ft,  Madam,   he  is  welL 

Cleo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.     But,  iirrah,  mark, 
we  ufe 
To  fay,  the<lead  are  well  :  bring  it  to  that. 
The  gold,  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill- uttering  throat. 

Mef.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will  : 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face.     If  Anto?ty 
Be  free  and  healthful  ;  why  fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings  ?  if  not  well. 
Thou  fhould'ft  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  fnakes, 
^  Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mef.  Will't  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Cieo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee,  ere  thou  fpeak'ft ; 
Yet,  if  thou  fay  Antony  lives,  'tis  well. 
Or  friends  with  Cajar^  or  not  captive  to  him, 
7  I'll  fet  thee  in  a  Ihower  of  gold,  and  haii 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

6  Not  like  a  formal  man.\      "Formal,  for  ordinary, 

7  /'//  jet  thee  in  a  poiver  of  gold,   and  hail 

Rich  p'arls  upon  thee.J  That  is,  I  will  give  thee  a  kingdom  5 
It  being  the  caftern  ceremony,  at  the  coronation  of  their  Kings,  to 
powdsr  them  with  gold-duji  and  feed -pear  I :  fo  Milton, 

— the  gorgeous  Eaji  ijuith  liberal  h  ani 

Sbonvers  on  her  Kings  barbaric  pearl  and  gold. 
In  the  life  of  Timur-bec  or  Tamerlane  written  by  a  Perftan  con- 
temporary author,  are  the  following  words,  as  traiiflated  by  Mon- 
iieur  Petit  de  la  Croix,  in  the  account  there  given  of  his  coronation. 
Book  ii.  chap  i.  Les  Princes  du  fang  rofal  &  les  Emirs  repan^ 
dirent  a  pleines  mains  fur  fa  tete  quantite  d'or  &  depierreries  fe- 
lon U  coutume* 

G  2  Mef. 
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Mef.  Madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo.  Well  faid. 

Mef.  And  friends  with  Cafar. 

Cleo.  Thou'rt  an  honefl:  man. 

Mef.  Co-far  and  he,  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cko.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

ikf^/  But  yet.  Madam 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  hut  yet,   it  does  allay 
8  The  good  precedence  ;  fie  upon  hut  yet  : 
But  yet  is  as  a  jaylor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monflrous  Malefador.     Pr'ythee,  friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together  :  he's  friends  with  Cafar^ 
In  ftate  of  health,  thou  fay'ft  ;  and  thou  fay'ft,  free. 

Mef  Free,    Madam  !  no  :  I  made  no  fuch  report. 
He's  bound  unto  O^a^via. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mef.  For  the  bed  turn  i'  th'  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  married  to  OBanjia. 

Cleo,  The  moft  infedious  peftilence  upon  thee ! 

\_Strikes  him  donun. 

Mef.  Good  Madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  fay  you  ?  [Strikes  him. 

Hence,  horrible  villain,  or  I'll  fpurn  thine  eyes 
Like  bails  before  me  ;  I'll  unhair  thy  head  : 

\_She  hales  him  up  and  dcwn. 
Thou  (halt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  ftew'd  in  brine. 
Smarting  in  lingring  pickle. 

Mef  Gracious  Madam, 
I,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say  'tis  not  (o,  a  province  I  will  give  thee. 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  :  the  blow,  thou  had'/l. 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage  ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
Thy  modelly  can  beg. 

A.ef.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long. 

[^Dranvs  a  dagger. 

%  Ti&t  ^6c>r/ precedence  J — ]  Prftrti/tv.'C:',  for  Precedent. 

Mef 
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Mef.  Nay,  then  I'll  run  : 
WhAt  mean  you,  Madam  ?  I  have  made  no  fault.  [^Exit, 
Qpar.   Good    Madam,  keep  yourfelf  within  your- 
\  felf, 

The\man  is    innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'fcape  not  the  thunderbolt  — - 
Melt  ^^Pjv/)/ into  Ntle\  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  ferpents !    call  the  flave  again  ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him  i  call. 
Char.  He  is  afraid  to  come. 
Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him. 
Thefe  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  ftrike 
A  meaner  than  myfelf  :  lince  I  myfelf 
Have  given  myfelf  the  caufe.     Come  hither,  Sir, 

Re-enter  the  Mejfenger. 
Though  it  be  honeft,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news  :  give  to  a  gracious  meffage 
An  hoft  of  tongues,  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves,  when  they  be  felt. 
Mef,  I  have  done  my  duty. 
Cleo.  Is  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  than  I  do, 
li  you  again  fay,  Yes. 

Mef.  He's  married.  Madam. 

Cleo.  The  Gods  confound  thee !  doft  thou  hold  there 

ftill  ? 
Mef.  Should  I  lie.  Madam  ? 
Cleo.  Oh,  I  would,  thou  didft  ; 
So  half  my  JEgypt  were  fubmerg'd,  and  made 
A  ciftern  for  fcal'd  fnakes !  go,  get  thee  hence, 
Hadft  thou  Narcijfus  in  thy  face,  to  me 

Thou  wouldft  appear  moil  ugly  :  he  is  married  ? 

Me/.  I  crave  your  Highnefs'  pardon, 

Cleo.  He  is  married  ? > 

Mef.   Take  no  offence,  that   I   would  not   offend 

To  punifh  me  for  what  you  make  me  do. 
Seems  much  unequal :  he's  married  to  Oaavia, 
Cleo.  Oh,  that  his   fault   fhould   make  a  knave  of 
thee, 

G  3  That 


126       Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

(a)  That  fay'ft  but  what  thou'rt  furc  of!  —  Get  thee 

herce. 
The  merchandifes,  thou  haft  brought  from  R(mte^[ 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me  : 
Lye  they  upon  thy  hand,  and  be  undone  by  'em  ,-^ 

lExit  Mi/. 

Char.   Good  your  Highnefs,  patienv,c. 

Cleo.  In  praifing  j^ntony,   I  have  difprais'd  Cafar. 

Char.  Many  times.  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  am  paid  for  it  now  :  lead  me  from  hence, 

I  faint ;  oh  Iras^  Charmian 'tis  no  matter.  .■ 

Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Jlexas^  bid  him 
jReport  the  feature  of  Oaavta,  her  years. 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair.     Bring  me  word  quickly, 

Let  him  for  ever  go let  him  not,  Charmian  ; 

Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
Th'  oiher  way  he's  a  Mars.     Bid  you  Jlexas 
Bring  word,  how  tall  file  is :   pity  me,    Chartniany 
But  ffeak  not  to  me.     Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

lExeuat. 

SCENE     VL 
Change f  to  the  Coaji  of  Italy,  near  Mifenum. 

Etiter  Pompey  and  Menas,  at  one  door,  ivith  drum  and 
trumpet :  At  another,  Casfar,  Lepidus,  Antony,  Eno- 
barbuf ,   Mecasnas,  Agrippa,  rwtth  Soldiers  marching. 

Tom.  'VT'OUR  hoflages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine  ; 
Jl        And  we  fhall  talk  before  we  fight. 
Caf.  Moft  meet, 
That  firft  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  we 
Our  written  purpofes  before  us  fent  ,• 
Which,  if  thou  haft  connder'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  diicontented  fword, 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth. 
That  elfe  muft  perifn  here. 

[  (a)  Tnat  Jafji  hut  ivhat  —  Oxford  Editor.  — —  Vulg.  T:hat 
art  not  tvhat  —— >^-  2 
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iVw.  To  you  all  three, 
The\Senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 

Ch»dP  fadors  for  the  Gods,^ 1  do  not  know,. 

W.Verefore  my  Father  fhould  Revengers  want, 
Hav>ing  a  Son  and  Friends ;   fince  Julius  Cafar^ 
(Whb  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghofted,) 
There  faw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it. 
That  mov*d  pale  Caffius  to  confpire  ?  and  what 
Made  Thee,   all-honour'd,  hontR  Roman.  Bruf us, 
With  the  arm'd  reft,  Courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom^ 
To  drench  the  Capitol,  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man,  but  a  man  ?  And  That  is  it. 
Hath  made  me  rig  ray  Navy  :  At  whofe  burthen 
The  anger'd  Ocean  foams,   with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  th'  ingratitude  that  defpightful  Rome 
Gail  on  my  noble  Father. 

C^/.  Take  your  time. 

Jftt.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Tompeyy  with  thy  fails. 
Well  fpeak  with  thee  at  fea.  At  land,  thou  know'ft. 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed, 
Thou  doft  o'er- count  me  of  my  Father's  houfe. 
But  fince  the  cuckow  builds  not  for  himfelf. 
Remain  in't,  as  thou  may'ft. 

Lep.  Be  pleased  to  tell  us, 
(For  this  is  from  the  prefent,)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you. 

Caf.   There's  the  point. 

Ant.   Which  do  not  be  intrcated  to,   bat  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

Caf.    And  what  may  follow 
To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom.  You've  made  me  offer 
Of   Sicily,    Sardinia :  and  I  mufl 
Rid  all  the  fea  of  Pirates  ;  then  to  fend 
Meafures  of  wheat  to  Rome  :  this  'greed  upon. 
To  part  with  unhackt  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targe  undinted. 

Omnes.    That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then, 
I  came  before  you  here,  a  man  prepar'd 
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To  take  this  offer  :    But  Mark  Antony  ,; 

Put  me  to  feme  impatience. .Though  I  lofe 

The  praife  of  it  by  telling,    you  muftknow, 
When  C^far  and  your  Brother  were  at  blows. 
Your  Mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.   I  have  heard  it,  Pompey, 
And  am  well  ftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks. 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand  : 
1  did  not  think.  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'  th'  Eall  are  foft  j  and  thanks  to  you. 
That  caird  me  timelier  than  my  purpofe  hither : 
For  I've  gain'd  by  it. 

Caf.   Since  1  favv  you  laft. 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Po^n.    Well,  1  know  not, 
9  What  counts  hard  fortune  calls  upon  my  face  ; 
But  m  my  bofom  fhe  fnall  never  come. 
To  make  my  heart  her  vaffal. 

Lep.    Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  fo,    Lepidus,  thus  we  are  agreed  : 
I  crave,  our  compofition  may  be  written 
And  feal'd  between  us.  i 

Caf.  That's  the  next  to  do.  I 

Pofft,  We'll  feaft  each  other,  ere  we  part,  and  let's 
Draw  lots  who  (hall  begin. 

Ant.    That  I  will,  Po?npey. 

Pom.    No,    Antony y   take  the  lot : 
But,    fifit  or  laft,   your  fine  ^Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I've  heard,   that  Julius  Cafar 
Grew  fat  with  feafting  there. 

Ant,   You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.    I  have  fair  meaning,    Sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard. 
And  I  have  heard,   Apollodo  rus  carried ■■■         i 

£no.  No  more  of   that :   he  did  fo. 

Pom.    What,   I  pray  yoa  ? 

9  JVhat  counts  kard fortune  cafts,  &c.]  Metaphor  from  making 
marks  or  lines  in  cafting  accounts  in  arithmetick. 
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J5?-^.   A  certain  Queen  to  Cafar  in  a  mattrefs.  ^ 

PoL    I  know  thee  now,  how  far'ft  thou,  Soldier? 

i>.   Well  ; 
AncTwell  am  like  to  do  ;   for,   I  perceive. 
Four  IFeafts  are  toward. 

Por^.    Let  me  fhake  thy  hand, 
I  never  hated  thee  :    I  have  feen  thee  fight. 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Em.   Sir, 
I  never  lov'd  you  much,   but  I  ha'  praisM  ye. 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  faid  you  did. 

?om.  Enjoy  thy  plainnefs. 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee  ; 
Aboard  my  Galley  I  invite  you  all. 
Will  you  lead,    Lords? 

All.   Shew's  the  way,    Sir. 

Pom.    Come.       [Exeunt      Manent^x^oh.andMcTi'3,%. 

Men.  Thy  Father,   Pompey,   would  ne'er  have  made 
this  Treaty. 
You  and  I  have  known,   Sir. 

Em.    At  Tea,    I  think. 

Men.  We  have,    Sir. 

Em.   *'  You  have  done  well  by  water. 

Men.  **  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  **  »  I  will  praife  any  man  that  will  praife  me, 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own 
fafety  :    you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  fea. 

Mn.   And  you  by  land. 

Em.  There  I  deny  my  land-fervice  j  but  give  me 
your  hand,  Menas,  if  our  eyes  had  authority,  here 
they  might  take  two  thieves  kiiTing. 

1  I  ivill  praife  any  man  that  nvill praife  mef]  The  poet's  art  in 
delivering  this  humourous  fentiment  (which  gives  us  To  very  true 
and  natural  a  piclure  of  the  commerce  of  the  world)  can  never  be 
fufficiently  admired.  The  confeflion  could  come  from  none  but  a 
frank  and  rough  charadler  like  the  fpeaker's  j  and  the  moral  leflbn 
infinuated  under  it,  xhztfattery  can  make  its  v/ay  thio'  the  moft 
llubborn  manners,  deferves  our  ferious  reflexion, 
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Men,  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatfoe'er  their  band* 
are 

Eno.  But  there  is  ne'er  a  fair  woman,  has  a  truk'  face. 

Men.    Noflander they  Ileal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  forry  it  is  turn'd  to  a 
Drinking.  Pompey  doth  this  da,y  laugh  away  his  for- 
tune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,   fure,    he  cannot  weep*"t  back  again. 

Men.   You've  faid.    Sir ;    we  look'd  not   for  Mark 
Antony  here  ;    pray  you,    is  he  married  to  Cleopatra? 
Eno.    Cafar^i  Sifter  is  called  OSia'via. 

Men.  True,  Sir,  fhe  was  the  Wife  of  Caiui  Mar- 
idl'js. 

Eno.  But  now  fhe  is  the  Wife,  of  Marcus  Antcnius^ 

Men.  Pray  ye,  Sir  ?• 

Eno.    'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then   is  Cafar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  U  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  Unity,  I 
would  not  propheCe  fo. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpofe  made 
more  in  the  marriage,   than  the  love  of  fhe  parties. 

E?io.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you.  (hall  find,  the  band^ 
that  feems  to  tie  their  friendfliip  together,  will  be  the- 
very  ftrangler  of  their  amity :  Oda'via  is  of  a  holy^ 
cold,   and  Ib'll  conveifation. 

Men>   Who  would  not  have  his  Wife  fo  } 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himfelf  is  not  fo  :  which  is  Mark- 
Antony.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  Difh  again  ;  then 
(hall  the  fighs  of  Qaa^j'ia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Cafa)!^ 
and,  as  I  faid  before,  that  which  is  the  ftrength  o£ 
their  amity,  (liall  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their 
variance.  Antony  will  ufe  his  afFedion  where  it  i^:. 
He  married  but  his  occafjon  here. 

y>tn.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will  you 
aboard  ?   I  have  a  health  for  you.. 

Eno.  I  ftiall  take  it,  Sir  :  we  have  U5*d  our  throats  mi 
Mgypt. 

Mtn.  Come,  lei'5  away,  ^Exeunt. 
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SCENE    VII. 

On  Board  Pompey*j  Galley. 

'Miif,ck  flays.     Enter  tivo  or    three  Servants  nuith  a 

\  Banquet. 

,  5^v,  TTERE  they'll  be,  man:  fome  o'their  plants 
W  are  ill  rooted  already,  the  leaft  wind  i'ttf 
world  will  blow  them  down. 
2  Ser.   Lepidus  is  high  colourM. 

1  Ser.    *  i  hey  have  ipade  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Ser.  5  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofuion, 
he  cries  out,  no  more  ;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty, 
and  himlelf  to  th'  Drink. 

1  Ser.  But  it  raifes  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
his  difcretion. 

2  Ser.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great 
men's  fellowihip  :  I  had  as  lieve  have  a  reed  that  will 
do  me  no  fervice,  as  a  Partizan  I  could  not  heave. 

1  Ser.  To  be  call'd  into  a  huge  fphere,  and  not  to 
befeen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where. eyes  fliould^ 
he,   which  pitifully  difafter  the  checks. 

Trumpets.  Enter  Caefar,  Antony,  Pompey,  Lepidus, 
Agrippa,  Meca;nas,  Enobarbus,  Mcnas,  ivith  other 
Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,   Sir:   they  take  the  flow  o'th* 

mie 

By  certain  fcale  i'th' pyramid  ;    they  know. 

By  th'  height,    the  lownefs,   or  the  mean,   if  dearth^ 

Or  folzon,  follow.     The  higher  t^ilus  fwells. 

The  more  it  promifes  ;    as  it  ebbs,  the  Seedfman 

Upon  the  .Oime  and  ooze  fcatters  his  grain. 

And  IhoFily  comes  to  harveil. 

a  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink.]  A  phrafe,  among* 
good  fellows,  ta  fignify  that  liquor  of  another's  fhare  which  his 
companion  drinks  to  eafe  him.  But  it  latirically  alludes  to  Cixjar 
and  Antony\  admitting  him  into  the  triumvirate,  in  order  to  take 
off  from  themfelves  the  load  of  envy. 

3  A%  they  finch  one  another  by  the  difpofition,']  A  phrafe  equiva^ 
lent  ta  that  now  in  ufe,  of  Teaching  en-a  in  a  fare  place, 
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Lep.    You've  ftrange  ferpents  there.  / 

Jint     Ay,    Lfpiaus. 

Lep.  Your  ferpent  of  ^gypt  is  bred  now  of  j^cur 
mud  by  the  operation  of  your  Sun;  fo  is  your  Crocodile. 

Jut.    They  are  To.  ' 

Pam.    Sirrah,   fome  v.'ine!    a  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lep.    I  am  not  fo  as  1  fhould  be  : 
But  I'll  ne'er  out. 

Em.  Not  'till  you  have  flept;  I  fear  me,  you'll  be 
in,    'till  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolemfs 
Pyramifis  are  very  gocdiy  things ;  without  contra- 
diflion,    I  have  heard  that. 

Men.    Pompey,    a  word.  \^Afide. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear,    what  is't  } 

Men.  Forfake  thy  feat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  Captain, 
And  hear  rae  fpeak  a  word. 

/•i^zw    Forbear  me,    'till  anon.  \Whifpers. 

This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.    What  manner  o'thing  is  your  Crocodile  ? 

Ant.  It  is  Ihap'd,  Sir,  like  itfelf ;  and  it  is  as  broad 
as  it  hath  breadth  ;  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves 
with  its  own  organs.  It  lives  by  that  which  noo- 
rifheth  it ;  and  the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it  tranf- 
migrates. 

Lep.    What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.    Of  it's  own  colour  too. 

Lep.   'Tis  a  ftrange  ferpent. 

Ant.  'Tis  fo,   and  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 

Caf.   Will  this  defcription  fatisfie  him  ? 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  elfe 
he  is  a  very  Epicure. 

Pom.  Go  hang,  Sir,  hang  f  tell  me  of  that  ?  away  f 
Do  as  I  bid  you.     Where's  the  Cup  I  call'd  for? 

Men.    If  for  the  fake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me,, 
J^ife  from  thy  ftool. 
Pom,  I  think,   thou'rt  mad  \  the  matter  ? 

Men.  I  have  ever   held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom,  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith  :  what's 
«Ife  to  fay  ?  be  jolly.  Lords. 

Ant.  Thcfe  ^uick-fandsj    Lepidus, 
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Keep  off  them,  'fore  you  fink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  world  ? 

Pom.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  the  whole  world  ?  that*s 
twice. 

Poik.  How  fhall  that  be  ? 

Men.  But  entertain  it. 
And  though  you  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Haft  thou  drunk  well? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,    I  have  kept  me  from  the  Cup.. 
Thou  art,   if  thou  dar'ft  be,  the  earthly  Jove  : 
What  e'er  the  Ocean  pales,  or  Sky  inclips. 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 

Pom.  Shew  me  which  way. 

Men.  Thefe  three  World -iharers,  thefe  Competitors, 
Are  in  thy  Veffel.     Let  me  cut  the  cable  : 
And  when  we  are  put  off,   fall  to  their  throats : 
All  then  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  ftioqldft  have  done. 
And  not  have  fpoken  on't.     In  me,  'tis  villany  j. 
In  thee,  't  had  been  good  fervice  :  thou  muft  know,. 
'Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
Mine  honour,  it :  repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  fo  betray'd  thine  aft.     Being  done  unknown^ 
I  ftiould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  muft  condemn  it  now.     Defift,  and  drink. 

Men.   For  this, 
I'll  never  follow  ^  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more  ; 
Who  feeks  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  ofFer'd,. 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Ant.  Bear  him  aftioar,  I'll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey. 

Eno.    Here's  to  thee.  Menus. 

Men.   EnobarbuSy  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill  'till  the  Cup  be  hid. 

Eno,  There's  a  ftrong  fellow,  Menas 

\_Pointifig  to  LepiduSo 

4     '        thy  pall'd  fortunes ]  Pall'd^  /.  e,  dead.  Metaphor 

taken  from  funeral  foicmnities. 
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Men.  Why  ?  /' 

En't.  He  bears  the  third  part  of  the  world,    man  V 
feeft  not  ? 

Men.    The    third   part  then  is  drunk  ;  'would,  it 
were  all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Ens.  Drink  thou,   encrcafe  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.   This  is  not  an  Alexandrian  Feaft. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it;    ftrike  the  velTels,   hoa. 
Here  is  to  Cafar. 

Caf.  I  could,  well  forbear  it  j 
It's  monftrous  labour  when  I  wafh  my  braia,, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.   Be  a  child  o'th'  time. 

Cfsf.  Pofiefs  it,  I'll  make  anfwer  ;  but  I  had. rather; 
f^ft  from  all,  four  days,  than  drink  fo  much  in  one. 

Eno.   Ha,   my  brave   Emperor,  fhall  we  dance  now 
the  ^Egyptian  Bacchanals,    and  celebrate  our  Drink  ? 

Pom.   Let's  ha't,,  good  Soldier. 

Ant.  Come,   let's  all  take  hands  ; 
'Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  Iteept  our  fenfc 
In  foft  and  delicate  Leths. 

Eno.  Ail  take  hands : 
Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  mufick, 
The  while  I'll  place  you  ;    then  the  Boy  (hall  fmg 
The  Holding  every  man  fhall  beat  as  loud 
As  his  ftrong  Sides  can  volly. 

iMufick  ptajs.    Enobarbus  p/aets  them  hand  in  handiX 

The    SONG. 

Come,    then  Monarch  of  the  Vim^. 
Plummy  Biicchus,   ijoith  pink  eyne. 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  dronjon  d  : 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  he  croivnd  /: 
Cup  us,   ^ till  the 'world go  round  i 
Cup  usy   ''till  the  n>jorld  go  round. 

Caf.  What  would  you  more  ?  Pompey,  good  nightJ 
Good  Brother, 

Let: 
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Let  me  reqaefl  yoa  ofF;  our  graver  bufinefs 
Frowns  at  this  levity.     Gentle  Lords,  let's  part; 
You  fee,  we  have   burnt  our  cheek.     Strong  Enobarhui 
Is  weaker  than  the  wind  ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  fpeaks ;  the  wild  difguife  hath  almoft 
Antjckt  us  all.    What  needs  more  woids  ?  good  nighti 
Good  Antony y  your  hand. 

Pom.  I'll  try  you  on  the  fhoar. 

Ant.  And  (hall.  Sir ;   give's  your  hand. 

Fom.  5  Oh,  Antony^   you  have  my  father's  houfe.. 
But,  what !  we*re  friends ;   come  down  into  the  boat; 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not,.  Menax. 
.  Men.  I'll  not  on  ihoar  ;. 

No,   to  my  cabin thefe  drums  X 

Thefe  trumpets,  flutes  !  what ! 
Let  Neptune  hear,   we  bid  a  loud  farewel 
To  thefe  great  fellows.  Sound,    and  be   hang'd,  found 
out.  [Sound  a  fiourijh^  ^uuith  drums. 

Eno.  Hoo,  fays  a  !   there's  my  cap. 

AJtn.  Hoa! noble  Captain,   come.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    III.      SCENE     L 

J,  Camp  in  a  Part  o/' Syrian 

Enter  Vcntidius,  as  after   Conqueji  ;  the   dead  body  of 
Pacorus  home   before  him,  Silius,    Rornan  Soldiers, 
^    and  Attendants 

Vin.  "VT^^*  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  ftruck  rand 


N 


now 


Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  llarcus  Crafus^  death 
Make  me  revenger.     Bear  the  King's  fon's  bod/ 

5  Oh,  Antony,  you  lan^e  -my  father' t  hoifc,]  The  hiftorian 
Pater  cuius  hys,  Cum  Pompeio  quoque  circa  Mifcnuni  pax  inita  :  Qui 
caudabfurde^cum  in  na've  Ccefarcmqtie  (^.  An'tonium'ccena  excipertt^ 
dixit  :  in  Carinis  fais  fe  ccenam  dare :  referem  hoc  diamn  ad  loci 
■nomer.,  in  quo  pater na  doniui  ah  Ant»nio  pojjidebatur  :  Our  authaf 
Jhg'  he  ioft  the  joke,  yet  fecms  willing  to  commemcrate  the  ftory*.' 

Before 
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Before  our  Hoft  ;    thy  Pacorus,   Oredes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  CraJJus. 

Si/.  Noble  Ventidius^  ., 

Whilfl:  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  fword  is  warm, 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow :  Spur  through  Merita, 
Mefopotamia,  and  the  fhelters  whither 
The  routed  fly.     So  thy  grand  Captain  Antony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Fen.   Oh,   Siliusy   Silius, 
I've  done  enough.     A  lower  place,    note  well, 
May  make  too  great  an  a<fl :  for  learn  this,  Silius, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  fame,  when  he,  we  ferve,  's  away, 
Ccefav  and   Antony  have  ever  v/on 
More  in  their  officer,    than  perfon.     SoJ/tus, 
One  of  my  Place  in  Syria,   his  Lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown. 
Which  he  atchievM  by  th'  minute,  loft  his  Favour, 
Who  does  i'  th'  wars  more  than  his  Captain  can, 
Becornes   his  Captain's  Captain  ;  and  ambition, 
(The  foldier's  virtue)  rather  makes  choice  of  lof?. 
Than  gain  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good, 
But  'twould  oiFend  him  ;   and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perifii. 

Si/.  Thou  haft,  Ventidius,  ^  That,  without  the  which 
A  foldier  and  his  fword  grant  fcarce  diftindlion  : 
Thou  wilt   write  to  Antony  ? 

Ven.  ril  humbly  fignilie  what  in  his  name, 
*  That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected ; 


\ 


—  That,  ivithout  the  ivkicb 


A  foldier  and  his  fiaord  ^rznX.  fcarce  diJlinEiion  ;]   Grant,  for* 
afford.     It  is  badly  and  cbfcurely  expreiled  J  but   the  fenfe  is  this,. 
Thou   hafi    th'at^   Ventidius",     ivhicb    if  thou   didfi  ivant^    there 
ivould  be    no  didinEiion  betiveen  thee  and  thy  fjvord.      You  looul 
both  be  equalh)  cutting  and  fenf clefs.     This   was  wifdom   or  know- 
ledge of  the  world.    Ventidius  had  told  him  the  reafons  why  he  die 
not  purfue  his  advantages  :  And  his  friend,  by  this  compliment,! 
acknowledges  them  to  be  of  weight. 

2  That   mzp.C3.\  ivcrd  of  ivar,  — --]  This   admirably   well 
exprefles  what  the  Ror,:ans  meant  by  their  Aufpuiurr.  Ducis : 
which  they  were  fo  remarkably  fuperftitious, 

Ho\ 
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Ho\i  with  his  Banners,  and  his  well-paid  Ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet- beaten  Horfe  oi  Part  hi  a 
We've  jaded  out  o'th' field. 

Sil.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Ven.  He  purpofeth  to  Athens ;  with  what  hafle 
The  yeight  we  muft  convey  with's  will  permit. 

We  fi^all  appear  before  him.     On,  there ;  >  pafs 

along.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 
Changes  /o  R  0  m  E. 

Enter  Agrippa  at  one  door,  Enobarbus  at  another, 

Jgr.  "i  T  7HAT,  are  the  brothers  parted  ? 

Y  V       Eno.  They  have  difpatch'd  with  Pompey, 
he  is  gone. 
The  other  three  are  fealing.     OSIavia  weeps. 
To  part  from  Rome  :   Cafar  is  fad  :    and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompef^  feaft,  as  Menas  fays,   is  troubled 
With  the  green  ficknefs. 
Jgr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno,  A  very  fine  one  ;  oh,  how  he  loves  C^far  ! 
Jgr.  Nay,    but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony  ! 
Eno.  Ccefar?  why,  he's  the  ^tt/zV^r  of  men. 
Jgr.   What's  Antony,    the  God  of  Jupiter  ? 
Eno.  Speak  you  of  Cafar  ?  oh  !  the  non-pareil ! 
Agr.  Oh  Antony,  oh  thou  Arabian  bird  ! 
Eno.  Would  you  praife    Cafar ,  {a.y, —  Cafar  ;  go 

no  further. 
Agr.    Indeed,    he  plied  them  both  with  excellent 

praifes. 
Eno.  But  he  loves  Cafar  beft,  yet  he  loves  Antony: 
.  Ho !    hearts,    tongues,  figure,    fcribes,    bards,  poets, 

cannot 
Think,  fpeak,  caft,  write,  fing,  number,  ho ! 
His  love  to  Antony.     But  as  for  Cafar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder — — 
Agr,  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  (hards,  and  he  their  beetle  ;  fo— * 
This  is  to  horfe  j  adieu,  noble  Agrippa,         [Trumpets, 

Jgr. 
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Jgr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  foldier,   and  farcwif. 
Enter  Caefar,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  Oaavia. 

Jnt.  No  farther.    Sir. 

Caf.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  my  fclf : 
Ufe  me  well  in't.     Sifter,  prove  fuch  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,   and  my  fartheft  bond 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof.     Moft  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,   which  is  fet 
Betwixt  us,   as  the  cement  of  our  love, 
To  keep  it  builded,   be  the  Ram  to  batter 
The  Fortrefs  of  it :  for  better  might  we 
Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherifht. 

Jnt.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  diftruiK. 

Caf.  I've  faid. 

Ant.  You  (hall  not  find. 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,   the  leaft  caufe 
For  what  you  feem  to  fear  j   fo  the  Gods  keep  you. 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends ! 
We  will  here  part. 

Caf.  Farewel,   my  dearell  fifter,  fare  thee  well  j 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,    and  make 
Thy  fpirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well- 
ed. My  noble  brother  ! 

Ant.  The  AprH'-o  in  her  eyes :  it  is  love's  Spring, 
And  thefe  the  fhowers  to  bring  it  on  ;   be  chearful. 

Oa.   Str,   look  well  to  my  hufband's  houfe  ;   a.^d— 

Caf.    What,   Oaa-via? 

Odi.  ril  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Yitr  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,,  nor  caii 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue ;  "  the  Swan's  down- 
feather,. 
"  That  ftands  upon  the  fwell  at  full  of  tide,. 
**  And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.   Will  Ca-far  weep  ? 

Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 

Eno.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that,   were  he  a  horfe  ;; 
S>is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.. 
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\r.  Why,  Enobarbus  ? 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Cafar  dead, 
He  cried  almoft  to  roaring  ;  and  be  wept. 
When  at  Pbilippi  he  found  Brutus  flain.  ^ 

£«a.  That  year^  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a 


rheu 


m  ; 


What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  waird  ; 
Believe*!,  'till  I  wept  too. 

Caf.  No,  fweet  OSia^via^ 
You  fhall  hear  from  me  ftill ;  the  time  fhall  not 
Out-ga  my  thinking  on  you. 

Jnt.  Come,  Sir,  come, 
ril  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love. 
Look,  here  I  have  you  ;  thus  I  let  you  go. 
And  give  you  to  the  Gods. 

Caf.  Adieu,  be  happy  ! 

Lep,  Let  all  the  number  of  the  Stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way  \  ^  ^     . 

C^/.  Farewel,  farewel  f  [Kifes  Ociavia. 

u^«/.  Farevvel !  {Trumpets  found.     Exeunt. 

SCENE     IIL 

Changes  to  the  Palace  in  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Akxa*. 

Cleo,  T  T  7  H  E  R  E  is  the  fellow  } 

W       ^iex.  Half  afraid  to  come. 
Cleo,  Go  to,  go  to  ;  come  hither,  Sir. 

Efiter  the  Mejffenger  as  before. 

Alex.  Good  Majefty  ! 
Herod  of  J^Turv  dare  not  look  upon  you^ 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod'^  head 
I'll  have  ;  but  how  ?  when  Antony  is  gone,. 
Through  whom  I  might   command  it  :—  Come  Thott 
near. 

Mef  Molt  gracious  Majefty,  ^ 

Cleo.  Did'ft  thou  behold 
Odai>ia  P 

Mef. 


140       Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

Me/.  Ay,  dread  Queen.  ' 

Cleo.  Where  ? 
Mej:  In  Rome,  Madam. 
I  lookt  her  in  the  face  ;  and  faw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Oniony. 

Cleo.  Is  fhe  as  tall  as  me  ?  t 

Mef.  She  is  not,  Madam. 

Clco.  Didft    hear  her  fpeak  ?  is  fhe   (hrill-tongu'd, 

or  low  .? 
Mef,  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak,  fhe  is  low-voic'd. 
Cieo.  That's  not  fo  good  ;  he  cannot  like  her  long. 
Char.  Like  her  ?  oh  Ifu  I  'tis  impoffible. 
Cleo.   I   think  fo,    Charmian;  dull  of   tongue   and 
dwarfifh.  ^ 

What  Majefty  is  in  her  gait  .?  remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dfl  on  Majerty. 

Me/,  She  creeps  ; 
Her  motion  and  her  ftation  are  as  one  : 
She  fhews  a  body  rather  than  a  life, 
A  flatue  than  a  breather. 
Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 
Me/  5  Or  I  have  no  obfervancc. 
Char.  Three  in  j^gypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing. 
I  do  perceiv't ;  there's  nothing  in  her  yet. 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment. 
Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 
Me/  Madam,  fhe  was  a  widow. 
Cleo.    Widow  ?   Charmian,  hark. 
Me/,   x^ndldothink,  ihe's  thirty. 
Cleo.  Bear'ft  thou  her  face  in  mind  ?  is't  long,  or 

round  } 
Me/  Round  even  to  faultinefs. 
Cleo.  For  th'  moft  part  too. 
They're  foolifh  that  are  fo.     Her  hair,  what  colour  ? 

yOrlha-ve  m  obfeivance.J     Ohjcrvance,  for  obfer  vatioii   or 
abUiryof  obfervjng. 

Mtf. 
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M}/.  Brown,  Madam ;  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  fhe  would  wi(h  it. 

CUo.  There's  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  muft  not  take  my  former  iharpnefs  ill, 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again  ;  I  find  thee 
Moll  fit  for  bufinefs.     Go,  make  thee  ready  ; 
Our  lecters  are  prepared. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  heisfo:  I  repent  me  much. 
That  fo  I  harried  him.     Why,  methinks,  by  him. 
This  creature's  no  fuch  thing. 

Char.  O,  nothing,  Madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  feen  feme  Majefty,  and  (hould 
know. 

Char.  Hath  he  feen  Majefty  ?  I/u  elfe  defend  ! 
And  ferving  you  fo  long  ? 

Cko.    I've  one  thing  more  to  afk   him  yet,  good 
Chartnian  : 
But  'tis  no  matter,  thou  fhalt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write  :  all  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you.  Madam.  \_Exeunt» 

SCENE     IV. 

Changes  to  Athens. 

Enter  Antony  and  0(5iavia. 

^«/.  I^TAY,  nay,  O^a'via,  not  only  That, 

j^    That  were  excufable.  That  and  thoufands 
more 
Of  femblable  import,  but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainft  Pompey  ;  made  his  Will  and  read  it 
To  publick  ear ;  fpoke  fcantily  of  me  ; 
When  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  iickly 
He  vented  them  ;  moft  narrow  meafure  lent  me  ; 
When  the  beft  hint  was  given  him,  he  [a]  not  took't. 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

[  {a)  not  took't,     Dr,  Tbirlbj.  i   Vulg.  not  leok'd.] 
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OSl.  Oh,  my  good  lord, 
Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  muft  believe, 
Stomskch  net  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  divifion  chance,  ne*cr  ftood  between. 
Praying  for  both  parts :  the  good  Gods  will  mock  mc. 
When  I  ihallpray,  oh,  blefs  my  lord  and  hufband  ' 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud. 
Oh,  blefs  my  brother  !  Hufband  win,  win  brother. 
Prays,  and  deftroys  the  prayer  ,-  no  midway 
'Twixt  thefe  extreams  at  all. 

jint.  Gentle  O^avia^ 
Let  your  bed  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  fceks 
Beft  to  prcferve  it ;  if  I  lofe  mine  honour, 
I  lofe  my  felf ;  better  I  were  not  yours. 
Than  yours  fo  branchlefs.     But,  as  you  requeftcd. 
Your  felf  (hall  go  between's  ;  the  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  raife  the  preparation  of  a  war. 
Shall  ftain  your  brother  ;  make  your  fooncft  iafte  ; 
So,  your  defires  are  yours. 

O^.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 
The  Jofvi  of  Power  make  me,  moll  weak,  moft  weak. 
Your  reconciler  !  +  wars  'twixt  you  'twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  fhould  cleave,  and  that  flain  men 
Should  folder  up  the  rift. 

Jnt,  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins. 
Turn  your  difpleafure  that  way  ;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  fo  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.    Provide  your  Going ; 
Chufe  your  own  company,  and  command  what  coft 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [  Exeunt, 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros? 

Eros,  There's  ftrange  news,  come.  Sir. 


4.  ■! -wars  ^tivixt  you  ^tivain  ivouldbe^  &c.]      The 

thought  is  wonderfully  fublime.  It  is  taken  from  Curtiui'i  leap- 
ing into  the  gulf  in  the  Forum,  in  order  to  clofethe  gap.  As  that 
was  clofcd  by  one  Roman,  fo  it  is  infinuated,  that  if  the  whole 
world  were  to  cleave,  Romans  only  could  folder  up  the  chafm. 
The  exprefllon  is  exa£l.  For  as  metal  is  foldered  by  metal  more 
pure  and  noble,  fo  the  globe  was  to  be  foldered  up 'by  men,  wh« 
are  only  a  more  refined  earth. 

Em* 
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^fio.  What,  man  ? 

Eros.  Co'fardiVid  Lepitlus  have  made  war  upon  Pompey. 

Em.  This  is  old  i  what  is  the  fuccefs  ? 

Eros.  Cafar,  having  made  ufe  of  him  in  the  war* 
^gainfl  Pompey,  pr^fently  denied  him  rival ty,  would  not 
let  him  partake  in  the  glory  of  the  adlion  j  and  not 
refting'  here,  accufes  him  of  letters  he  had  formerly 
wrote  to  Pompey,  Upon  his  own  appeal,  feizes  him  ; 
fothc  poor  Third  is  up,  'till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.  Then  'would  thou  hadll  a  pair  of  chaps,  no 
jnore :  and  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft, 
they'll  grind  the  other.    Where's  Jntony  ? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden  thus ;  and  fpurns 
The  rufh  that  lies  before  him.     Crys,  "  fool  Lepidus  f 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  Officer, 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  Navy's  rigg'd. 

Eros.  For  I/afy  and  Cafar  \  more,  Domitius, 
My  lord  defires  you  prefently  ;  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Em,  'Twill  be  naught ;  but  let  it  be  ;  bring  me  td 
jlntony. 

Eros,  Come,  Sir. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Changes  to  the  Palace  in  Rome. 

Enter  Cjefar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecaenas. 

C^/.  /^Ontemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this,  and 

V>         more. 
In  /Alexandria ;  here's  the  manner  of  it : 
I'th'  market-place  on  a  Tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfelf  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publickly  enthron'd  ;  at  the  feet,  fat 
C^/ario,  whom  they  call  my  father's  fon  ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  iffue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.  Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'ftablifhment  of  uSgypt,  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Abfolute  Queen, 

Mec, 
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Mec.  This  in  the  publick  tyt  ? 

Coif.  Pth'  common  (hew-place,  where  they  exercife, 
His  fons  were  there  proclaim'd  the  Kings  of  Kings  j 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia 
He  gave  to  Alexander  ;  to  Ptolemy  he  affignM 
Syria,   Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia  :  (he 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  Goddefs  IJis 
That  day  appeared,  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As  *tis  reported,  fo. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus  informed. 

jigr.  Who,  queafie  with  his  infolence  already. 
Will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Caf.  The  people  know  it,  and  have  now  received 
His  accufations. 

j^gr.  Whom  does  he  accufe  ? 

Caf.  Cafar  ;  and  that  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'th'  Ifle.     Then  does  he  fay,  he  lent  me 
Some  Shipping  unreftor'd.   Laftly,  he  frets, 
That  Lepidus  of  the  Triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd  -,  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Jgr.  Sir,  this  (hould  be  anfvver'd. 

Ctef.  'Tis  done  already,  and  his  meflenger  gone  : 
I  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd. 
And  did  deferve  his  Change.  For  what  I've  conquer'd, 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  Kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec,  He'll  ne'er  yield  to  that. 

Caf.  Nor  muft  he  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 
Enter  Oclavia,  n.mth  Attendants. 

OSl.  Hail,  C^efar,    and  my  lord  !  hail,  mod  dear 
Cafar  ! 

Caf.  That  ever  I  fhould  call  theeCaft-away  ! 

Ob.  You  have  not  call'd  mefo,  nor  have  you  caufe. 

Caf,  Why  haft  thou  ftol'n  upon  us  thus  ?  you  come 
not 
Like  Cafars  filler  ;  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  ufher,  and 

The 
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The  neighs  of  horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  (he  did  appear.     The  trees  by  th'  way 
Should  have  borne  men,  and  expedation  fainted. 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not.     Nay,  the  dull 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  roof  of  heav'n, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops ;  but  you  are  come 
A  matket-maid  to  Rome,  and  have  prevented 
The  oftentation  of  our  love  ;  which,   left  unfhewn. 
Is  often  left  unlov'd  ;  we  (hould  have  met  you 
By  fea  and  land,    fupplying  every  Ihge 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

OSl.  Good  my  lord, 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  conftrain'd,  but  did  it 
On  my  free  will.      My  lord,   AJark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  preparM  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieving  ear  withal ;  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Caf  5  Which  foon  he  granted. 
Being  an  Obftrud  'tween  his  laft  and  him. 

0<5.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  lord. 

Ctef.  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 
And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind  : 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oa.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

C(gf,  No,  my  mofl:  wronged  fifter ;    Cleopatrei 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore,  who  now  are  levying 
The  Kings  o*  th'  earth  for  war.     He  hath  afTemb'ed 
Bxjcchus  the  King  of  Libya,  Archetaus 
Of   Cappadocia,  Philadelphoi  King 
Of  Paphlagonia  i  the  Thracian  King  Adullus, 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia,  King  of  Pont, 

5   Which  foon  he  granted. 

Being  an  Abftradt  Uivcen  his  lufl  and  him.]  Jlntony  very 
foon  comply'd  to  let  OBa'via  go  at  her  requell,  fays  Ccefar  ■  and 
why  ?  Becaufe  fhe  was  an  ah/haa  between  his  inordinate  oalFioa 
and  him  }    this  isabfurd.     We  muft  read. 

Being   an  Obftrua  't<ioeen  his  hijl  and  kirn. 
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Herod  oi  Je^jjry^  Mithridates  King 
Of  Comagene,  Polemon  and  Amintast 
The  King  of  Mede^  and  Lycaonia^ 
With  a  more  larger  lift  of  fcepters. 

O^.  Ay  me  moft  wretched. 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends. 
That  do  affliaeach  other! 

Caf.  Welcome  hither  ; 
Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth, 
"Till  we  perceiv'd,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 
And  we  in  negligent  danger ;  cheer  your  heart. 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drive* 
O'er  your  content  thefe  ftrong  neceflities ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  Delliny 
Hold  unbewailM  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome  ; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abusM 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought ;  and  the  high  Gods, 
To  do  you  jufiice,  make  their  minifters 
Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.     Be  of  comfort^ 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

j^gr.  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  Madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you  5 
Only  th'  adulterous  Antony,  moft  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off, 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull. 
That  nofes  it  againft  us. 

Oa.  Is  it  fo,  Sir  ? 

Ccef.  It  is  moft  certain  :  fifter,  welcome  ;  pray  yes. 
Be  ever  known  to  patience.     My  dear'ft  fifter  I 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 

Near  the  Promontory  of  Acliura. 
Entfr  Cleopatra  and  Enobarbus. 

Cleo.  T  Will  be  even  with  thee,    doubt  it  not. 
J^     Em.  But  why,  why,  why  ? 
Cleo.  Thou  haft  forefpo^e  my  being  in  thefe  wars  ; 
And  fay'ft,  it  is  not  fit. 

Kn9. 
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Eno.  Well  j  is  it,   is  it  ? 

C/eo.  Is't  not  denounc'd  againft  us  ?  why  (hould  not 
we  be  there  in  perfon  ? 

Eno.  Well,  I  could  reply  :  if  we  (hould  ferve  witl^ 
horfe  and  mares  together,  the  horfe  were  merely  loft 3 
the  mares  would  bear  a  foldier  and  his  horfe. 

Clio.  What  is't  you  fay  ? 

Eno.  Your  prefence  needs  muft  puzzle  Antony  ; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from's  time. 
What  fhould  not  then  be  fpar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd   for  levity,  and  'tis  faid  in  Rome, 
That  Photinui  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids. 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome,  and  their  tongues  rot 
That  fpeak  againft  us !   A  charge  we  bear  i'  th'  war ; 
And,  as  the  prefident  of  my  Kingdom,  will  I 
Appear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  againft  it, 
I  will  not  ftay  behind. 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done  :  here  comes  the  Emperw. 

Ant.  Is  It  not  ftrange,   Canidius, 
That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundujlum, 
He  could  fo  quickly  cut  th'  Jonian  ksi. 
And  take  in  Toryne  ?     You  have  heard  on't.  Sweet  ? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

Ant.  A  good  rebuke. 
Which  might  have  well  become  the  beft  of  meR 
To  taunt  at  ilacknefs.     Canidius,  we 
Will  ught  with  him  by  fea. 

Cleo.  By  fea,    what  elfe  ? 

Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  fo  ? 

Ant.  For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  Hngle  f  ^ht 

Where  C^/at  fought  with  Pompey.     But  thefe  offers 
Which  ferve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  fhakes  off; 
And  io  fhould  you. 

Eno.  Your  Ihips  are  not  well  mann'd. 
Your  mariners  are  muliteers,  reapers,  people 
Ingroft  by  fwift  imprefs.     In  C^/ar's  fleet 

H  2  Arc 
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Arc  thofe  that  often  have  againft  Pompey  fought ,; 
Their  fhips  are  yare,  yours  heavy  :  no  difgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refufing  him  at  fea. 
Being  preparM  for  land. 

Mt.  By  fea,  by  fea. 

Eno.  Moft  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  foldierfhip  you  have  by  land  ; 
Diflrad  your  army,  which  doth  moft  confift 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen  :  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge  ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promifesaflb ranee,  and 
Give  up  yourfelf  merely  to  chance  and  hazard. 
From  firm  fecurity. 

Jnt.  I'll  fight  at  fea. 

CIto.  I  have  fixty  fails,  Cafar  none  better. 

Ant.  Our  overplus  of  (hipping  will  we  burn. 
And,   with   the  reft  fuU-mann'd,    from   the  head  of 

Adium 
B«at  the  approaching  Cafar.     But  if  ^e  fail. 
We  then  can  do't  at  land. 

Enter   a    Mejfengtr, 
Thy  bufinefs  ? 

Mef.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord  >  he  is  defcricd  5 
Cajar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  pcrfon  ?  'tis  impoffible. 
Strange,  that  his  power  fhould  be  fo.     CanUius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  (halt  hold  by  land. 
And  our  twelve  thoufand  horfe.     We'll  to  our  {hip; 
Away,  my  Thetis ! 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
How  now,  worthy  foldier  ? 

Sol.  Oh  noble  Emperor,  do  not  fight  by  fea, 
Truft  not  to  rotten  planks  :  do  you  mifdoubt 
This  fword,  and  thefe  my  wounds  ?  let  the  jEgyptiani\ 
And  the  Phcenicians  go  a  ducking  :  we 
Have  usM  to  conquer  {landing  on  the  earth. 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant.  Well,   well,   away. 

{Exeunt  Ant.  Cleo.  and  Enob. 

Sol  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'  th'  right. 

Cmj.  Soldier,  thou  art  i  but  his  whole  a^ion  grows 

Not 


Antony  a^d    Cleopatra.       14,9 

Not  in  the  rjower  on't  :  fo  cur  leader's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

So/.  You  keep  by  land 
The  legions  and  the  horfc  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Can    Marcus  O^aviuSy  Marcus  yujleius, 
Publicolay  and  Celius,  are  for  fea  : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  fpeed  of  Cafar"^ 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sol.  While  he  was  yet  in  Ttomei 
His  power  went  out  in  fuch  diftradlions  as 
Beguil'd  all  fpies. 

Cart.  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you  ? 

Sol.  They  fay,  one  Taurus. 
'     Can.  W«ll  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  MeJ/enger. 

Mef.  The  Emperor  calls  Canidius. 

Can.  With  news  the  time's  in  labour,  and  throws 
forth. 
Bach  minute,  fome.  [Exeunfi 

Enttr  Casfar,  luitb  his  army  marching . 

Cfsfar.   Taurus  ! 

Taur.  My  lord. 

Cafar.  Strike  not  by  land.     Keep  whole,   provoke 
not  battle, 
'Till  we  have  done  at  fea.     Do  not  exceed 
The  prcfcript  of  this  fcroul  :  our  fortune  lyes 
Upon  this  jump.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Jnt.  Set  we  our  fquadrons  on  yond  fide  o'  th'  hill^ 
In  eye  of  Cajar's  battle  j  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  fhips  behold. 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly*  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     VII. 

Ganidius,  marching  ivith   his  land-army  one  »Djay  ower 
theftage\    ^z/,^  Taurus,    the  lieutenant  of  Qdtis^t,  thf 
,      other  luay  :  after  their  going  in,  is  heard  the  noife  of 
^f^^figh^-     Alarum,     i?«//rr  Enobarbus. 

^«ff.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught,  1  can  behold  no 
longer ;  H  3  Tti" 
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•  Th'  Antontasy  the  JE^yptian  admiral. 
With  all  their  fixty,  flie,  and  turn  the  rudder: 
To  fee't,  mine  eyes  are  blafted. 
Enter  Scar  us. 

Scar.  Gods  and  GoddefTes, 
All  the  v.'hole  Synod  of  them  ! 

Eno    What's  thy  paffion  ? 

Scar,  7  The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  loft 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kill  away 
Kingdoms  and  Provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar.  **  On  our  fide  like  the  token'd  peftilcnce, 
"  Where  death  is  fure.     Your  ^  ribauld  nag  oi  ^gyp^ 
"  (Whom  leprofie  o'ertake  ! )  i'  th'  midft  o'  th'  fight, 
'*  (When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd 
•*  Both  as  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  elder  j) 
"  The  breeze  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June^ 
*'  Hoilis  fails,  and  flies. 

Eno.   That  I  beheld  : 
I^iiie  eyes  did  ficken  at  the  light,  ^n4  cpujd  n^ 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar,   "  She  once  being  looft, 
**  The  noble  ruin  of  her  magick,  Antony ^ 
**  Claps  on  his  feawing,  like  a  doating  piallard^ 
**  Lcviving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her  : 
J  never  faw  an  action  of  fuch  (hame  ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  fo  itfelf. 

Eno.  Alack,   alack. 

Enter  Canidiu?. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  fea  is  out  of  breath. 
And  fmks  moft  lamentably.     Had  our  General 
Eeen  what  he  knew  himfelf,   it  had  gone  well  : 
Oh,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Moil  grofly  oy  his  own. 

Eno.  Ay,    are  you  thereabouts  ?    why  then,  good 
night,  indeed. 

6  Th'  Antonias,  &c.']   Which  Plutarch  fays,  was  the  namt:  of 
Cleopatra  z  ihip.  Mr.  Pope. 

7  Theg'-catc-r  cantle ]  A  piece  or  lump.         Mr.  Pope. 

i  Ribauld^  A  luxurious  fquanderer.  Mr.  Pope. 

Can, 
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Can.   Towards  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.    *Tis  eafy  to't. 
And  there  I  will  attend  what  further  comes. 

Can.    To  Co-far  will  I  render 
My  legions  and  my  horfe  j    fix  Kings  already 
Shew  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.   I'll  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of   Antony,    though  my  reafon 
Sits  in  the  wind  againft  me.  [^Exeunt ,  feverallj. 

Enter  Antony,   fimth  Eros  and  other  Attendants. 

Ant.   Jiuk,   the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon't^ 
It  is  afham'd  to  bear  me.     Friends,   come  hither, 
I  am  To  Lued  in  the  world,   that  I 
Have  loil  my  way  for  ever.     I've  a  (hip 
Laden  with  gold,    take  that,  divide  it  j   fly. 
And  mike  your  peace  with  Cafar. 

Omnes.   Fly  f    not  we. 

j^.nt.   I've  fled  myfelf,  and  have  inflrudled  cowards 
To  run,   and  fliew  their  flioulders.     Friends,  be  gone, 
I  have  myfelf  refplv'd  upon  a  courfe. 
Which  has  no  need  of  you.    Be  gone. 
My  treafare's  in  the  harbour.     Take  it  ob, 

I  follow'd  That  I  blufli  to  look  upon  ; 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny  ;   for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  raflmefs,  and  they  them 
For  fsar  and  doating.     Friends,    be  gone ;  you  fliall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  fome  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  fad. 
Nor  make  replies  of  lothnefs  ;    take  the  hint, 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims.    Let  them  be  left, 
Which  leave  themfelves.   To  the  fea-fide  ftraight-way  : 
I  will  pofTefs  you  of  that  ftiip  and  treafure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  j  pray  you  now  ■ 
Nay,    do  fo  j   for,  indeed,  I've  loft  command, 
Therefore,  I  pray  you  — —  I'll  fee  you  by  and  by. 

\Bits  do<vju» 
Efiter  Cleopatra,   led  hy  Charmian  and  Iras,  to  Antony. 

Eros    Nay,   gentle  Madam,  to  him,    comfort  him. 

Iras.   Bo,  mofc  dear  Queen. 

Char.  Do  ?   why,  what  elfe  ? 

H  4  Cle9, 
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Cleo.  Let  me  fit  down;  oh  Junot 

Ant,   No,   no,   no,  no,   no. 

£rw.   See  you  here, .  Sir  \ 

Jnt.  Oh  fie,   fie,   fie. 

Char.   Madam— — 

Iras,   A^dam,    oh  good  Emprefs  f 

Eros.  Sir,    Sir. 

Ant.  *'  Yes,  my  lord,   yes ;   he  at  Phtlippi  kept 
*'  His  fword  e'en  like  a  dancer,  while  I  ftrook 
•*  The  lean  and  wrinkled  Caffius  j   9  and  'twas  ly 
**  That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  ;   he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,   and  no  pradlce  had 
In  the  brave  Iquares  of  war  ;  yet  now— no  matter— «- 

Cieo.    Ah,   jftand  by. 

Eros.  The  Queen,    my  lord,   the  Queen- 

Iras.  Go  to  him.  Madam,,  (peak  to  him. 
He  is  unqualified  with  very  (hame. 

Cleo.    Well  then,   fuftain  me  j    oh  \ 

Eros.   Moll  noble  Sir,   arife,  the  Queen  approaches  j 
Her  head's  declin'd,  and  death  will  feize  her,    but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Afit.  I  have  offended  reputation  ; 
A  moft  unnoble  fvverving . 

Eros.    Sir,    the  Queen. 

Ant.  O  whither  haft  thou  led  me,   jEgypt?  fee. 
How  I  convey  my  fliame  out  of  thine  eyes ; 
By   looking  back  on  what  Tve  left  behind,. 
'Stroy'd  in  difhonour. 

Cleo,  Oh,    my  lord,    ray  lord  ; 
Forgive  my  fearful  fails  ;  I  little  thought. 
You  would  have  follow'd. 

Ant.  jEgypt,   thou  knew'ft  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  ty'd  by  th'  firing,. 
And  thou  fhould'ft  towe  me  after.     O'er  my  fpirit 
Thy  full  fupremacy  thou  knew'ft;    and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  Gods 
Command  me. 

^ and  ''tivas  I, 

That  the  mad  Brutus  ended ^ — ]  Nothing  can  fee  more  in 
charafler,  than  for  an  infamous  debauched  tyrant  to  call  the 
heroic  love  of  one's  country  and  publick  liberty,  madvcfs -^  yet  the 
Oxford  Editcr  changes  it  X.o  fad  Brutus. 

Cleo, 
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C/e4f.   Ohy   my  pardon. 

y^nf.   Now  I  muft 
To  the  young  man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  (hift  of  lownefs ;  who, 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  th'  world,  playM  as  I  pleased. 
Making  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know. 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror  ;  and  that 
My  fword,    made  weak  by  my  afFedion,   would 
Obey  it  on  all  caufe. 

C/ro.  O,   pardon,   pardon. 

Jnt.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  fay  ;   one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  loft  :  give  me  a  kifs. 

Even  this  repays  me. 

We  fent  our  fchoolmafter ;    is  he  come  back  ? 
Love,  I  am  full  of  lead  ;   fome  wine. 
Within  there,   and  our  viands :    Fortune  knows. 
We  fcorn  her  moft,  when  moft  (he  offers  Hows. 

SCENE    viir. 

Changes  to  Caefar'/  Camp. 

Enftr  Cxhr,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Thyreus,  n/oiihothin. 

Oaf.  T    ET  him  appear,   that's  come  from  Jn tony. 
I:  J     Know  you  him  ? 
Dol.   Cafar^  'tis  his  fchoolmafter  ; 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluckt,    when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  pinnion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  fuperfluous  Kings  for  meffengers. 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Amhajfadof frotir  hxAQTiy, 

Cap.  Approach  and  fpeak. 

Afrb.   Such  as  I  am,   I  come  from  Antony:  • 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  morn  dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  Tea. 

Crrf.   Bc't  fo,    declare  thine  office. 

Amb.    Lord  of  'w\^  fortunes  he  falutes  thee,   and  ' 
Requires  to  live  in  jEo  \pt ;  wl-ch  not  granted. 
He  kilens  \\h  requehs,   and  to  thee  lues" 
To  let  hiiH  breathe  between  the  heav'ns  and  earth, 

H  5  A  pri^artc-J- 
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A  private  man  in  y^them  :   this  for  him. 
Next,    Cleopatra  does  confefs  rhy  greatnefs ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  mi^^ht,  and  of  thee  crave* 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs. 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Ctrf.    For  Antony, 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  requeft.     The  Queen 
Of  audience,    nordefiie,   iTiall  fail,   fo  (he 
From  ^^ypt  drive  her  all-difgraced  friend. 
Or  take  his  life  there.    'This  if  (he  perform, 
She  fiiull  not  fue  unheard.     So  to  them  Both. 

jimb.   Fortune  purfue  thee  ! 

Ccpf.  Bring  him  through  the  bands : 
—  {^Exit  Amhajfador. 

1  o  try  thy  eJoquence  now  'tis  timej  difpatch. 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra  j  promife,        \Jo  Thyreu«. 
And,   in  our  name,    when  fhe  requires,  add  more 
(From  thine   invention)    oifers.      Women  are  not 
In  their  bed  fortunes  fxrong ;    but  want  will  perjure 
The   ne'er-touch'd  veftai.    Try  thy  cunning,   1hyreiu\ 
Make  thine  own  edid  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  anfwer  as  a  law. 

7hyr.    Cfffar,    I  go. 

C.ff.  Cbferve  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw; 
And  what  thou  think'ft  his  very  adion  fpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thyr.    Cafar,   I  fhall,  lExeuni, 

SCENE     IX. 

Changes  to  Alexandria. 

Writer  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,   Charmian,    and  Iras. 

^^'°'  \K7^^^   fhall  we  do,   Enobarbus P 
VV     Eno.    ^  (a)  Drink,   and  die. 

3  Drink,  and  die.}     This  reply   of  Enoharhui  feems  grounded 
upon    a   particularity    in    the  eondua   of  Ar.totfy   and    Cleopatra,    » 
>vh,cn   IS  related  hy  Plutarch :  that,    after  their  defeat  ^t  ^clim?^,    M 
they  mftituted    a  fociety  of  friends  uho  entered   into  engagement    1 
to  die  With  tnem,  not  abating  in  the  mean  time  any  part  of  their 
sitl'  ^^^^^^  ^""^  "^*^'  ^"  ^'^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^'^''^  htioTC.     Oxford 

i(aJDrir.k,  and  die,  Oxford  Editor.— VuJg, //^/;;i,  and  die. 1 

Clt9. 
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Cho.  Is  Antony y  or  we,   in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.   Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reafon.     What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whofe  ieveral  range* 
Frighted  each  other  ?  why  ihould  he  follow  you  ? 
The  itch  of  his  affedion  ftiould  not  then 
Have  nickt  his  captainQiip  j   at  fuch  a  point,     ^ 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,   he  beiag 
The  meered  queftion.     'Twas  a  (hame  no  lefs 
Than  was  his  loi's,  to  courfe  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cieo.    Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  w//^  the  Amhajfador, 

Ant.    Is  that  hj«  anfwer  ? 

Amh.   Ay,   my  lord. 

A»t.   The  Queen  fliall  then  have  courtefie, 
bo  flie  will  yield  us  up. 

Amh.  He  fays  fo. 

Ant.   Let  her  know*t. 
To  the  boy  C.^[ar  fend  this  grizled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wiflies  to  the  brim 
With  Pfircipalities, 

Cleo.  Thy  head,   my  lord? 

Ant.  To  him  again  ;   tell  him,   he  wears  the  rofe 
Of  youth  upon  him ;  from  which,    the  world  fliouli 

note 
Something  particular  ;    his  coy n,  (hips,  legions,^ 
May  be  a  coward^s,  whofe  minifters  would  prevail 
Under  the  fervice  of  a  child,  as  foon 
As  i'  th'  command  of  Carfar.     I  dare  him  therefor® 
*  To  lay  his  gay  comparifons  apart. 
And  anfwer  me  declin'd,   fword  againft  fword, 

2  T&  lay  his  gay  comparifons  apart, 

And  anfiver  f;=z^  declin'd,  -  -]  The  fenfe  is,  let  him  not 
infift  on  the  inequality  of  our  conditions,  but  defcend  to  rny  lo\» 
eftate,  and  meet  me  fmgle.  I  {vi^^^cieShahfpear  coined  tiie  word 
comparifons  analogically  from  the  Italian,  which  fays,  yejlit$ 
foftti'vament;,  to  fignify  one  clcathed  fimply  and  mcdeiliy,  in 
o^^o{\i\on  t.0  tht  conipar at ive  2inAfuperlative.  But,  as  ufuil,  h^ 
has  made  it  ferve  to  quibble  to^dfdiMf  another  term  of  Gram- 

Oat 
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Our  felves  alone;    I'll  write  it,    follow  me. 

[^Exit  Antony^ 

Eno.    Yes,   like  enough;    high  battled  C^j'ar   will 
Unllate  his  happinefs,   and  be  ftagcd  to  th'  (hew 

Againft  a  fworder. "  I  fee,   men's  judgments  are 

••  A  parcel  of  their  fortunes,  and  things  outward 
•*  Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 
-*  To  fuffer  all  alike.      That  he  fhould  dream, 
Knowrng  all  meafures,    the  full  C^^r  will 

Anfwer  hisemptinefs !- Ga/ar^  thou  hall  fubdu'd 

His  judgment  too. 

Enter  a  Serfvant, 

Ser,   A  meflenger  from  Ctefar. 

Cleo.    What,    no   more   ceremony  ?    fee>    my    wo- 
men, ^ — 

Againft  the  blown  rofe  may  they  flop  their  nofs,, 
Tha:  kneel'd  unto  the  buds.     Admit  him.   Sir. 

Eno.    Mine  honefty  and  [  begin  to  fquare  ; 
Tho'   loyally,  well  held,   to  fools  does  make- 
Our  faith  meer  folly  :   yet  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with- allegianc-e  a  fall'n  lord, 
X)oes  conquer  him  that  did  his  mafter  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'  th'  ftory. 

Enter  Thyreus. 

Cleo.   C^far'^s  will  ?. 

^hyr.    Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.   None  but  friends  ;   fay  boldly. 

^hyr.    So,    haply,    are  they  friends  to  Antony-, 

Eno.    5  He  needs  as  many,    Sir,   as    C^efar  has  t 
Or  needs  not  us  if  Cerjr.r  plcafe..     Oar  mailer 
WiJl  leap  to  be  his  friend  :  for,  as  you  know, 
Whofe  he  is,   we  are,  and  that's  CaJ'ar''^, 

3  He  needs  az  many,    Sir,  as  Caefar  has : 

Or  needs  not  vs.     /fCjeiar  pia^f'^,  our  majier 
Will  h.'^p,. dec]  All  fen fe  is  loft  in  thisfalfe  pointing,  wbieh 
ftould  be  refo-rn-ifd  thus. 

He  Kctds  as  ;nany,  Sir,   as  Caefar  has^ 
Or  Keeds  net  us  if  Czit<x  pliafe.     Our  mafter 
Will  hap  Sec. 
^e.  while  he  is  at  enmity  with  Ccefar  he  needs  a  pov^'er  equal  to. 
Cttfars  ;   but  if  he  pleafes  to  receive  y^wrcrj'    ;.*o  his  friendfhip  he 
v.ii]  then  want  na  other  fapport.     This  is  fenfi£)l«  and  polite. 
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Uyr.  So. 
Thus  then,  thcu  moft  renown 'd,    4-C.^r  intreats, 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  Hand' It 
Further  than  he  is  Cafar. 

Cleo.  Goon; right  royal. 

^hyr.  He  knows,    that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  Oh  I  iApide.^ 

Thyr.  The  fears  upon  youi-  honour,  therefore,  kc 
Does  pity,  as  conftrained  blerailhes. 
Not  as  dcferv'd. 

Cleo.  He  is  a  God,  and  knows 
What  is  moft  right.     Mine  honour  was  not  yielded^ 
But  conquered  meerjy. 

Eno.  To  be  fure  of  that, 

I.  will  aflc  Antony Sir,  thouVt  fo  leaky, . 

That  we  muft  leave  thee  to  thy  fmking,  for 

Thy  deareft  quit  thee.  \^Extt  Eno.j 

Thyr.  Shall  I  fay  to  Cafar 
What  you  require  of  him  ?    he  partly  begs, 
To  be  defir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  pjeafe  him. 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  ftaff 
To  lean  upon.     But  it  would  warm  his  fpirits. 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony^ 
And  put  vour  felf  under  his  fhroud,,  the  univerfal  land- 
lord. 

Cleo.  What's  your  name  .? 

Thyr,  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  5  Moft  kind  meflenger. 
Say  to  great  Ctefar  this ;  in  deputatioa 


Caefar  intreatf^ 


-r  _ •   > 

Not  to  confder  in  ivpat  cafe  rhoujland'"]} 
Further  than  he  is  Cafar.]    i.  e,  Caefar  intreat:,  flat  at  the 
Jame  time  you  ccnfider  your   defperate   fortunes,  you  ivould  confider 
he  is  Caefar  :   That  is,  generous  and  forgiving,  ahie  and  willing  to 
ieft(>re  tljem. 

5  Mofi  kind  mefftngcr. 

Say  to  great  Caefar  this  in  Disputation, 

I  kifs  his  conquering  hand  : .']     The  pdet  tertaixily  WB)t^ 

Mop  kind  mcfj'enger. 

Say  to  great  Caefar  this:  m  Deputation 
I  hifs    his  conauWing  hand : 
i,  e.  by  Pro;<ji :  I  depute  you  to  pay  him  that  duty  in  my  name. 

I  kifs 
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I  kifs  his  conqu'ring  hand  :  tell  him,  I'm  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at's  feet,   and  there  to  kneel. 
Tell  him.  that  from  his  all  obeying  breath 
I  hear  the  doom  of  JSgypt. 

Ihyr.  'Tis  your  noblell  courfe  f 
*'  Wifdom  and   fortune  combating  together, 
"  If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
"  No  chance  may  (hake  it.  Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cho.  Your  C^far's  father  oft. 
When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  Kingdoms  in^ 
Beftow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  phice. 
As  it  rain'd  kiiics. 

SCENE    X. 
Enter  Antony,  and  Enobarbus. 


jSnt,  Favours  !   by  Jon)fy   that  thunders- 


[Seeir.g  Thy  re  us  kijs  ker  hand. 
What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Th-^r.  One  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fulJeiUrian,  and  worthieft 
To  have  command  obey'd. 
Em.  You  will  be  whipped. 

Ant.  Approach  there ah,  you  kite  \  now,  Gods 

and  Devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me  of  late. — When  I  cry'd,  hoa  f 
^  Like  boys  unto?,  mufs.   Kings  would  ilart  forth. 
And  cry,  your  will  ?  have  you  no  ears  r 
I'm  AniQT.y  's^^l.  Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him* 
J^nter  Ser'vants. 
Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp. 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  ftars  |— — . 
W'hip  him  : Were't  twenty  of  the  greateft  Tri- 
butaries 
That  do  ackfOv;ledge  C^far,    fi-iould  I  find  them 
So  faucy  with  the  hand  of  She  here,  (what's  her  name. 
Since  (he  was  Cleopatra  ?)—  whip  him,  fellows- 

6  tiki  key:  unte  a  mufs,— 1  ; .  f,  a  fcrsmbl?,         Mr.  Feb:, 

•Tiil, 
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'Till,  like  a  boy,  you  fee  him  cringe  his  face. 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy.     Take  him  hence. 
Thyr.   Mark  Antony  <  m 

Ant.  Tug  him  away  ;  being  whipp'd. 
Bring  him  again  :  this  Jack  of  Cafar's  fhall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him.  [Exeunt  nvith  Thyrcus, 

You  were  half  blafted,  ere  I  knew  you :  ha  ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpreft  in  Rome, 
Forborn  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  jem  of  women,  to  beabus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  ? 

Cieo.  Good  my  Lord, - 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever. 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grow  hard, 
(Oh  mifery  on't !)   the  wife  Gods  feal  our' eyes  : 
In  our  own  iilth  drop  our  clear  judgments ;    make  U5 
Adore  our  errors,  laugh  at's  while  we  ftrut 
To  our  confufion. 

Cleo.  Oh,  is't  come  to  this  ? 
Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morfel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Cafar's  trencher :  nay,  you  were  a  fragmen'e 
Of  Cneius  Pompeys  ;  htMes,  what  hotter  hours^ 
Unregiftred  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriouily  pickt  out.     For,  I  am  fure. 
Though  you  can  guefs  what  temperance  fhould  be. 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 
Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 
Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards. 
And  fay,  God  quit  you,  be  familiar  with 
My  play-fellow,   your  hand  ;   that  kingly  feal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts  !_^0  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hillof  Ba/a»,  to  out- roar 
The  horned  herd,  for  I  have  favage  caufe  I 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman-  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him.     Is  he  whipp'd  ? 

Re-enter  a  Serojant,  tuz't^  Thy  re  us, 
Ser.  Soundly,  my  lord. 
Ant.  Cry'd  he  ?  and  begg'd  a'  pardon  ? 
^in  He  did  aik  favour. 
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Ant.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repenf 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  daughter  ;  and  be  thou  iorxj 
To  follow  Ceefar  in  his  triumph,  fince 
Thou  haft  been  whippM  for  following  him.     Hence- 
forth, 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  feaver  thee, 
Shake  to  look  on't. — Go,  get  thee  back  to  Ca/ar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment  :   look,  thou  fay. 
He  makes  meangry  with  him  :    For  he  fecms 
Proud  and  difdainful,   harping  on  what  I  am. 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was.     He  makes  me  angry  ;  • 
And,  at  this  time,  moft  eafie  'tis  to  do't : 
When  my  good  ftars,  that  were  my  former  guide?, , 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  (hot  their  fires 
Into  the  abyfm  of  hell.     If  he  miflike 
My  fpeech,   and  what  is  done,   tell  him,  he  has  * 
Hipparchus  my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 
He  may  atpleafure  whip,    or  hang,  or  torture. 
As  he  (hall  like,   to  quit  me.     Urge  it  thou  : 
Hence  with  thy  ftripes,  be  gone.  \_Exit  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  > 

Ant.  Alack,    our  terrene  moon  is  now  eellps'd. 
And  it  portends  alone  the  fall  of  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  muft  ftay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flatter  C^yar,  would  you  mingle  eyt3 
With  one  that  tyes  his  points  1 

Cleo.  Not  knew  me  yet  ? 

Ant.    Cold-hearted  toward  me  t ' 

Cleo;  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  {o, 
From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  ingender  hail, 
And  poifonH  in  the  fource,  and  the  firftftone 
Drop  in  my  neck  ;  as  it  determines,   {o 
DiiToive  my  life  !  rhe  next  Cn:farhUr,\\z  \  ' 
'Till  by  deg-ees  the  memory  of  my  womb. 
Together  svith  my  brave  JEgypt'iam  zW, 
By  the   ^«y)  difcandying  of  this  pelletted  ftorm,  . 
Lie  gravekfs ;  Mil  the  flies  and  gnats  of  l^iU  . 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  ! 

Ant.  Tm  fatisfied  : 

(a,)   dif candying.     Dr.  Tcirlby.—YwQi  Folio.  difcarJenng.] 
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Ca-far  fets  down  in  Alexandria,  where 

I  will  oppofe  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 

Hath  nobly   held  ;  our  fever'd  navy  too 

Have  knit  again,  and  float,  threatning  moll  fea -like. 

Where  haft  thou  been,  my  heart?  doft  thou  hear,  lady 

If  from  the  field  I  fhould  return  once  more 

To  kifs  thefe  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood  ; 

I  and  my  fword  will  earn  my  chronicle  ; 

There's  hope  in't  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord. 

Jnt.  I  will  be  treble- fmew'd,  hearted,  breath'd^ 
And  fight  malicioufly  :  for  when  my  hours 
7  Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ranfome  liyes 
Of  me  for  jefts  ;   but  now  111  fet  my  teeth. 
And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  flop  me.     Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night :  call  to  me 
All  my  fad  captains,  fill  our  bowls ;   once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cieo.  It  is  my  birth-day  ; 
I  had  thought,  t'have  held  it  poor  :  But  fincc  my  lord 
Is  Antony  again,    I  will  be  Cleopatra, 

Ant.  We  will  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 

Ant.  Do  fo,  we'll  fpeak  to  them,  and  to  night  Til 
force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  fears.     Come  on,   my 

Queen  ; 
There's  fap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me  :  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peftilent  fcythe.  {Exeunt. 

Em.  **  Now  he'll  out-flare  the  lightning  j    to  be 
furious, 
"  Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear  ;.  and,  in  that  mood, 
"  The  dove  will  peck  the  eftridge  ;    and,  I  feeftill, 
*'  A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
**  Reftores  his  heart  ;  when  valour  preys  on  reafon. 
It  eat.  the  fword  it  fights  with  :  I  will  feek 
Some  way  to  leave  him,  {Exit, 

7  Were  nice  and  lucky, •^'^^'^l  Niic,  for  delicate,  ccurtly,  flow- 
icg  in  peace. 

A  C  T 
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C  -«  s  A  R'i  Camp, 

Enter   C^far,    Agrippa,    and   Mecaenas,    ivith   their 
Army.     Casfar  reading  a  Letter. 

^^f'  T  T^  ^'^^^^  "^c  boy  ;  and  chides,  as  he  had  power 

XX   y^  ^eat  me  out  of  ^gypt.    My  meflenger 
He  hathwhipt  with  rods,  dares  me  to  perfonal  combat, 
C^/cr  to  Antony.     Let  the  old  ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die  :  mean  time, 
'  Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec.  Ceefar  muft  think, 
When  one  fb  great  begins  to  rage,  he*s  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  diflradion  :    never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itfelf. 

Cw.  Let  our  Left  heads 
Knov/  that  to  morrow  the  laft  of  many  battle? 
We  mean  to  fight.     Within  our  files  there  ar^ 
Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late. 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See,  it  be  done  ; 
And  feail  the  army  ;  we  have  (lore  to  do't. 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  wafle.     Poor  Jntony  ! 

[Exiunt. 

SCENE     II. 

'The  Palace  in  Alexandria. 

Inter  Antony  «W  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  CharraiaH, 
Iras,  Alexas,  ijoith  ethers, 

'^*^'  "LT^  ^'''^^^  "^'^  ^S^t  ^^ith  me,   Domitius, 
iTx     Em.  No. 
Ant,  Why  fliould  he  not } 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune. 
He's  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant, 
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Ant.  Tomorrow,  foldier, 
By  fea  and  land  I'll  fight :  or  I  will  live. 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well  ? 

Eno.  I'll  ftrike,  and  cry,  "  take  all. 

J}it.  Well  faid,  come  on  : 
Call  forth  my  houfhold  fervants,  let's  to  night 

Enter  Ser'vants. 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meal.     Give  me  thy  hand. 
Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft  j  (o  haft  thou. 
And  thou,  and  thou,   and  thou  :  you've  ferv'd  m^  well 
And  Kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cho.  What  means  this  ? 

Eno.  '  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odd  Traits,  which  forrgw 
fhoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Jnt.  And  thou  art  honeft  too  : 
I  wifh,  I  could  he  made  fo  many  men  j 
And  all  of  you  clapt  up  together  in 
An  y^ntony  ;   that  I  might  do  yptt  (grvice. 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Qmnes,  The  Gods  forbid  ! 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to  nighty 
Scant  not  my  cups,  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
^s  when  mine  Empire  was  your  fellow  too. 
And  fuiferM  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to  night ; 
May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  ; 
Haply,  you  fhall  not  fee  me  more  ;  or  if,-^ — ""..  ,■ 

I  'Tiri  one  of  thofe  odd  tricks, -]     The  uniformity  of  the 

metaphor  leads  us  to  fee  that  iibakeffcor  wrote  traits,  arrow?, 
fhafts.  A  fimilar  expreflion  we  have  in  Cymbdine  :  ''Tivas  but  a 
boh  of  twtbifig,  Jhot  at  noihing,  ivhich  the  brahi  taakes  of  fumes. 
y^ai  ete  quelque  terns  a  entendre  ce  que  fous  'voulex  me  dire  par  un 
TRAIT  que  vos  tirez  contre  inoi,  fays  M.  de  Tnrenne'iw  one  of 
his  letters  ;  where  the  word  tra-.i  has  much  the  fame  fignification 
as  in  the  place  before  us.  The  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  freaks  5 
but  fare  any  thing  which  is  predicated  o?  freaks  may  be  predicated 
of  tricks^^  and  nonfenfe  for  nonfenfe,  the  old  fliould  keep  its  ground 
^i  ^eing  in  poffefiion, 

A  mangled 
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A  mangled  fliadow.     It  may  chance  to  morrow. 
You'll  Tervc  another  mafter.     I  look  on  you. 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honcft  friend?, 
I  turn  you  not  away  ;  but  like  a  mafter 
Married  to  your  good  fervice,  ftay  'till  death  : 
Tend  me  to  night  two  hours,  I  afk  no  more. 
And  the  Gods  yield  you  for't ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  Sir, 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  look,  they  weep. 
And  I,  an  afs,  am  onion -ey'd  ,-  for  ihame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Mt.  Ho,  ho,  ho  ! 
Now  *  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus  Y 
Grace  grow,  where  thofe  drops  fall !  my  hearty  friend*, 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  fenfe  j 
I  fpake  t'  you  for  your  comfort,  did  defire  you 
To  burn  this  night  with  torches :  know,   my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to  morrow,  and  will  lead  you. 
Where  rather  I'll  exped  viclorious  \ih. 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  fupper,  come. 
And  drown  confideration.  [Exeunti 

SCENE.     A  Court  of  Guard  before  the  Palace. 
Enter  a  company  of  Soldiers, 
I  5<?/c/.T)Rother,  good  night :  to  morrow  is  the  day. 
XJ  2  Sold.  Jt  will  determine  one   way  :  Fare 
you  welL 
Heard  you  of  nothing  ftrange  about  the  ftreets  ? 

1  Sold.  Nothing  :  what  news  ? 

2  Sold.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour;  good  night  to  you 

1  Sold.   Well,  Sir,  goodnight. 

[^They  meet  nuith  other  Soldiers i 

2  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 

1  Sold.  And  you,  good  night,  good  night. 

\_They  place  themfelnjes  in  every  corner  of  the  f  age i 

2  Sold.  Here,   we;  and  if  tomorrow 
Gur  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolutehope 
Our  landmen  will  ftand  up. 


riir -wi/c^  take  m^,— ]  i,  e,  blaft,  bewitch. 

\  Soldi 
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1  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 

\^MuJick  of  the  hautboys  is  under  the  Ji age* 

2  Sold.  Peace,  what  noifei 

1  Sold.  Lift,  lift! 

2  Sold.  Hark ! 

1  Sold.  Mufick  i'th'  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth.- 
It  fignes  well,  does  it  not  ? 

2  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  fay  :  what  fhould  this  mean  1 

2  Sold.  'Tis  the  God  Hercules ,  who  loved  Antony^ 
Now  leaves  him. 

I  Sold.  Walk,  let's  fee  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

2 Sold.  How  now,  matters?  [Speak together^ 

Omnes.  How  now  ?  how  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ? 
1  Sold.  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  mafters  ?  do  you  hear  ? 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter. 
Let's  fee  how  'twill  give  off. 

Omnes.  Content:  'xis  ftrange.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IIL 

Changes  U  Cleopatra'j  Palace. 
Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  loith  others^ 

Ant.  T7  ROSy  mine  armour,  Eros. 
12j     Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 
Jnt.  No,  my  chuck :    Erosy  come,  mine  armour, 
Eros, 

Enter  Eros. 
Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  mine  iron  on  ; 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to  day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her.     Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,   I'll  help  too,   Antony. 
What's  this  for  ?  ah,  let  be,  let  be  ^  thou  art 
The  armourer  of  my  heart ; — falfe,  falfe  ;  this,  this  ;— 
Sooth- la,  I'll  help  :  thus  it  muft  be. 

Ant,  Well,  well,  we  (hall  thrive  now  ; 
Seeft  thou,  my  good  fellow  ?  Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Era, 
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£ro.  Briefly,  Sir. 

CIgo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  > 

jitjf.  Rarely,  rarely  : 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  'till  we  do  pleafe 
To  doff't  for  our  repofe,  fhall  hear  a  ftorm. 
Thou  fumbleft,  Eros  ;  and  my  Queen's  a  fquire 
More  tight  at  this  than  thou  ;  difpatch.     O  love  ! 
That  thou  could'ft  fee  my  wars  to  day,  and  knew'il 
The  royal  occupation ;    thou  fhould'ft  fee 
A  workman  in't. 

Enfer  an  armed  SoUier, 

Good  morrow  to  thee,  welcome  ; 
Thou  look'ft  like  him,  that  knows  a  warlike  charge  t^ 
To  bufinefs  that  we  love  we  rife  betime. 
And  go  to't  with  delight. 
So^ci.  A  thoufand.  Sir, 
Early  though't  be,  have  on  their  rivetted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  expefl  you.     [Shout.  Trumpets  Jiourijh. 

Enter  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Cap.  The  morn  is  fair  j  good  morrow,  General ! 

Jii.  Good  morrow,  General ! 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  lads. 
This  morning,  like  the  fpirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 
So,  fo;  come,  give  me  that, — this  way— well  faid. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  what  e'er  becomes  of  me. 
This  is  a  foldier's  kifs :  rebukeable. 
And  worthy  Ihameful  check  it  were,  to  ftand 
On  more  niechanick  compliment :  I'll  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  fleel.    You,  that  will  fight. 
Follow  me  clofe,  I'll  bring  you  to't :  adieu.     [^Exeunt, 

Char.  Pleafe  you  to  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 

Cleo.  Lead  me  : 
He  goes  forth  gallantly  :  That  he  and  Ceefar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  fingle  fight ! 
Then,  Antony, but  now,-~well  on.  [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  a  Camp, 

Trump ts  found.     Enter  Antony  and  Eros  j  a   Soldier 
-  meeting  them. 

So/d.^'T^llE  Gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Jntony  ! 
X       -^nf-  'Would,  thou  and  thofe  thy  fears  had 
once  prevail' d 
To  make  me  fight  at  land  ! 

Eras.  Hadft  thou  done  fo. 
The  Kings,  that  have  revolted,  and  the  Soldier, 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  ftill 
Followed  thy  heels. 

Jat.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Eros.  Who? 
One  ever  near  thee.     Call  for  Enobarhus^ 
He  fliall  not  hear  thee  ;  or  from  Ceefar^  camp 
Say,  "  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Jnt.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Cafar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chefts  and  trcafure 
He  has  not  with  him. 

Jnt.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Moft  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  feiid-  his  treafure  after,  do  it. 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him, 
I  will  fubfcribe  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings  : 
Say,   that  I  with  he  never  find  more  caafe 
To  change  a  mafter.    Oh,  ray  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honell  men !   difpatch,  my  Eros. 

\_Exeunt* 


SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 
Changes  to  Casfar'^  Camp.^ 

Enter    Csefar,     Agrippa,     nvith    Enobarbus,     and 

Dolabella. 
Caf,  f^  O  forth,   Jgrippa,  and  begin  the  fight : 

Vjr  5  Our  will  is,  j^nfony  be  took  alive  ; 
Make  it  fo  known. 

^gr.  Cafary  I  Ihall. 

Cesf.  The  time  of  univerfal  Peace  is  near ; 
Prove  this  a  profp'rous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
*  Shall  bear  the  olive  freely. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Mark  Antony  is  come  into  the  field. 

Caf.  Go,  charge,  Agrippa-, 
Plant  thofe,  that  have  revolted,  in  the  Van, 
That  Antony  may  feem  to  fpend  his  fury 
Upon  himfelf.  [Exeunt, 

Eno.  A/exas  did  revolt,  and  went  to  Je'wry  on 
Affairs  of  Antony  j  there  did  perfwadc 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  Cafary 
And  leave  his  mafter  Antony.     For  this  pains, 
Cafar  hath  hang'd  him  :  CanUiuSy  and  the  reft. 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  truft:   I  have  done  ill. 
Of  which  I  do  accufe  myfelf  fo  forely. 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  Caefar'j. 

Sold.   EnobarbuSy  Antony 
Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  treafure,  with 

3  Our  ivill  2Sy  Airtony  ie  took  alive  j J  It  is  obfervable  with 
what  judgment  Shakejpear  draws  the  character  of  OBavius, 
Antony  was  his  Hero  ;  fo  the  other  was  not  to  fhine  ;  yet  being  an 
hiftorical  charafter,  there  was  a  neceflity  to  draw  him  like.  But 
the  ancient  hiftorians,  his  flatterers,  had  delivered  him  down  fo  fair, 
that  he  feems  ready  cut  and  dried  for  a  Hero.  Amidft  thefe  diffi- 
culties Shakefpear  has  extricated  himfelf  with  great  addrefs.  He 
has  admitted  all  thofe  great  ftrokes  of  his  charafter  as  he  found 
them,  and  yet  has  made  him  a  very  unamiable  charader,  deceitful, 
mean-fpirited,  narrow-minded,  proud  and  revengeful. 

4  Shall  bear  the  olinje  freely.]  /.  e.  ihall  fpring  up  every 
where  fpontaneoufly  and  without  culture. 

His 
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His  bounty  over-plus.     The  meflenger 
Came  on  my  guard,  and  at  thy  tenc  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.   I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  Emharbus, 
I  tell  you  true  ;  beft  you  fee  fafe  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  hoft  :  I  mufl  attend  mine  office, 
Or  would  hsx^e  done't  my  felf.     Your  Emperor 
Continues  ftill  a  Jove.  [  £ 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth, 
And  kt\y  I  am  fo,  moft.     O  Antony, 
Thou  ?vjine  of  bounty,  how  would'il:  thou  have  paid 
My  better  fervice,  Vv'hen  my  turpitude 
Thou  dpd  fo  crown  with  gold  !  This  bows  my  heart  ; 
If  fwift  thought  treak  it  not,  a  fwifter  mean 
Shall  out-ftrike  thought ;  but  thought  will  do't,  I  feel. 

1  fight  againil  thee  I no,  I  will  go  feek 

Some  ditch,  where  I  may  die  j  the  foul'il  beft  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI. 

Before  the  Walls  e/' Alexandria. 

Alarum.     Drums  arid  Trumpets.     Enter  Agrippa. 

^^^*  1?  ^^^^^*  ^^^  ^^^'^  e^g3g'^  ourfelves'toofar  : 

JV  Ca:far  himfelf  has  work,  5  and  our  oppreiiioH 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exit 

Alarum,     Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus  ^vounded. 
'  Scar.  O  my  brave  Emperor  [  this  is  fought  indeed; 
Had  we  done  fo  at  firfl,  we  had  droven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 
Jnt.  Thou  bleed'il  apace. 
Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  *tis  made  an  H. 
Ant,  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes;  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. 

'our  oppreiTionJ   Opprejfr.n^  for  oppofition. 
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Enter  Eros. 
Eres.  They're  beaten.  Sir,  and  our  advantage  fcrvw 
For  atair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  as  icore  their  backf. 
Arc  inaich  'em  up,  as  we  take  nires,  bekind ; 
■•  Tii  iport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Jr.t:  I  \v ill  reward  thee 
O.Ke  iot  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
h&r  thy  gt>od  valour.     Come  ihee  en. 

Scar,  rii  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

Aiarmm.     Enter  Antory  again  in  a  hlarcb,  Scaruft 
Ki^itt  others. 
Jnt.  We've  beat  him  to  his  camp  ;    *  run  one  before. 
And  let  the  Qaeen  know  of  our  Gcfts  ;  to  morrow, 
Bft'cic  :he  fun  fhall  ^^'s,   we'll  fpiil  the  blood 
Tnat  has  to  day  efcap'd.     I  thank  you  all  j 
For  do^'^hty-hinded  are  you,  and  have  fought 
Not  z£  you  I'erv'd  the  cauie,  but  as'c  had  been 
Each  man's  like   mice;   you've  ibewn  your^ves  all 

HeS^rs. 
Erterthe  cirv-,  clip  ypnr  wive*,  jonr  friends, 
TcJl  them  your  feats,  whiid  ihey  with  joyful  tears^ 
Win  the  concealment  from  yocr  wouncf,  and  kii$ 
Tiic  jioiiOuj'd  gAihes  whole.     G:ve  me  tny  hand, 

\Tt  Scaras. 
ExJer  Cleopatra. 
*•  7  To  this  great  Faier)-  rii  commend  thy  afis, 
••  Mike  her  thanks  bleu  thee.  O  thou  df.y  o'th"  world, 
•♦  »  Ciiain  mine  arm'-d  neck  i  leap  thou,  attire  aud  ail, 

AmJ  lit  tht  ^Wr*  iii^tc  if  ivr  Gudti  -,— ]  Wtat  Gucp  ins 
the  Ctu?r»  t3  knew  of  '  ^4rr:'s;  wa?  tc  Bghr  again  on  tiis  tarrrpw  ; 
and  le  Ui  3d:  ret  iaid  a  word  of  tnarcking  to -i:tx.:cJr:j,  and 
ucatsE*  hli  c:ic£r8  la  the  Pabc=.     Wc  teuS  rsad. 

And  1st  ite  ^ert  Its^  tfx.-  Geits. 
i.  «.   rr:  ff fijt  J   oar"l"Aatf,  oui  gljaious  afticas.     Atrnn  thsa  in 
ccrrinion  ult  ^  .... 

7  Ti  ri--'  fTi:*-  Fsiay ]    For  Irch^a-c^:,  ia  wlikii  kiiic 

the  wcrd  is  <^'.^  uici  -'n  the  c'-  icrianrei. 

2  Cr.air.  «.5-  tf^«tf  »-•.*; ^]  Ai^ading  to  the  goti;:c  cuf^Tia 

Of  aisa  M  Jk -***'$'  Wtt.J  r.^  £0-*^  ckaJarabdJt  the  neck. 

**  Throjgk 
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"  Through  proof  of  harnefs,  to  my  heart,  and -there 
**  9  Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

CUo.  Lord  of  Lords  ! 
Oh,    infinice  virtue  1  com*ft  thou  fmiling  from 
*•  The  world's  great  fnare  uncaught  ? 

Ant.  My  nightingale  ! 
We've  beat  them  to  their  beds.     Whatf  Girl,  though 

gray 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  yet 

ha'  we 
A  brain  that  nourifhes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man, 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  ^  favouring  hand  : 
Kifs  it,  my  warrior  ;   he  hath  fought  to  day, 
**   As  if  a  God  in  hate  of  mankind  had 
**  Dellroyed  in  fuch  a  (hape. 

Cleo.  ril  give  thee,  friend, 
An  armour  all  of  gold  ;  it  was  a  King's. 

Ant.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 

Like  holy  Phaehui"  Car. —Give  me  thy  hand  j 

Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march  ; 

*  Bear  our  hackt  targets,  like  the  men  that  owe  them. ' 

Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 

To  camp  this  hoft,  we  would  all  fup  together  ; 

And  drink  carowfes  to  the  next  day's  fate. 

Which  promifes  royal  peril.     Trumpeters, 

With  brazen  din  blall  you  the  city's  ear. 

Make  mingle  with  our  ratling  tab-aurine?, 

That  heav'n  and  earth  may  ilrike  their  founds  together, 

Applauding  our  approach.  {^Exeunt, 

9  Ride  c«  the  pasts  tnu»:fbirg.]  Alluding  to  an  admiral  fhip  oa 
Xhe  billows  after  a  ftorm.     I'he  metaphor  k  extremely  fine. 

1  Here  Mr.  Theobald  reftores  an  /  dtpofed  by  the  printer  to 
make  room  for  a.T  /•  .  • 

2  Bear  our  hackt  targets,  like   the  men  that  nve  thetn.]    {,  c, 
kackt  ai  much  as  the  men  are,  to  yrhom  they  belong. 

I  2  SCENE 
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''    *        S  C'  E  N  E     VII. 

Changes  to  Caefar'^  Camp. 

Enter  a  Gentry,  and  his  Company.  Enobarbus/e//i3'-vfj. 

dnt.  TF  we  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour, 

J_   We  muil  return  to  th'  Court  of  Guard  j   the 
night 
Isfhiny,  and,  they  fay,  we  (hall  embattle 
By  th'  fecond  hour  i'  th'  irorn. 

1  IVatch.  This  lall  day  was  a  Ihrewd  one  to's, 
Enc.  O  bearme  witnd's,  night  I 

2  Watch.  Vv^hat  man  is  this  ? 

I  V/atch.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 

Eno.  Be  witnefs  to  me,   O  ihou  blefled  moon. 
When  men  revolted  (hall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory  ;  poor  Enobarhus  did     ^ 
Before  thy  face  repent. 

Cent.   Encharbus? 

3  IVatch.  Peace  ji  hark  further. 

Eno.  *'  Oh  fovereign  Miftrefs  of  true  melancholy, 
«  The  poifonous  damp  of  night  *  difpunge  upon  me, 
«'  That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
"  May  hang  no  longer  on  me.     Throw  my  heart 
Againrt  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  fault, 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.     Oh  Aniony, 
Nobler  than  my  rev  ok  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular  ; 
But'lec  the  world  rank  me  in  regiiler 
A  mafter-leaver,  and  a  fugitive  : 
Oh  Jntony  !  oh  Antony  !  [Dies. 

1  Watch.  Let's  fpeak  to  him. 
Cent.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 

^ay  concern  Cwfar. 

2  Watch.  Let's  dofo,  but  he  fleeps. 
Cent.  Swoons  rather,  for  fo  bad  a  prayer  as  his 

Was  never  yet  for  fleep. 

a  .. difpunge  upon  tne.]   Difpunge  a  word  of  his  own  inven- 
tion, from  the  ftiueezir-s  out  a  fpunse  upon  any  one. 

1  Ifatch, 


i 
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1  Wiitch.  Go  we  to  him. 

2  Watch.  Awake,  Sir,  awake^  fpeak  to  us, 

1  Watch.  Hear  you.  Sir  ? 

Cent,  The-  hand  of  death  has  raught  him. 

[Drums  afar  off, 
3  Haik,  how  the  drums  demurely  wake  the  fleepers : 
Let's:  bear  hSm  to  the  Court  of  Guard  ;  he  is  of  note* 
Our  hour  is  fully  out. 

2  Watch,   Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  yet. 

\Exeunt. 
SCENE     VIII. 

Betvjeen-  the   t'WO  Camps. 
Enter  Antony,-  and  Scarus,    nxsith  their  Ar?ny, 
Jnt.  'TpHEIR  preparation  is  to  day  by  fea, 
X      We  pleafe  them  not  by  land.    • 
8car.  For  both,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  I  would,  they'd  fight  i'  th'fire,  or  in  the  air,^ 
We'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is ;  our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  City 
Shall  flay  with  us.     Order  for  Tea  is  given  ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven  :    further  on, 
*  Where  their  appointment  we  may  befl  difcover. 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  C^far,  and   his  Army. 
Caf.    s  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  flillbyland. 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  fhall ;  for  his  befl  force 

3  Har^,  hoiv  the  drums  demurely ]  Demurely  for  folemnly, 

Tiae  Oxford  Editor  changes  dimurely  to  diti  early. 
4.  Where  their  appointment  lue  may  befl  difcover. 

And  look  on  their  endeavour.]  /.  e.  where  we 'may  beft  difco- 
rer  their  numbers,  and  fee  their  motions. 

5  But  being  charg'd,  ive  vjHI  he  ftill  by  land. 

Which,  as  I  take't,  nue  fiall -.—^  i.  e.  udefs  \re  be  charged 
we  will  remain  quiet  at  land,  which  quiet  I  fcippofe  v/e  /hall  keep. 
But  bet rg  charged  was  a  phrafe  of  that  time,  equivalent  to  unlefs 
tve  be,  which  the  Oxford  Editor  not  underftanding,  he  has  alter 'J 
the  lines  thus. 

Not  beirg  charg'd,  ive  ivill  beJiiUby  land. 
Which  as  I  take't  ive  pall  not. 
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Is  forth  to  man  his  Gallics.     To  the  vales. 

And  hold  our  bell  advantage.  _     {^Exeunt^ 

[Alarum  afar  off,  aj  at  a  Seajigh. 
Enter  Antony  a?:^  Scarus. 

Ant.  Yet  they  are  not  join'd  : 
Where  yond  pine  ftands,  I  fhall  difcover  ali, 
I'll  bring  thee  word  ftraight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exit. 

Scar.  Swallows   have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  fails  their  nells.     The  Augurs 
Say,   they  know  not  — they  cannot  tell — look  grimly^ 
And  dare  not  fpeak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,   and  dejected  ;  and  by  flarts. 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not,  "  [Exit,. 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

Changes   to   the  Palace  in  Alexandria. 

Enter '  Antony. 

Mt.     A   LL's  loft  f  this  foul  j^gypian  hath  betray'd 

jt\  me  ? 

My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  fee,  and  yonder 
They  caii  their  caps  up,  and  caroufe  together 
Like  friends  long  loft.    Triple- turn'd  whore  \  'tis  thoii^ 
Haft  fold  me  to  this  Novice,  and  my  heart 
IV-lakes  only  wars  on  thee.     Bid  them  all  fly. 
Vox  when  1  am  reveng'd  upon  my  C  harm, 
I  have  done  all.     Bid  them  all  fly,  begone. 
*'  Oh,  Sun,  thy  upriie  ftiall  I  fee  no  more  : 
**  Fortune  and   Antony  part  here,  even  here 
*•  Dowe  ftiake  hands— allcome  to  this! --  7  the  hearts^ 

**  That 

Tke  heart  Sy 


That  paknell'd  me  at  heels,  Sic]  Panrelfi^g  at  keeh  miift 
mean  here,  foUoiuh-.z :  but  where  .was  the  word  evrr  found- in 
fuch  afcn'e"'  Paw^c/fignifies  but  three  things,  that  I  know,  in 
the  Engiip  tongue,  none  of  which  will  fuit  with  the  aJl-jficns 
here  rcquifite  j  -viz..  That  roll  or  fchedule  of  parchment^  on  which 
the  name:  ©fa  iury  are  entev'd,  which  therefore  is  callM  ewpun- 
jiellivg  5  a  pane"  or  Hip  of  wainfcot  5  and  a  packfaddle  for  bea/>s. 
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•*^  That  pantlerM  mc  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 

**  Their  wiflies,  do  difcandy,    melt  their  fweets 

•*  On  bloflbming  Cafar:  and  this  pine  is  bark'd. 

That  over-topt  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am. 

Oh,  this  falfe  foul  of  j^gypt !  this  gay  Charm, 

Whofe  eye  beck'd   forth  my  wars,    and  eall'd  them 

home, 
Whofe  bofom  was  my  Crownet,   my  chief  end. 
Like  a  right  Gipfie,   hath  at  feft  and  loofe 
Beguil'd  me  ^  to  the  very  heart  of  lofs. 
What  £m/  Eiosf      ' 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
Ah!   thou  fpell !  avant. 

Cleo.    Why   is  my  Lord  enrag'd  againfl  his  Love  ? 

Ant.   Vanilh,  or  I  fhall  give  thee  thy  deferving. 
And  blemilh  Cafar^^  Triumph.     Let  him  take  thee. 
And  hoift  thee  up  to  the  fhouting  Plsbeiam  ; 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greateft  fpot 
Of  all  thy  fex.     9  MoA  monfter-like,    be  (hewn 
For  poor'ft  diminutives,  for  doits  ;   and  Jet 
Patient  OSiavia  plough  thy  vifage  up 

of  burden.     The  text  is   corrupt,  and  Sbakefptar  muft  certainly 
have  wrote  j 

That  pantler'd  me  at  heels  5 
7.  e.  run  after  me  like  footmen,  ox  panders  ;  which  word  originally 
fignifiedthe  lervants  who  have  the  care  of  the  bread,   but  is  ufed 
by  our  poet  for  a  menial  fervant  in  general,    as  well  as  in  its- native 
acceptation 

Thus  in  Cymbeline, 

A  hilding  for  a  li'u'ry^  a  Squire's  cloth, 

yfpANTLJLR    J — 

And  in  Timcn, 

page  iby  heels ^ 

And Jkip  lohen  thou  point" ft  out. 
8    •  to  the  njcry  heart  of  lofs.]     ;.  e.   to  the  very  centre  j 

alluding  to  the  term  of  the  heart  of  ivood.- 

g  moft  morfter.  like,   be  jheiun 

For  poor'ft  diminutives,  for  dolts  j ]    As   the    allufion 

here   is   to  monfters    carried   about  in  fhews,    it  is  plain,    that  the 
words,  for  pooteft  diminuti-ves,    muft  mean   for  the  leaft  piece  of 
money  5  we  muft  therefore  read  the  next  word, 
for  DoiTs,  i.  e.  farthings, 
which  ihews^'hat  he  means  by  pooreft  diminuti-ves, 

1 4  With 
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■  With  her  prepared  nails.     'Tis  well,   thou'rtgonc; 

[£;r// Cleopatra, 
If  it  be  well  to  live.     But  better  'twere, 
7'hou  feli'll  into  my  fury  ;  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.     Erosy  hoa  ! 
The  fhirt  of  Nefus  is  upon  me  ;    teach  me, 
Jlcides,   tliou  mine  ancedor  i   thy  rage 
*  (a)  Led  thee  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  th'  Moon, 
And  with  thofe  hancis  that  grafpt  the  heavieft  club, 
Subdue  (b)  thy  vvorthieft  felf.     The  Witch   fhall  die  ; 
To  the  young  Bcman  boy  fhe  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  his  plot :    fhe  dies  for' t.     EroSf   hoa!.     \_Exit. 

Re- enter   Cleopatra,    Charmian,     Iras,   and  Mardian. 

C/eo.  Help  me,    my  women !   oh,    he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  ihield  ;  .the  boar  of    Thefaly 
Was  never  fo  imbolt. 

Char.   To  th'  Monument, 
There  lock  yourfelf,   and  fend  him  word  you're  dead  : 
*'  The  foul  and  body  rive  not  more  iu  parting, 
"  Than  Greatnefs  going  off. 

Cleo.    To  th'  Monument  : 
MuidiaHy  go  tell  him  I  have  fiain  myfelf  j 
Say,    that  the  laft  I  fpoke  was  Antony  j 
.'^aiid  word  it,   pr'ythee,  piteoufly.     Hence,  Mardian, 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.     To  th'  Mo«' 
nument.  ^  \Exeunt* 


SCENE     X. 
Re  enter  Antony,  and  Etos, 
Jnt.    Eros,   thou  yet  beholii'fl:  me. 

1  With  her  prepared  rcili. ]   i.  e.  with  nails  v/hich  fhe  fuf- 

fered  to  grow  for  thiis  purpofe. 

2  Led  th-:e  ledge  Lichas  on  the  korm  c'  th''  /;.'Cf;?,]  This  image 
our  poet  feems  to  have  taken  from  Senecj''^  Hmi'Ies,  who  fays 
Lichas  being  launched  into  the  air,  fprinkled  the  clouds  with  his 
bleed.     Sopkocle:,  on  the  fame  cccafion,  talks  at  a  much  fohcrcr  rate. 

[  (a)  Led  thes  lodge  Lichas, — Oxford  Editors — —  Vulg.  I/f f 
rnc  lodge  Lichas,] 

[  i^)  — ^h  '^'ortbieji  fdf.  < ■■■  Oxford  Editor— -Vulg.  my 
^'ertiifj}  filj.] 

.  Eres. 


I 


Antony  and     Cleopatra.         177 

Eros,  Ay,  noble  Lord. 

Jnt.  *  Sometime,    we  fee  a  cloud  that's  dragonifti  % 
«  A  vapour,  fometime,  like  a  bear,    or  lion, 
*'*A  tovver'd  citadel,   a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,   or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,   that  nod  unto  the  world, 

*  And  mock  our  eyes  with  air.     Thou'fl  feen  thefe 

*  figns, 

•  They  are  black  Vefper's  pageants. 
Eros.   Ay,  my  Lord. 

/^nt.   '  That,    which  is  now  a  horfe,  even  with  a 
*  thought 

•  The  Rack  diflimns,  and  makes  it  indillind 

*  As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.    It  do's,  my  Lord. 

Jfif.   My  good  knave,    Eros,  now  thy  Captain  is 
Even  fuch  a  body  ;    here  I'm  A-ntony^ 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifible  fhape,  my  knave. 
J  made  thefe  wars  for  JEgypt  ;  and  the  Queen, 
Whofe  heart,  I  tliought,   I  had,   (for  (he  Ifad  mine  ; 
Which,  whilft  it  was  mine,    had  annext  unto't 
A  million  more,   now  loft  !)  fhe,  Eros,,   has 
3  Packt  cards  with  C^far,  and  falfe  play'd  my  Glory 

Unto  an  enemy's  triumph^ 

Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros^  there  is  left  us 
Our  felves  to  end  oijrfelves. 

3  Packt  cards  Tcith  Caefar,  and  falfe  play'd  my  Glory 

Untc  an  enemy  %  triumph   ]    Shakefpear  has  here,   as 

ufual,  taken  his  metaphor  from  a  lo-.v  trivial  fubjeft  ;  but  has 
enobled  it  with  much  art,  by  fo  contriving  that  the  principal  term 
in  the  fubjeft  from  whence  the  metaphor  was  taken,  fhould  be- 
long to,  and  fuit  the  dignity  of  the  fubjedl  to  which  the  metaphor 
is  transferred :  thereby  providing  at  once  for  the  integrity  of  the 
figure,  and  the  ncblenefs  of  the  thought.  And  this  by  the  word 
TRIUMPH,  which  either  fignifies  Oi5F^'y/2<s's  conquefts,  or  what 
we  now  call,  contraftedly,  the  truwp  at  cards,  then  called  the 
triumph  or  the  triumphing  fort.  This  ufe  of  the  word  fitted  the 
venerable  Latimer  with  a  quibbling  text  to  a  fermon,  preached  to 
the  fcholars  at  Cambridge  againft  card-playing,  from  Prcverbfy 
as  it  is  in  the  old  translation,  Mj  fon  he  ivife,  avd  make  the  heart 
triumph  j  which  fignihed  either,  Make  the  heart  giad^  or  make 
hearts  trumps^  ■ 

I  5  Enttr^ 
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Evter    Mardian. 
Oh,  thy  vile  Lady  ! 
Sh'  has  robb'd  me  of  my  fword. 

Mar.    No,    Antony! 
"My  miftrefs  Ibv'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled' 
jWith  thine  entirely. 

Ant.    Hence,    faucy   Eunuchj    peace,    fiie   hath  be- 
tray'd  nie. 
And  (he  fhall  die  the  death. 

Mar.   *  Death  of   one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once, 
-•  And  that  fhe  has  difcharg^d.    What  thou  would'rt  do,.. 

•  is  done  unto  thy  hand  ;    the  laft  llie  fpake 

•  Was,   Antony'.'  moil  noble  Antony} 

*  Then  in  the  niidft  a  tearing  Groan  did  break 

*  The  name  of    Antony  ;    it  was  divided 

*  Between  her  heart  and  lips ;  fhe  render'dlifc, 

•  Thy  name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  l 

Mar.  Dead. 

/■]nt.    Unarm  me,    Zrrw,    the  long  day's  taik  is  done, 
And  we  mnft  fieep  ;   that  thou  depart'ft  hence  fafe. 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly  ;    go.  \^Exit  Mardiaa. 

0:H-;    pluck  off; 

The  (even  fold  fhield  of   y//«.y  x:annot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O  cleave,  my  (ides ! 
Heart,  once  be  {lronf;er  than  thy  continent, 
Crack  thy  frail  cafe  !  apace,    Eros,   apace. 

,!No  more  a  Soldier bruifed  pieces,   go  j 

\lJ Harming  himfelf^ 

You  have  been  nobly  borne  j- from  me  awhile ■ 

\^Exit  Eros. 
I  v/ill  overtake  thee,  Ckopv.tr a,   and 
V/eep  for  my  pardon.      So't  muft  be,    for  now 
All  length  is  torture  ;   fmce  the  torch  is  out. 
Lye  down  andlhay  no  furtlier.     Now  all  labour 
Marrs  what  jt  does,  yea,    very  force  entangles 
Itfelf  with  iirength  ;    4-  feal  then,  and  all  is  done. 

Eroi}' 

^ _  feal  tlen^   and  all  is  dcKe.'\  Metaphor  taken  from  civdl 

•contra*^:?,  vhere,    when  aJl  is  agreed  on,  the  jcaling   compleats 
the  cont:  a»£l  j   fo  he  had  determined  to  die,   and  nothing  remain'd 

but 
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£ros  r-l  come,    my  Queen Eros ! -^^y  for  me. 

Where  foul?  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hard. 
And  with  our  fprightly  port  make  the  Ghofts  gaze  ; 
5  Dido  and  her  Sfchaus  iliall  want  troops. 

And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. Come,    Bros,  Eros. 

EvAsr  Eros. 

Eros,    What  would  my  lord  ? 

A7it.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 
I've  liv'd  m  fuch  dilhonour,  that  the  Gods 
Deteft  my  baienets.     !,  that  with  my  fword^ 
Quarter'd  the  world,    and  o'er  green  ^eptnyiei  back. 
With  {hips,   made  cities ;    condemn  myielt,    to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman  ;    lefs  noble  minded  ^ 
Than  rtie,    which,  by  her  death,  our  Crrfar  telh, 
•M'm  conqueror  of' myfcif.'     Thou  art  fworn,    Eros, 
That  when  the  exigent  ihould  come,    which  now 
Is  comeinaeed,  when  (  Ihould  fee  behinti  me 
Th'  iiievitable  profecutJen  of  difgrace 
And  hor-rour,   that  on  my  command  thou  then 
Would'ft  kill  me.     Do  ir,   for  the  time  is  come  :• 
Thou  ftrik'il  not  me,    'tis  Crfar  tiiou  defeat'li. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  Gods  withhold  mc ! 
Shall  I  do  That,   which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
Though  enemy,  loitaim,  and  could  not  r 

Aht.   Eros, 
W(iMld'ft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,   and  fee 

but  to  give  the  flroke.     The  OxforA  Editor  not  apprehending  this^ 

alters  it  to         ptp  then    *  -,   x,       r    .-    r     j 

c  Dido  and  bcr- M^%A%  foall  -iuant  ■  trccts,\   E-t  D:do  s  tond- 
nefs  did  not  reach  to  the  other  world  :    She  then  defpifed  JF.r.cas, 
and  return'd  to  her  eld  rfrcaion  for  Sich^us. 
Tandem  ccrripuitjefe^    atque  ir.itnica  refugit 
In  Ncmm  umhrifer'um  :   Ccttji>nx  uii  friJIiriHS    iHi 
Refpondct  curiz\  rf-j^w^rj'r,- SichaeuE  j.>r.ovirn. 
I. flic uld  think,    therefore,  tiiat  the  poet  wrote, 

Dido  ^f;^/ ^tr  SlcH.=EUS  — - 

And  the  rather-,  becaufe  the  comparifon  of  ^Vo^yj  to  Sichieas  js 
remarkably  aopofite.  Sick^v^  wa'.  murder'd  by  his  brother  Pjgr-a- 
llon  for  his  weakh,  on  which  his  wife  Dido  fied  into  Jfru-a  ;  So 
Antony  was  fought  with  and  defeated  at  ABium  by  l)iE  brother 
Oaai'ius,  for  his  fliare  of  the  dominion  of  the  world,  whereon 
Cleopatra  fied  from  the  vigor's  ias«  iat9  ASgjpt* 

-  Thy 
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Thy  mafter  thiis  with  pleacht  arms,   bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  fubdu'd 
To  penetrative  (hame  :  whilfl;  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Cafar,    drawn  before  him,    branded 
His  bafenefs  that  enfued  ? 

Eros.  I  would  not  fee't. 

Jnt.  Come  then ;    for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honed  fword,  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufeful  for  thy  Country. 

Eros.  Oh,  Sir,   pardon  me. 

yht.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwor'ft  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?    do  it  at  once. 
Or  thy  precedent  fervices  are  all 
Bat  accidents  unpurposed.      Draw,    and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance. 
Wherein  the  worfhip  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

yini.    Lo  thee.-— -^  [Turning  from  him, 

Eros.  My  fword  is  drawn. 

j^nt.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  hafl  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  Maimer, 
My  Captain,    and  my  Emp'ror  !   Let  me  fay. 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewel. 

j^nt.   'Tisfaid,  man,— —and  farewel. 

Eros.  Farewel,   great  Chief.     Shall  I  flrikc  now? 

Ant.  Now,   Eros. 

Eros.  Why,   there  ihen [Eros  ii//s  hm/e/f. 

Thus  do  I  efcape  the  forrow 

Of  Antony^  death.  *  {Dies, 

Am.    Thrice  nobler  than  myfelf ! 
Thou  teacheft  me,   oh,    valiant  Eros^  what 
I  IhouJd,'  and  thou  could'll  notj  my  Queen  and  Eros 
Have  by  their  brave  inftru^ion  got  upon  me 
A  Noblenefs  in  record.     But  1  vj^ill  be 
A  Bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  Lover's  bed.     Come  then  ;    and,    Eros^ 
Thy  Ivl:>fter  dies  thy  Scholar;   to  do  thus 

\F ailing  on  his  f'v:ori. 
I  learnt  of  thee.  How,  not  yet  dead  ?  not  dead  ? — 
The  guard— hoi— oh,  difpatch  me. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     XI. 
Enter  Dercetas,   and  Guard, 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noife  ? 

Ant.  I've  done  my  work  ill,    friends : 
G,  make  an  end  of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  ftar  is  fain. 

I  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period  ! 

Jll.  Alas,  and  woe  ! 

Ant.  Let  him,  that  loves  me,  ftrike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard.  Nor  I. 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [^Exeunt, 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

This  fvvord  but  (hewn  to  Cesfary  with  this  tidings. 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

D'lO.  Where's  Antony? 

Der.  There,   Diomed,  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he  ?  wilt  thou  not  anfwer,   man  ? 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed P  draw  thy  fvvord,  and 
give  me 
Sufficing  flrokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Moft  abfolute  Lord, 
My  Miftrefs  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee. 

Ant.  When  did  (he  fend  thee  ? 

Dio.  Now,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  (he  ? 

Dio.  Lockt  in  her  Monument.     She  had  a  prophe- 
fying  fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pafs;  for  when  (he  faw 
(Which  never  (hall  be  found)  you  did  fufped 
She  had  difpos'd  with  Cafar  ;  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  fhe  fent  word  (he  was  dead. 
But  fearing  fince  how  it  might  work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth,  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.   Too  late,  good   Diomed',  call  my  Guard,  I 
pr'ythee. 

Dio.  What,  ho  !  the  Emperor's  Guard.  The  Guard, 
What,  hoa  \ 
Come,  your  Lord  calls,  Enttr 
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Enter  the  Guard. 
Ant,  Bear  me,  good  friend?,  where  C/eopatra  hides ^. 
'Ts  th  e  laft  fervice  that  I  (ha!I  command  you. 

Guard,   Woe    are    we.   Sir  !  ycu   may  no;   live  to 
wear 
All   your   true,  followers  out» 
Jil.  Mcift  heavy  day  ! 

J/2t.  Nay^  good  my   fellows,  60  not  pleafe  fliarp 
Fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  forro^s.     Bid.  That  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punilh  us,  and  we  punilh  it- 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.   "  Take  me  up, 
I  have  led  you  oft  ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And.  have  my   thanks  for  all. 

\_Ex entity   bearing  Antony. 

a  CE  N  £   xir: 

Changes  to  a  magnificent  Monumsnti 

5///!?r  Cleopatra,. Ciiarniian,  a*;^  Iras,  above. 

Cleo.  /^H  Charmian,  I  will   never  go  from  hence.- 
\J     Char.  Be  coniforted,  dear  Madam. 
Cleo.   No,    I  will  not : 
All  ibange  and. terrible  event5  a^e  vvelconve. 
But  comforts  we  defpife  ;  our  fize  of  ibrrow, 
Proportion'd  to  our  caufe,   mull  be  as  great- 
As  that  which  make->  it. 

Enter  Diomede5. 
How  now  r    is  he  dead? 

Dio;  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  th'  other  fide  youi  Monument, 
His-guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  boine  by  the  Guard. 
CUo:  ^-  O  thou  Sun, 
Turn  from  th'-  great  Sphere  tiioa  mov'il  in ! dark- 
ling Hand  The 

Burn  the  great  Sphere  thoumo'v'jl  in  -— ■  darkling  fland 
^Tbt  •^t.x-j\n%jhore  0."  th''  ivcrid  /j    -  The  'varjii.g  Jhcre 

t'tb"  world!  i,  f.  of  the  Earth,  whsxQ  lig.htaiid  darknefs  make  an 
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The  varyine;  Oiore  o'  th'  world!  O  Antony! 

Help,-  C/W//7/^i«  ;.  help,    Irm,  help  ;  help,  friends,. 

Below  ;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace. 
Not  Ccefar\  valour  hath  overthrown  Aritcny^ 
But  Antony  hatij  triumph'd  on  himfelf. 

Cieo.  So  it  fhauld  be,    that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony. ;    but^.  woe,    'tis  fo  ! 

Ant.   lam  dying,   .%rf/,  dying  ;  only  yet 
I  here  importune  death  a.  while,   until 
Of  many  thoufand  kifiiss  the  poor  laft 

I  lay  upon  thy  lips. Come  down. 

Cleo.  I  dare  not, 
(Dear,  dear  my  Lord,  your  pardon,    that  I  dare  not ;)' 
Left  I  be  taken  ;  not  th'  imperious  fhew 
Of  the  full- fortun'd  Cafar  ever  (hall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me  ;  if  knife,  drugs,    ferpents,.  ha^e- 
Edge,   fting,  or  operation,  I  am  fafe  ; 
Your  Wife  Oclavia^    with,  her  modcftcyes 
7  And  ftiil  conclufion  fiiall  acquire  no  honour, 
Demuringupon  me.     But  come,  come,    Antojiy^ 

Help  me,,  my  women  ;    we  muft  draw  thee  up — 

Afiilt,   good  friends. 

Ant.  Oh,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 
Cko.  Here's  Iport,  indeed!  — how  heavy  weighs  my 
Lord  ! 
Our  ftrength  is  all  gone  into  heavinefs, 
That  makes  the  weight.     Had  I  great  Juno\  power. 
The  rtrong-vving'd  Me^-cun  (hould.  fetch  thee  up, 
And  fet  thee  by  Ji^Wsfide.    Yetcome  a  little,— = — — 

Wilhers  were  ever  fools.  Oh  come,  come,  come 

\T^bey  draiu  Antony  up,  to  Cleopatra. 

inceffant  i-'rtv/W/on.  But  then,  if  the  Sun  iliould  fet  on  fire  the 
whole  Sphere,  in  which  he  was  fappofed  to  move,  how  could  the 
Earth  Jtaad  darkling  f  On  the  contrary  it  would  be  in  perpetual 
JJEht-  Thercfoie,  if  we  will  allow  Ckctatra  not  to  be  quite  mad, 
•we  muft  believe  /Re  faid. 

Torn  from  tb''  great  SpFere  then  monfji  In  /— — — 
J.  e,  forfake  it,,  fly  off  from  it ;  and  then  indeed  the  confequence 
■would  be,  thai  the  i>aryingpore  would  become  innjariably  dark. 

7  And  ftill  coccluCon, ]  /.  e.  fedately  colleftcd  in  hcrfelf, 

which  ev«n  the  fight  of  me  could  oot  ftir  up  into  palTion, 

And 
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And  welcome,  welcome.     Die,    where  thou  haMv'd; 
Quicken  with  kifling  ;   had  my  lips  that  power/ 
1'hus  would  I  wear  them  out. 
JIL  O  heavy  fight  ? 
j^nt.  I  am  dying,  ^gypt,  dying. 
Give  me  fome  wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak,  and  let  me  rail  fo  high;. 
That  the  falfe  hufwife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  fweet  Queen. 
Of  C^far  feek  your  honour,  with  your  fafety  ■  ■       — 

oh  ! 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 
Ant.   Gentle,    hear  me  ; 
None  about  Ceefar  truft,   but  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  My  refolution,  and  my  hands,  I'll  truft  j 
None  about  Cafar. 

Ant.  The  miferable  change,  now  at  my  end. 
Lament,  nor  forrow  at :  but  pleafe  your  thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  thofs  my  former  fortunes, 
"VVhtrcin  I  liv'd  the  greateft  prince  o'  th' world. 
The  nobleft  once  ;  and  do  net  now  bafely  die. 
Nor  cowardly  put  ofFray  helmet  to 
My  countryman  :  A  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquiih'd.     Now,  my  fpirit  is  going; 

I  can  no  more  — [Antony  dies. 

Cleo.  Nobleft  of  men  f woo't  die  ? 

Haft  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  fliall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  ftye  ?  O  fee,  my  women  ! 

The  crown  o'  th* earth  doth  melt ^  ray  Lord? 

Oh,  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war. 
The  foidier's  pole  is  fali'n  ;  young  boys  and  girls^ 
Are  level  now  with  men ;   the  odds  is  gone  ; 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable, 
Eeneach  the  vifitlng  moon.  ,      [^She  faints. 

Char.   Oh,  quietnefs,  Lady  ! 
Iras.  She's  dead  too,   our  fovereign. 
Char.   Lady  ! 
Iras.  Madam! 

Charl 
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Char.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  Madam—— 

Iras.  Royal  j£gypt  !  Emprefs ! 

Char.  ^  Peace,   peace,   IJis ! 

Clio.  "  No  more  but  a  mere  woman  ;  and  com] 
manded 
**  By  fuch  poor  paffion  as  the  maid  that  milks, 
**  And  does  the  meaneft  chares !— It  were  for  me 
"  To  throw  my  fcepter  at  th'  injurious  Gods ; 
**  To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
"  'Till  they  had  florn  our  jewel.     AlPs  but  naught : 
"  Patience  is  fottilh,  and  impatience  does 

8  Peacey  peace,  Iras.]  Cleopatra  is  fallen  into  a  fwoon  ;  her 
maids  endeavour  to  recover  her  by  invoking  her  by  her  feveral  titles. 
At  length,  Ckarmian  fays  to  the  other,  Peace,  peace,  Iras  j  on 
which  Cleopatra  comes  to  herfelf,  and  replies  to  thefe  laft  wcrd«. 
No,  you  are  mijiaken,  I  am  a  mere  loomati  like  yourfelf.  Thus 
ftands  this  fenfelefs  dialogue.  But  Shakefpear  never  wrote  it  fo  : 
We  muft  obferve  then,  that  the  two  women  call  her  by  her  feveral 
titles,  to  fee  which  beft  pleafed  her  5  and  this  was  highly  in  cha- 
racter :  the  Ancients  thought,  that  not  only  Men,  but  Gods  too, 
had  fome  names  which,  above  others,  they  much  delighted  in^ 
and  would  fooneft  anfwer  to  ;  as  we  may  fee  by  the  hymns  of 
Orpheus,  Homer,  and  Callimachus.  The  Poet,  conforming  to  this 
notion,  makes  the  maids  fay.  Sovereign  Lady,  Madam,  Royal 
yEgypt,  E?nprefs.  And  now  we  come  to  the  place  in  queftion  ; 
Charmian,  when  fhe  faw  none  of  thefe  titles  had  their  effeft,  in- 
vokes her  by  a  ftili  more  flattering  one  j 

Peace,  peace,   Isis  ! 
forfeit    fhould  be  read  and   pointed:  /.  ^.  peace,   we   can  never 
move  her  by  thefe  titles :   Let  us  give  her  her  favourite  name  of 
the  Goddefs  Is  is.  And  now  Chopatra'%  anfwer  becomes  pertinent 
and  fine  j 

No  more  but  a  mere  luoman  j»  and  commanded 
By  fuch  poor  pa£ion  as  the  maid  that  tnilks. 

K  e.  I  now  fee  the  folly  of  affuming  to  myfelf  thofe  flattering 
titles  of  divinity.  My  misfortunes,  and  my  impotence  iii  bear- 
ing them,  convince 'me  I  am  a  mere  woman  and  fubjeft  to  all  the 
pafllonsof  the  meaneft  of  my  fpecies.  Here  the  Pc'ethas  follov/- 
ed  Hiftory  exa£):ly,  and  what  is  more,  his  author  Plutarch  in  An- 
tonio ;  who  fays,  that  Cleopatra  affumed  the  habit  and  attributes 
of  that  Goddefs,  and  gave  judgments  or  rather  oracles  to  her 
people  under  the  quality  of  the  NEW  ISIS.  K:\B07rdr ^cc 
fAsv  ya^  xatt  tots  x^l  rev'  ah>.ov  ^^ovov  Uq  7rXr,^<^  s^tScrcc, 
o■To^r>;  sre^av  i^uv  I  2  I  A  O  2  iT^xtA^ctvs,  xa<  N  E  A  ISIS 

«♦  Become 
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«•  Become  a  dog  that's  mad  :  Then  is  it  fin, 

**  To  rufh  into  the  fecret  houfe  of  death, 

**  Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  ?  how  do  you,  women  ? 

"  What,what,good  cheer  !  why,  how  now,  Charmian  ? 

«  My  noble  girls  ?  ah,  women,  women  !  look, 

**  Gur  lamp  is  fpent,  it's  out—  good  Sirs,  take  heart,. 
"  Weni  bury  him :  and    then  what's    brave,    what's 

noble, 
•*  Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  faftiion, 
"  And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.  ,  Come  away. 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  fpirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women  !  come,  we  have  no  friend 
But  refolution,  and  the  briefed  end. 

lExeunt,  bearing  of  Antony's  hod^^ 


ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

C  ^  s  A  R  V    Camp. 

En^er  Caefar;  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Mccaenas,    GalluSj 

and  Train. 
C^f-  f'^Oxo  him,   Dalabella,  bid  him  yield  5 

VJT"  Being  fo  fruftrate,  tell  him, 
He  mocks  thepaufes  that  he  makes. 

Dol.  C^far,  Jfliall.  [£;f/>  Dolabella. 

Enter  Dercetas,  rujith  the  /word  of  Antony . 

Caf.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou,  that: 
dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

Der.  lam  Z2\V  A' Dercetas '» 
Mark  Antony  I  ferv'd,  who  beft  was  Worthy 
Baft  to  be  ferv'd  ;  whilft  he  ftood  up,  and  fpoke. 
He  was  my  mailer,  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  fpend  upon  his  haters.     If  thou  pleafe 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
I'll  be  to  Cafar  :  If  thou  pleafell  not,. 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 
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Citf.  What  is't  thou  fay'ft  ? 
jyer.   I  fay,  oh,  Cafar,  Antony  is  dead. 
C^/  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing  mould  make 
A  greater  crack.     The  round  world  (hould  have  fliook. 
Lions  into  civil  ftreets,  and  citizens 

Into  their  dens The  death  of  Antony 

Is  not  a  fiiigle  doom,  in  that  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der,  He  is  dead,  Ccsfar^ 
Not  by  a  publick  minifter  of  juftice. 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife  ;  but  that  felf-hand. 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  afts  it  did. 
Hath  with  the  courage,  which  the  heart  did  lend  it,. 
Splitted  the  heart.     This  is  his  fvvord, 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it  :  behold  it  ftain'd 
With  his  moft  noble  blood. 

C<£f.  Look  you  fad,  friends  :— ' ► 

The  Gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tiding 
To  wafh  the  eyes  of  Kings  ! 

Agr.  And  (Irange  it  is. 
That  nature  mud  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  moft  perfifted  deeds, 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 
Weigh'd  equal  in  him. 

Agr.  A  rarer  fpirit  never  ^  ^^^^^  k 

Didlteer  humanity  ;  but  you  Gods  will  give  us  ^-^=5^6 

Some  faults  to  make  us  men.      Cafar  is  touch'd.   ^  f* 

Mec.  When  fuch  a  fpacious  mirror's  fet  before  him, 
He  needs  mart  fee  himfeif. 
Crf/.  O  Antony  ! 

IVe  follow'd  thee  to  this but  we  do  lance 

Difeafes  in  our  bodies.      I  muft  perforce 
Have  (hewn  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  day. 
Or  look  on  thine;  we  could  not  Itall  together 
In  the  whole  world.     But  yet  let  me  lament 
With  tears  as  fovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts,. 
That  thou  my  brotJier,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  defign^  my  mate  in  Empire, 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 

Where 
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Where  mine  its  thoughts  did  kindle ;  that  our  (lars. 

Unreconaleable,   fiiould  have  divided 

Our  equalnefs  to  this.     Hear  me,  good  friends,        " 

But  I  will  tell  you  at  Tome  meeter  fijafon -' 

.  The  bufinefs  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him,  • 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  fays.     Whence  are  you  ? 
Enter  an  Egyptian. 

^gypt.  h    poor  jEgyptian  yet  ;    the   Queen  my 
miftrefs,  ' 

Confin'd  in  all  (he  has,  (her  monument) 
Of  thy  intents  defires  inflrudion  ; 
That  /he  preparedly  may  frame  herfelf 
To  th'  way  fhe's  forc'd  to. 

Ctef.  Bid  her  have  good  heart  ; 
She  foon  Ihall  know  of  us,  by  fwne  of  ours. 
How  honourably  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her.     For  Cafar  cannot  live, 
i  0  be  ungentle. 

^gypt.  May  the  Gods  preferve  thee  f  {Exit 

Ca^f.  Come  hither,  Proculeius -,  go,  and  fay. 
We  purpofe  her  no  fhame  ;  give  her  what  comforts 
1  he  quality  of  her  paffion  fhall  require  ,• 
^^^  m  her  greatnefs  by  fome  mortal  firoke 
She  do  defeat  us :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
(a)  Would  be  eternaljng-our  triumph.     Go, 
And  with  your  fpeedieft  bring  us  what  fl-.e  fays. 
And  how  you  £nd  htr, 

r'%  ^^^7'  ^  ^^"  •  ^^""^^  Proculeius. 

wy.  Ua//sis,  go  you  along  j—where's  Dolabella, 

C>/.  Let  him  alone  ;  for  I  remember  now. 
How  he's  emplo>'d  :   he  ihall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  Tent,  where  you  fhall  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ftill 
In  all  my  writings.     Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  lliew  in  this.  [Exeunt, 

ieVcrint^^''''''""^'"^'     ^'^"'^   Editor.— Vulg.     -u.ou/d 

SCENE 
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SCENE    'II. 

Changes  to  the  Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,    Charmian,     Iras,     Mardian,    and 
Seleucus,  abo'ue. 

Cleo.  T\/rY  defolation  does  begin  to  make 

XVX  A  better  life  ;  'tis  paltry  to  be  Cefar ; 
Not  being  Fortune,  he's  but  Fertune's  knave, 
A  minifter  of  her  Will  ;   '  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing,  that  ends  all  other  deeds  ; 
Which  {hackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change  ; 
[Lulls  wearied  nature  to  a  found  repofe] 
(Which  fleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  Dugg  :) 
The  beggar's  nurfe,  and  Co'/ar's. 

Enter  Proculeius. 

Pro.  Ca/ar{ends  Greeting  to  the  Queen  of  ySgypt, 
And  bids  theeftudy  en  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean' ft  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

C/io.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

1   ,  .,._ . ...      .   ■■   affi  it  is  great 

To  do  that  thing,  that  er.Ss  all  other  deeds  ^ 
Which  Jhacklci  accidents y  and  bolts  up  change^ 
Which  Jleeps,  and  never  palates  more  r^f  Dung  : 
The  beggar'' s  niirfe,  <2wiCaeiar'j.]     The  action    of  Suicide    is 
here    faid,    to  Jhackle    accidents  ;    to  bolt    up   change  ;     to    bt  the 
isggar^s  nurfe,   and  Caefar'i.     So  far  the  oefcription  is  intelligible. 
But  when  it  is  faid,  that  it  fleeps  and  nenjer  palates  more  the  Dung^ 
we  find    neither  fenfe  nor  .^j^priety  :  which  is  occafion'd  by  the 
lofs  of  a  whole  line  betwr  iithe  third  and  fourth,  and  the  corrupt 
reading  of  the  lafl:  word  in  the  fourth.     We  fhould  read  the  paffage 
thus, 

»■    11    ■'    '■ -  and  it  is  great 

To  do  that  thing,  that  ends  all  other  deeds  j 
Which Jhackies  accidents,   and  bolts  up  change  ; 
f  Lulls  wearied  nature  to  a  found  repofej 
[Which  Jleeps,   and  ne"jer palates  more  theDucG  '.) 
The  beggar's  nurfe,  and'Cefar's. 
That  this  line  in  hooks  was  the  fubftance  of  that  loft,  is  evident 
from  its  making  fenfe  of  all  the  reft:  which   are  to  this  effedl. 
It  is  great  to    d^    that  "ujhich  frees  us  from   all  the  accidents    of 
humanity,    lulls    our  o^jer-ivearied    nature  to  repofe   (lahich    noiv 
Jlieps,  and  has  no  more  appetite  for  luorldly   enjoyments^)    and    is 
epally  the  nurfe  of  Caefar  and  the  beggar, 

Cleo. 
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Cle9.  Antony 
Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  truft  ycu,  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  ht  deceived, 
That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.     If  your  mafter 
Would  have  a  Queen  his  beggar,  you  muft  tell  him. 
That  Majefty,  to  keep  decorum,  muft 
No  bfs  beg  than  a  Kingdom;  if  hcpleafe 
To  give  me  conquer'd  JEgypt  for  my  Son, 
He  gives  me  fo  much  of  mine  own,  as  1 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer  : 
You're  fall'n  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing ; 
Make  your  full  ref 'rence  freely  to  my  lord. 
Who  is  fo  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need .     Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  fweet  dependency,  and  you  fhallfind 
A  Conqu'ror  *  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
Where  lie  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

CUo.  Fray  you,  tell  him, 
I  am  his  fortune's  valTal,  3  and  I  fend  him 
The  Greatnefs  he  has  got.     I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience,  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'th'  face. 

"Pro,  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 
Have  comfort,  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pity'd 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

{Here  Gallus,  and  Guard,  afcend  the  Monument  hy 
a  Ladder,  and  enter  at  a  back  Windovj. 

Gall.  You  fee,  how  eafily  fhe  may  be  furpriz'd. 

Pro.  Guard  her,  'till  Cafar  come. 

Irai,  O  Royal  Queen  ! 

Char,  Oh  Cleopatra  !  thou  art  taken.  Queen. 

Cleo.  Quick, quick,  good  hands.  [Draiving  a  Dagger, 
.  [^The  'Monument  is  open  d ;   Proculeius  rujhei  in, 
and  difarms  the  ^een, 

a  ■  that  will  pray  in  aid/jr  kindnefs,']     Praying    in  aid 

IS  a  law  term,  ufed  for  a  petition  made  in  a  court  of  jufticc 
for  the  calling  in  of  help  from  another  that  hath  an  intereA  in 
the  caufe  in  queftion.  Oxford  Editor, 

2  '     ....—-     and  I  fend  him 

The  Greatnefs  he  has  got. -]    »;  e.  I  have  nothing  to  fend 

hkn,  alluding  to  theprefents  fent  by  vaffals  to  their  lords. 

Pr*. 
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?ro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold  : 
Do  not  yourfelf  fuch  wrong,  +  who  are  in  this 
Bereav'd»  but  not  betrayM. 

CUo.  What,   of  death  too,    that   rids  our  dogs  of 
languifh  ? 

?ro.  Do  not  abufe  my  mafter's  bounty,  by 
Th*  undoing  of  yourfelf:  let  the  world  fee 
His  Noblenefs  well  aded,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  corae  forth. 

CUo.  Where  art  thou,  Death  ?  • 
Come  hither,  come  :  oh  come,  and  take  a  Queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars. 

Pro.  Oh,  temperance,  lady  ! 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink.  Sir: 
5  If  idle  time  will  once  be  neceilary, 
ril  not  fleep  neither.     This  mortal  houfe  I'll  ruin. 
Do  Cafar  what  he  can.     Know,  Sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  mailer's  Court, 
Nor  once  be  chaflis'd  with  the  fober  eye 
Of  dull  Oclanjia.     Shall  they  hoift  me  up. 
And  (hew  me  to  the  fhouting  varlotry 
Of  cens'ring  Rome  ?   rather  a  ditch  in  jEgypt 
Be  gentle  Grave  unto  me !  rather  on  Nilus"  mud 
Lay  me  ftark  nak'd,  and  let  the  water-flie^ 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  !  rather  make 
My  Country's  high  Pyramides  my  gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains] 

Pro.  You  do  extend 


ivho  are  in  tin 


Reliev'd,  hut  not- betray'' d.'^  As  plaufible  as  this  xeadiiig 
is,  it  is  corrupt.  Had  Sbakefpear  ufed  the  word  relicSd,  he 
would  have  added,  an</ not  betray'd.  But  that  he  ufed 'another 
word  the  reply  fhews,  fVbat,  of  death  tco  :  which  will  not  agree 
with  relieved  j  but  will  dire<S  us  to  the  genuine  word,  which  is, 

Bereav'd,  but  not  betray' d. 
i.  e.  iereat'' d  of  death,  or  of  the  means  of  dcfcroying  your   fclf, 
but  not  betray' d  to  your  deftrudlioru     By  the  particle    tco^   in  her 
reply*   Ihe  alludes  to  her  being  before  bsrea'v\i  of  Antony.     And 
thus  his  fpeech  becomes  corredi,  and  her  reply  pertinent. 

5  If  idie  TALK  luill  once  be  ncccjj'ary ,'\     This  nonfenre  fliouM 
be  reform' d  thus, 

If  idle  T  t  M  K  ivill  once  he  necejjary. 
L  <r«  if  refofe  be  neceflary  to  eherilh  life,  I  wiJi  not  fleep. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  (hall 
Find  caufe  in  Cafar. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Dolabelki^. 
Dol.  ProcuieiuSy 
What  thou  haft  done  thy  matter  Cafar  knows, 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  Queen, 
I'Jl  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  Dolabdl'a, 
It  (hall  content  me  beft ;  be  gentle  to  her  ; 
To  Carfar  I  will  fpeak  what  you  (hall  pleafe. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die.  [^a:// Proculcius. 

Dol.  Moft  noble  Emprefs,  you  have  heard  of  me. 
Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 
Bol.  k^^jix^oXy^  you  know  me. 
Cleo,  No  matter.  Sir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known  : 
You  laugh,  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams ; 
Is't  not  your  trick  ? 

DoL  1  underftand  not,  Madam. 
Cleo.  I  dreamt,  there  was  an  Emp'ror  Antony  ; 
Oh  fuch  another  deep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  man  ! 

Dol.  If  it  might  pleafe  ye 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heav'ns ;  and  therein  (luck 
A  Sun  and  Moon,  which  kept  their  courfe,  and  lighted* 
The  little  6  Oo'th' Earth.  ^ 

DoL  Moft'  fovcrei^rn  creature  ! 


Cleo.  His  legs  beftrid  the  ocean,  his  rear'd  arm 
Crefted  the  world  :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  Spheres,  when  that  to  friends . 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail,  and  (hake  the  Orb, 
He  was  as  ratling  thunder.     For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in't  :  An  faj  Autumn  'twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping.     His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like,  they  (hew'd  his  back  above       ' 
The  element  they  liv'd  in  :  in  his  livery 

6  A  round  0  reftored  by  Mr.  Theoha/d, 
£  C^J  Autum».     Mr,  ^Iheobald, Vulg,  Antony.] 

Walk'd 
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Walked  Crowns  and  Coronets,  realms  and  iflands  were 
As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket. 

DoL  Cleopatra  

Cleo.  Think  you,   there  was,  or  might  be,  fuch  a 
man 
As  this  I  dreamt  of? 

Dol.  Gentle  Madam,  no. 

Cleo.  Vou  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  Gods  ; 
But  if  tliere  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch, 
It's  paft  the  fize  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants  Huff" 
To  vye  grange  forms  with  Fancy,  7  yet  t'imagine 
An  Antony^  were  Nature's  Prize  'gainll  Fancy, 
Condemning  (hadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  Madam  : 
Your  lofs  is  as  yourfelf  great ;  and  you  bear  ir. 
As  anfw'ring  to  the  weight  :  'would,  I  might  never 
O'er -take  purfu'd  fuccefs,  but  I  do  {tQ:\, 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  fhoots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cie^3.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
Know  you,  what  Ctejar  means  to  dio  with  me  ? 

Dol.  I'm  loth  to  tell  you,  what  I  would  you  knew. 

C!eo.  Nay,  pray  you.  Sir. 


DoL  Though  he  be  honourable- 


yet  t''  imagine 


An   Antony  ivere  Nat  tire'' s  piece  ''gainji  Fancy, 
Cond£mni}ig  padoivs  quite.']  This  is  a  fine  lentiment ;   but  by 
the  falfe  reading  and  pointing  become  unintelligible.  Though,  when 
,  fet  right,  obfcure  enough  to  deferve  a  comment.  Shakefpear  wrote, 

_«>»^_ yg(  f '  imagine 

An  Antony,  ivere  Nature'' s  prize   "" gainji  Fancy y 

Condemning  Jhadoivs  quite. 
The  fenfe  of  which  is  this.  Nature,  in  general,  has  vet  materialt 
enough  tofurnijh  cut  real  forms,  for  every  model  that  the  hour.dlcfs 
foiver  of  the  imagination  can  faetch  cut :  [Nature  wants  matter  to 
vye  ftrange  forms  with  Fancy.]  Ent  tho''  this  be  true  in  general ^ 
that  mlxxxt  is  mere  poor,  narroiv ,  and  confimd  than  fancy,  jer  it 
muji  he  oivned,  thai ^'wh en  nature  prefcnts  an  Antcny  to  us.  Jkc  the/t 
g^ts  the  better  of  fancy,  and  -makes  ei'cn  the  imagination  appear  poor 
and  narrow  :  Or,  in  our  author's  phrafe,  \^conde:tini  Jbudoius  quite. "^ 
The  word  prize,  which  I  have  reftored,  is  very  P^'^'.-V;  as  ^gur- 
ing  a  contention  betv^^een  nature  and  imagiKation  about  tlie  larger 
extent  of  their  powers  j  and  nature  gaining  the  prize  by  producing 
Antony. 

Vol.  VII.  .  K  CUo^ 
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C!eo.  He'll  lead  me  in  triumph  ? 
Dol.  Madam,  he  will,  1  knovv't. 
JU.  Make  way  there, Cafar. 

SCENE     JV. 

Efitir  Caefar,   Gallus^   Mecasnas,  Proculeius,  and  At- 
tendants. 

Caf.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  jEgypt  ? 

Dol.  It  is  the  Emperor,  Madam.  [Cleo.  kneeU. 

Caf.  Arife,  you  fliall  not  kneel; 
I  pray  you,  rife,  rife,  JEgypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  Gods 
Will  have  it  thus  j  my  mafter  and  my  lord 
I  muft  obey. 

Ca-f.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts : 
The  Tecord  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  fiefh,  we  Ihall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  Sir  o'  th'  world, 
*  I  cannot  prodler  mine  own  caufe  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear,  but  doconfefs,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  (hamM  our  Sex. 

Ca-f.   Cle^^patra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  inforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourfelf  to  our  intents, 
(Which  tow Vds  you  are  moft  gentle)  you  {hall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  Change  ;  but  if  you  ieek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony  %  courfe,  you  Ihall  bereave  your  felf 
Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  deftrud\ion  which  Til  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  relie.     I'll  take  my  leave.  ■ 

Cleo.  And  may,  through  all  tiie  world  :   'tis  yours  .,- 
and  we, 
Your  fcutcheons,  a«d  your  figns  of  Conquell,  (hall 

8  I  ca-niKt  prcjedt  mi  tie  c-ivn  cauft  fo  nvdi]  P/ o/V  <??  fignifies  to 
ini-ent  a  caufe,  not  to  plead  xt  -,  which  is  the  fenfe  here  required. 
It  is  plain  then  weihould  read, 

/  canrtot  Procter   fnint  oivn  cjufe  fo  ivell. 
The  technical  term,  to  plead  by  an  advocate. 

H^ng 
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Hang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.  Here,  my  good  lord, 

Caf.  You  (hall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra, 

Cleo.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels 

I  am  pofieft  of 'tis  exactly  valued, 

Not  petty  things  omitted whereas  SeUucus? 

SeL  Here,  Madam. 

Cleo,  This  is  my  treafurer,  let  him  fpeak,  my  lord. 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  refervM 
To  my  felf  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Se/eucks, 

"Sel.   Madam,  I  had  rather  feal  my  lips. 
Than  to  my  peril  fpeak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

SeL  Enough  to  purchafewhat  you  have  made  known. 
■   C^f,  Nay,  blulh  not,   Cleopatra  j   I  approve 
Your  wifdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Cefar  !  Oh,  behold. 
How  Pomp  is  follow'd  :  mine  will  now  be  yours. 
And,  (hould  we  fliift  eftates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
Th'  ingratitude  of  this  SeUucus  do's 
Ev'n  make  me  wild.     Oh  flave,  of  no  more  Truft 
Than  love  that's  hir'd  —  What,  goeft  thou  back  ?  thou 

(halt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee :  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes. 
Though  they  had  wings.     Slave,  foul-lefs  villain,  dog, 
O  rarely  bafe  f 

Caf.  Good  Queen,  let  us  intreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Co'far,  what  a  wounding  (hame  is  this, 
That  thou,  vouchfafing  here  to  vifit  me. 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordlinefs 
To  one  fo  weak,  thac  mine  own  fervant  fliould 
Parcel  the  fum  of  my  difgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy  !  Say,  good  Crefavy 
That  I  fomc  lady- trifles  have  referv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  Dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal ;  and  fay, 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Lt'via  and  O^a'via,  to  induce 
Their  mediation,  muft  I  be  unfolded 
By  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  the  Gods !  —  it  fmites  me 

Beneath  the  Fall  l  have.     Pr'ythee,  go  hence;  

Or  I  (hall  ihew  the  cinders  of  my  fpirits 

K  2  Througli 
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9  Through  th'  alhes  of  my  chance  :  wert  thou  a  man. 
Thou  would'fl:  have  mercy  on  me. 

C^/.  Forbear,  S^leucus. 

Cleo.  *  Be't  known,  that  we,  the  Greateft,  are  mif- 
thought 
For  things  that  others  Ao.     And  when  we  fall 
We  anfwer.     Others'  merits,  in  our  names 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Caf.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledged. 
Put  We  i'  th'  roll  of  Conqueft,  ilill  be't  yours ; 
Beftow  it  at  your  pleafure,  and  believe, 
Cafar^s  no  merchant  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  fold.     Therefore,  be  cheer'd  : 

^Through  th"  ajhei  of  my  chance:]   Or  fortune.     Alluding   t« 
an  imperial  edifice  burnt  down  and  reduced  to  aflies.     So  that  the 
meaning  is.   Begone,  or  I  fliall  exert  that  royal  fpirit  which  I  had  in 
my  profpej-ity,  in  fpite  of  the  imbecillity  of  my  prcfent  weak  con- 
dition.    This  taught  the  Oxford  Editor  to  alter  it  to  mifchance. 
I  Bit  knoivn,   that  lue  the  Greatejl  are  misthought 
For  things  that  others  do  j   and  ivhen  ivefall. 
We  ajipzver  others'"  merits,  in  our  names 

Are  therefore  to  bs  pitied. 1  This  falfe  pointing  has  rendered 
the  fentiment.  which  was  not  very  eafy  at  bell,  altogether  unintel- 
ligible.    The  lines  fhould  be  pointed  thus, 

Be^thioivn,  thafwe,  the  Great efi,  are  mistkougbt 
For  things  that  ethers  do.     Ard  'when  ine  fall  , 

fVe  anjiver.     Others'"  merits,  in  our  raines 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 
\.  e.  T^r^c  rr.onarchs,  ivhiL  in  po^iver,  are  accuftd  and  blamed  for  the 
tnrfca'-ria^es  of  cur  minijicn  ;   and  ivhen  any  misfortune  bath  fub- 
je&ed  us  to  the  pciver  of  our  enemies,   ivs  are  Jure  to  be  puni feed  for 
thoje  faults.     As  this  is  the  cafe,  it  is  but  reafonable  that  ivc  fbsuld 
ha-ve  the  merit  of  our  mivifteis''  good  aBions,    as  ivell  as   bear  the 
blame  of  their  bad.     But  fhe  foftens  the  word  merit  'into  pity.    The 
reafon  of  her  making  the  reflexion  was  this :    Her  former  condudl 
was  liable  to  much  cenfure  from  0(f?<sx'/«i,v/hich  fhe  would  hereby 
artfully  infmuate  was  owing  to  her  evil  minlfters.     And  as  her  pre- 
fent  conduct,  in  concealing  her  treafures,  appeared  to  be  her  own 
zi\,    fhe  being   detefted   by  her  minifter  j    Jlie  begs,    that  as  flic 
now  anfwers  for  her  former  minifler's  mifcarriagcs,  fo  her  prefent 
minifter's  merit  in  this  difcovery,  might  likcwife  be  placed  to  her 
account  :     Which  fne  thinks  but  reafontible.      The  Oxford  Editar 
is  here  again  at  his  old  work  of  altering  what  he  did  no:  underftand, 
.    and  fo  transforms  the  palfage  thus, 

— .  _  And  ivhen  ive  fall, 

TVe  pander  others'  merits  vi'ixh.  9ur  names  j 

And  therefore  to  be  pitted.  Make 
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Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prifons;  no,  dear  Queen, 

For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 

Your  felf  fliall  give  us  counfel  :  feed,  and  fleep. 

Our  care  and  pity  is  fo  nwch  upon  you, 

That  we  remain  your  friend  ;  and  fo,  adiea. 

Cleo.  My  mailer, ,  and  my  lord  I 

Caf.  Not  fo  : — adieu.    [Exeunt  C^far  and  hit  train, 

SCENE     V, 

Cleo.  He  words  me.  Girls,- he  words-me. 
That  I  fhould  not  be  noble  to  my  felf. 
But  hark  thee,  Charmian,  \_Whifpers  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finiih,  good  lady,  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again.  ■ 

I've  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  pravided; 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafte. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will.  {Exit  Charm. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dot.  Where  is  the  Queen  > 

Char.  Behold,  Sir. 

Cleo.   Dolabella. 

T)ol.  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn,  by  your  Command, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :   C^far  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey,  and,  within  three  days. 
You  with  your  children  will  he  fend  before  ; 
Make  your  beft  ufe  of  this.     I  have  performed 
Your  pleafure  and  my  promife. 

Cleo.   Dolabella, 
I  ihall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dol.  I  your  fervant. 
Adieu,  good  Queen  j  I  muft  attend  on  C^far.     [ExiK 

Cleo.  Farewel,  and  thanks.  Now,  Iras»  what  think'ft 
thou  ? 
Thou,  an  yEgyptian  puppet,  (halt  be  (hewn 
In  Rome  as  well  as  I  :  mechanick  Haves 
With  greafie  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  fhall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view.     In  their  thick  breaths, 
Rank  of  grofs  diet,  ihall  we  be  enclouded. 
And  forced  to  drink  their  vapour. 

K  3  Jras. 
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Iras.  The  Gods  forbid  ! 

CUo.  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain,   has  :   faucy  liflora 
Will  catch  at  us  like  ftrumpets,  and  fcall'd  rhimcrs 
Ballad  us  out-o'-tunc.     The  quick  Comedians 
Extemp'rally  will  ftage  us,  and  prefent 
Our  ^Alexandrian  revels  :   Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  fhall  fee 
Some  fqueaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  Greatnefs, 
1'  ih'  pofture  of  auhore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  Gods  ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that's  certain. 

Iras.  I'll  never  fee  it;  for,  I'm  fure,  my  nail* 
Are  ftronger  than  mine  eyes. 

CUp.  Why,  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Their  moft  abfurd  intents.    Now,  Charmian, 

Enter  Charmian. 
Shew  me,  my  women,  like  a  Queen  :  go  fetch 
Wly  beft  attires.     I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 

To  meet  Mark  Antony.     Sirrah  Irasy   go  • 

Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  difpatch  indeed  ; 

And  when  thou'ftdone  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 

To  play  'till  dooms-day bring  our  Crown,  and  aJI'^ 

[  A  tioife  vjithtM* 
Wherefore  this  noife  ? 

Enter  a  Guard/man, 

Guard/.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow. 
That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  Highnefs^  prefence ; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.    Lec  him  come   in.     How  poor  an  inftrument 

[Exit  Guard/man. 

May  do  a  noble  deed  ! he  brings  me  liberty. 

iVIy  refoladon's  plac'd,    and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  ;    now  from  head  to  foot 
I'm  marble conflant :  *  now  the  fleeting  moon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

7101U  the fieet'.ng  mccn 


Ke  p'atut  is  of  mine.]     Alluding  to  the  Egyptian  ^tvotion 
paid  to  ths  moon  under  the  name  of  IJh, 
^  Enter 
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Enter  Guardfman  and  Clown  ^with  a  hajket. 

Guard/.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  \^Exit  Guard/man, 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there. 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  *  Truly,    I  have  him  r  but  I  would  not  be 

*  the  party  Ihould  defire  you  to  touch  him,    for  his 

*  biting  is  immortal :    thofe,  that  do  die  of  it,  ,do  fel- 

*  dom  or  never  recover. 

Cieo.    Remember'ft  thou  any  that  have  dy'd  on't  ? 
C/oxin.  *  Very  many,  men  and  wohien  too.     I  heard 

*  of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yeilcrday,  a  very  ho- 

*  neft  woman,  but  fomething  given  to  lie,  as  a  woman 

*  (hould  not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honeily.     How  flie 

*  dy'd  of  the   biting  of  it,  what  pain  (he  felt !  truly» 

*  {he  makes  a  very  good  report  0'  th'  worm  :    '  but  he, 

*  tiiat  will  believe   half  that  they   fay,  (hall  never  be 

*  faved  by  all  that  they  do :  but  this  is  moft   fallible^ 
'  the  worm*s  an  odd  worm. 

C/eo.  Get  thee  hence,  farewel. 

Clown.   *  I  wifh  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Farewel. 

Cloivn.  •  You   muft  think  this,   look  you,  that  the 

*  worm  will  do  his  kind. 
Cleo.  Ay,    ay,   farewel. 

Clown.   *   Look  you,    the  worm  is  not  to  be  truftcd 

*  but  in  the  keeping  of  wife  people  j   for,  indeed,  there 

*  is  no  goodnefsin  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care,  it  fhall  be  heeded . 
Clown.   *  Very  good  :    give  it  nothing,   1  pray  you, 

*  for  it  is  not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo.  Will  it  eat  mc  ? 

Clown.   '  You  muft  not  think,    I  am  fo  fimple,,  but 

*  I  know,   the  devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  woman :   I 

*  know,  that  a  woman  is  a  dilh  for  the  Gods,  if  the  devil 
*^  drefs  her  not.     But,  truly,   thefe  fame  whorfon  devils 

'^——But  he,  that  ivill  believe  all  that  they  fay,  Jhall  ne-ver  be 
fwjciby  half  that  they  do.^  Shakefpeaf''s  Clowns  are  always  jok- 
ers, and  deal  in  fly  fatire.  It  is  plain  tills  muft  be  read  the  con- 
trary way,    and  all  and  half  change  places. 

K.  4  «  do 
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^  '  do  the  Gods  great  harm  in  their  women  !   for,    in 
*  every  ten  that  they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 
Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone,  farewel. 
Cknvn,    '  Yes,  forfooth,  I  wi(h  you  joy  o'  th'  worm, 

SCENE     VI. 

C/£o.  "  Give  me  my  Robe,  put  on  my  Crown  j  I  have 
"  Immortal  Longings  in  me.     Now  no  more 
"  The  juice  of  jEgypt's  grape   (hall  moift  this  lip. 

•*  Yare,  yare,  good  Jras ;   quick methinks,  I  hear 

••  Jufc^;y  call,  I  fee  him  roufe  himfelf 
"  To  praife  my  noble  aft.     I  hear  him  mock 
•*  The  luck  of  Cafavy  which  the  Gods  give  men 
"  T'  excufe  their  after-wrath.     Husband,  I  come  ; 
**  Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title  ! 
"  I  am  fire,  and  air ;  my  other  c:ej«f  nts 

•'  I  give  to  bafer  life.     So- have  you  done  ? 

*'  Come  then,   and  take  the  lafc  warmth  of  my  lips. 
*♦  Fazewel,    kind  Charmian  -,   Iras,   long  farewel. 

[  Applying  the  afp, 
"  Have  I  the  afpick  in  my  lips  ?  doft  fall?      [To  Ira». 
"  If  thou  and  nature  can  fo  gently  part, 
«*  The  (Iroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
"  Which  hurts,  and  is  defir'd.     DoR  thou  \yt  ftill  ? 
*•  If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  tell'llthe  world, 
"  It  is  not  worth  leave  taking.  [Iras  dies. 

Char.  DlfTolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain,  that  I  may  fay. 
The  Gods  themfclves  do  weep. 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  bafe- 

If  fhe  iirft  meet  the  curled  Antony ^ 
He'll  make  demand  of  her,  and  fpend  that  kifs. 
Which  is  my  heav'n  to  have.    "Come,   mortal  wretch, 
"  With  thy  fharp  teeth  4  this  knot  intrinficate 

[To  the  fer pent, 
•*  Of  life  at  once  untie:  poor  venomous  fool, 
«*  Be  angry,    and  difpatch.     Oh,   could'ft  thou  fpeak, 

4 this,  ^3or  intrinficate  j  The  expreffion  is  finej    it  figni- 

f  es  a  hidden,   fecret  \intrinjecui\  knot,  as  that  whicli  ties  foul  and 
body  together. 

That 
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That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Cafar  afs, 
Unpolicied  ! 

C^ar.   O  eaftern  ftar  f 

C/eo.  *  Peace,  peace! 

*  Doft  thou  not  fee  my  baby  at  my  breaft,  * 

*  That  fucks  the  nurfe  afleep  ? 

Char.    O  break !    O  break  ! 

Cleo.    As  fweet  as  balm,  as  foft  as  air,  as  gentle, 

G  j^niony  ! Nay,   I  will  take  thee  too. 

[Applying  another  afp  to  her  Arm. 
What  (hould  r ftay -' ^  {Dies. 

Char.  In  this  wifd  world  ?    fo  fare  thee  well : 
Now,   boaii  thee,    Death,    in  thy  poffefrion  lies 

A  lafs  unparallel'd Downy  windows,  clofe; 

And  golden  Phahus  never  be  beheld 

Of  eyes  again  fo  royal !  your  Crown's  awry  ; 

I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play 

Enter  the  Guardy  rujhing  in. 

I  Guard.   Where's  the  Queen  ; 

Char.    Speak  foftly,   wake  her  not. 

I  Guard,  Cafar  hath  fent— — — 

[Charmian  appUei  the  AJp^ 

Char.  Too  flow  a  meflenger. 
©h,   come  apace, .  difpatch,  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard.    Approach,  ho!  all's  not  well;     C^/ar'i 

beguil'd. 

2  Guard.TheTe''s  Do/ahel/a  fent  from  Ctefar;  call  him* 

1  Guard.   What  work  is  here,    Charmian  ?  is    this 

well  done  ? 
Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  Prineefs 
Defcended  of  fo  many  royal  Kings. 
Ah,  foldiers!    ..  [Charmian  ^af/V/; 

Enter  Dolabella* 
Dol.    How  goes  it  here  ?. 

2  Guard.  All  dead! 

Dol.  Ceefary  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their  effeds  in  this  j   thy  felf  art  coming- 
To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  ait,   which  thoa 
So  fought' ll  to  hinder. 

Enter  Csfar  and  Attendants. 
AUi  Mak$  way  there^  make  way  for  Cafar* 

K-5  Wdi 
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Dol.  Ob,   Sir,  you  are  too  fure  an  augurer;- 
That,    you  did  fear,    is  done. 

C^f.    Braveft  at  laft  : 
She  leveird  at  our  purpofe,  and,    being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way.    The  manner  of  their  deaths  ?— 
I  do  not  fee  them  bleed 

Dol   Who  was  lall  with  them? 

vGuard.  A  fimple  countryman,  that  brought  her  fgs; 
This  was  his  bafket. 

C^f.    Poifon'd  then! 

1  Gent.   Oh  Cafar  I 
This  Charrnian  liv'd  but  now,   fhe  Rood  and  fpake; 
1  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  miftrefs ;    tremblingly  (he  ftood, 
And  on  the  fudden  dropl. 

Ctef.    Qh  noble  weaknefs  ! 
li  they  had  fwallow'd  poifon,  'twould  appear 
By  external  fwelling  ;  but  fhe  looks  like  ileep; 
As  fhe  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  l^rong  toil  of  grace. 

Dol    Here,   on  her  breafl, 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood,   and  fomething  blown  :. 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

I  Guard.  This  is  an  afpick's  trail ; 
And  thefe  fig  leaves  ha?e  flime  upon  them,  fuch 
A%  th'afpick  leaves  upon  the  caves  of  Nile, 

Caf.    Moll  probable, 
That  fo  ^nt  dy'd  ;   for  her  phyfician  tells  me^ 
She  has  purfu'd  conclufions  infini:e 
Of  eafy  ways  to  die.     Take  up  her  bed. 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument  :• 
She  (ball  be  buried  by  her  Ar.tovy. 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  fhall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  fo  famous.     High  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  ihcm  ;  and  their  flory  ia- 
No  lefs  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  (halli 
Jn  folernn  fliew,  attend  this  funeral  \ 
Ajnd  then  to  Ro?ne  :  come,   Dolabella^  fee 
High  order  in  this  great  fokmnity.         lExiunt  omnes^ 

CYMBELINE- 
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Dramatis  Perfonae, 


CYMBELINE,  King  of  Wnzmt. 
Cloten,  Son  to  the  ^een  by  a  former  Hujhani, 
Leonatus   Pofthumus,    a   Gentleman  in  lo^'e   ivith  the 

Princefs^   and  privately  married  to  her. " 
Guiderius,  )  Difguii'd  under  the  names  of  Paladour  and 
Arviragus,  )     Cadwal,  fuppofed  Sons  to  Belarius. 
Eelarius,  a  hanifj'd  Lordy  difguii'd  under  the  name  of 

Morgan. 
Philario,  «» Italian,  FrzV«^ /^  Pofthumus. 
lachimo,  friend  to  Philario. 
Caius  Lupus,   Ayrwaffador  from  Rome. 
Pifanio,  Sernjant  to  Poftiiumus. 
A  Frer\ch  Gentleman,   Friend  to  ?hihrio. 
Cornelius,  a  Doilor,  Ser-vant  to  the  ^icen. 
^fwo  Gentlemen. 

^een,   Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  hy  a  former  ^uien. 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lcrds,  LadieSf  Roman  Senators,  Tribunesy  Ghofs,  a 
Soothfayer,  Captains,  Soldiers,  Mejfengers,  and  other 
Attendants, 


S  C  E  N  £j   fometimes   in    Britaine  i    Jometlmts. 
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A  C  T    L       S  C  E  N  E     L 

Cymbeline'j  Palace  in  Britaine* 

Enter  tivo  Gentlemen^ 

I  Gentleman. 

a'TTOU  do   not   meet  a  man,    but   frowns:   Ouy 
I  brows 

-*•     No  more  obey  the  heavens  than  our  courtiers  ^ 
But  ktm,  as  does  the  King's. 

1  Tou  do  not  meet  a  man^  but  frowns  :  our  Bloods 
No  more  obey  the  beanjens  than  our  Courtiers  j 
But  feem,  as  does  the  King's.'\     The  thought  is  this,  we  are- 
HOt  now  (as  we  were  wont)  influenced  by  the  weather  but  by  the 
King's  looks.     IVe  no  more  obey  the  beai'ens  [the  fky]   than  our 
Courtiers  obey  the  heavens  [God].     By  which  it  appears  that  the; 
reading-ewr  bloods  is  wrong.     For  though  the  blood  may  be  aft*e<fted 
with  the  weather,  yet  that  afteftion  is  difcovered  not  by  cliangeof 
colour ^  but  by  change  of  countenance.     And  it  is  the  oufward  not 
the  inivard  change  that  is  here  talked  of,  as  appears  from  thevrord: 
Jam.     We  fliould  read  therefore, 
■  our  BROWS 

No  more  obey  the  hewuens  &c.. 
"Which  is  evident  from  the  preceding  words, 

Tou  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  frowns.. 
And  from  the  following, 

^  But  not  a  Courtier y 

jilt  ho''  they  ivear  their  faces  t:>  the  bent 
Of  the  King's  look,  but  hath  a  heart  that  is 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at — — - 
The  Oxford  Editor  improves  upon  this  emendation,  and  reads^ 
— -—o^r  looks 

No  more  obey  the  heart  ev^n  than  our  courtiers  j 
But  by  venturing  too  far,  at  a  fecond  emendation,  he  has.  ftript  it 
f)i  all  thought  and  fentiment*. 

2  G^t^ 
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2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 

1  Gent.  His  daughter,  and   the  heir  of  *s  Kingdom, 

(whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  a  widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referred  hcrfelf 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy,  gentleman. 

She's  wedded  ; 

Her  hufband  banifh'd  ;  (he  imprifon'd  :  Alt 
Is  outward  forrow,  though,    1  think,    the  King 
Se  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent.  None  but  the  King  ? 

1  Gent.  He,  that  hath  loft  her,  too  :  {o  is  theQuecn^ 
That  moft.  defir'd  the  match.     But  not  a  courtier, 
(Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 

Of  the  King's  look)  but  hath  a  heart  that  is 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 

2  Gent.  And  why  fo  ? 

1  Gent.  He  that  hath  mifsM  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 

(I  mean  thatmarry'd  her,  alack,  good  man  f 
And  therefore  banilh'd)  is  a  creature  fuch, 
As,  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him  that  fliould  compare.     I  do  not  think. 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  Huff  within 
Endows  a  man  but  him. 

2  Gent.  *  You  fpeak  him  far. 

I  Gent.  '  I  don't  extend  him.  Sir  :  Within  himfelf 
Crufli  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  meafure  fully. 

2  Gent* 


2  Tou  fpeak  him  far.]     ;'.  e,  largdy  in  his  praife.     Skakefptar 
with  his  common  licence,  only  ufes  the  length  for  the  breadth. 

3/D0  EXTEND  him,  Sir^  yjithin  himfelf  '^ 

Crujh  him  together,  ■  ■]  Thus  the  late  Editor,  Mr.  Theom 
hold,  has  given  the  paflfage,  and  explained  it  in  this  manner  j 
/  extend  him  ivithin  the  lijis  ajui  compafs  of  his  merit  :  Which -is 
jult  as  proper  as  to  fay,  I  go  out  ivithin  doors.  To  extend  z  thing 
xvithin  itfelf  is  the  moft  infufFerable  nonfenfe  :  becaufc  the  very 
ctylEQology  of  the  word  ihews,  that,  it  fignifies  the  drawijig  cut 

any 
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2  €ent.  What's  his  name  and  birth  ? 

I  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  his  father 
Wascall'd  Sicillius,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Againft  the  Romans,  with  CaJJihelan  r 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom 
He  fervM  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefs  ; 
So  gain'd  the  fur-addition,  Leonatus  : 
And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  in  queflion. 
Two  other  fons  ;  who,  in  the  wars  o'th'  time, 
DyM   with  their  fwords   in  hand  ;  For  which,  thcis 

father, 
(Then  old  and   fond  of  iffue)   took  fucfa  forrow. 
That  he  quit  Being  ;  and  his  gentk  lady,  ^ 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theam,   deceased. 
As  he  was  born.     The  King,   he  takes  the  babe^ 
To  his  protection,  calls  him  Pofihumusy 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber  : 
Puts  to  him  all  the  Learnings^  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,    which  he  took 
As  we  do  air,  fail  as  'twas  miniftred. 
His  fpring  became  a  harveft  :  liv'd  in  Court 
(■Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  moll  prais'd,  moll  lov*d,. 
A  fample  to  the  young'il  j  to  th'  more  mature, 
A  glafs  that  featur'd  them  ;    and  to  the  graver 
A  child  that  guided  dotards.     To  his  miftrefs, 
(For  whom  he  now  is  banifti'd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims,  how  (he  efteem'd  him  and  his  virtue. 
By  her  eleaion   may  be  truly  read, 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent,  r  honour  him,   ev'n  out  of  your  report. 
But  tell  me,  is  (he  fole  child  to  the  Kin^? 
I  Gent.    His  only  child. 

any  thing  beyond  its  Up  and  compafs.  Bc(Tdes,  a  commoa 
attention  was  futficient  to  perceive  that  Shake/pear,  in  this  fei> 
tencc,  ufea  extend  and  crup  together,  as  the  direft  oppofites  to 
one  another  j  which,  in  this  Editor's  fenfe,  they  are  not  j  but  only 
different  degrees  of  the  fame  thing.  We  fhould  read  and  point 
the  paffage  thus,  ^  -  u-     l-    r  le 

I  don't  extend  fjiw,  Sirywitbin  himjelj 

Criijb  kirn  together  ■- 

i.  e.  I  do  not  extend  hiro  j  on  the  contrary  I  cruih.  him  toge- 
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2  Ge^t.  How  Jong  is  this  ago  ? 
I  Gf«/.  Some  twenty  years. 

^  ^T^'T^"'  ^  ^'"^''  '^^^^'■'"  fliouldbe  fo  con^ 

So  flackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  To  flow 
That  could  not  trace  them, — 

1  G^«/.  Howfoe'er  'tis  ftrange. 

Yet  tit  ;t:i;;^^""  -"^^  -"  "^  '-SO'd  at. 

2  GmA  I  do  well  believe  you 

.  G«/    M'e  maft  forbear.  Here  comes  the  Gentle- 

man^ 

The  Queen,    and  Princefs.  [Exeunt 

SCENE     II. 

^.//. //..%...,  Pofthamus,  Imogen,  W  ^//.W..,. 

^""aug^il,''  '''^'''   '''  ^^^^    -^  ^nd  me: 
After  the  flandler  of  moft  ftep-mothers, 
mcy  d  unto  you  :  You're  my  pris'ner,  but 
Your  goaler  fnall  deliver  you  the  keys 
rhat  lock  up  your  reftraint.     For  you,   Po/iJ^umus 
St)  foon  as  I  can  win  th'  offended  King.      ^  ' 

1  Will  be  known  your  advocate  :    marry,  yet. 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him  i  and  'twere  good. 
You  lean  d  unto  his  Sentence,   with  what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  mform  you.  i^  .       ^ 

PoJ.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs*^ 
1  Will  from  hence  to  day. 

^  ^een.   You  know  the  peril  : 
ril  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  phyinz 

ll^cH^'  ?I  ^'''"i  ^ff^^^°"^  ^  ^^ough  the  King 
Ha  h  charg  d,  you  ihould  not  fpeak  together.       rr w, ^ 

Jmo    Diiiembling  courtefie  !  how  fine  this  tyrant 
Caa tickle,,  where  ihe  wounds  I  My  deareft  hufband, 

i-  foili€» 
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I  fomething  fear  my  father's  wrath,    but  nothing 
.  (Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty^    what 
Hi  rage  can  do  on  me.     You  muft  be  gone. 
And  I  firiU  here  abide  the  hourly  fhot 
Of   ai.gry  eyes  :  not  comforted  to  live. 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  fee  again. 

Poft.  My  Queen  !   my  Miftrefs  ! 
O  lady,   weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpe^led  of  more  tendernefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man.     1  will  remain 
The  loyall'il  huiband,  that  did  e'er  plight  troth  j 
My  refidence  in  RomCy  at  one  Philario^  ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,    to  me. 
Known  but  by  letter  ;   thither  write,   my  Queen, 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend. 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

^leen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  ; 
If  the  King  come,  I  fhall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure  —  yet  I'll  move  him 

To  walk  this  way  ;  I  never  do  him  wrong. 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries :  to  be  friends. 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [£a-iV> 

Poft.  Should  we  be  taking  leave. 
As  long  a  ter.m  as  yet  we  have  to  live> 
The  lothnefs  to  depart  would  grow  :—  adieu  : 

Imo.  Nay,  ftay  a  little — 

Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  your  felf. 
Such  Parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here.   Love, 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's  j   take  it,  heart. 
But  keep  it  'till  you  woo  another  wife. 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Poft.  How,  how,  another ! 
You  gentle  Gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death.     Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

\Putting  on  the  ring> 
While  fcnfe  can  keep  thee  on  f  and  Sweeteft,  Faireft, 
As  I  my  poor  felf  did  exchange  for  you. 

To 
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To  your  Co  infinite  lofs  ;  fo,  in  our  trifles 
J  llill  win  of  you.     For  my  fake,  wear  this ; 
It  IS  a  manacle  of  love,   I'll  place  it 

TT  ,  •    r  .     -  [P^ff^^g  a  braceiet  on  her  arm. 

Upon  this  faireft  pns'ner. 

Imo.  O,   the  Gods  ? 

When  Ihall  we  fee  again  ? 

SCENE     ill. 

-ff«/^r  Cymbeline,  and  Lords. 

Poji.  Alack,   the  King! ■ 

Cym.  Thou  bafeft  Thing,  avoid  j  hence,   from  my 
fight : 
If.  after  this  Command,   thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,    thou  dy'Ht.     Away  ! 
Thou'rt  poifon  to  my  blood. 

*  «y».     X  DC  Vjutta  prOlcCl  yOu, 

And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  Court  f 
rmgone.  j-^^y^ 

Imo.    There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.   4-  O   diiloyal  thing, 
That  (hoold'ft  repair  my   ycith,  th^u  heap'ft 
A  yare  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,    Sir, 
Harm  not  your  felf  with  your  Vexation  i 
Tm  fenlelefs  of  your  wrath ;  s  a  touch  more  rare 

4  0  dijloyal  thing, 

1'hat  fnouWji  repair  my  youth,   thou  heap" fi 
A  Ycar'i  age  on  me.]  The  King  lov'd  his  daughter,    and  was 
much  vex'd   and  difappointcd  at  her  having  married    againft   his 
confent.     Bur,  furely,  his  forrow  was   not  very   extreme,  if  the 
eftcds  of  it  only  added  one  year  to  his  age  3  we  muft  corred, 

A  yare  age  on  me. 
i.  e    a  fudden,  precipitate,    old    age.     For  the  word  fignlfies  not 
only  nimble,  dextrous,  as  it  is  many  times  employed  in  our  author  j 
but  hkewife,  as  Skinner  expounds  it,  fer'uidus,  promptus,  prs- 
ceps,  impatiens.     But  the  Oxford  Editor  amends  it  thus, 

..Thou  heapeji  many 

Ayear''s  age  on  me. 
5—  a  touch  more  rare.]  More  ftrong,  f>;rcible  :  alluding  to  the 
ftroke  of  lightening. 

Subdues 
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Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 
Cym.  Paft  grace  ?  obedience  ? 
Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in   defpair  j    that  way,    paft 

grace. 
Cym.  Thou  might'ft  have  had  the  fole  fon  of  my 

Queen. 
Imo.  O,  bleft,  that  I  might  not  f   I  chofe  an  eagle. 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took'ft  a  beggar  ;   would'ft  have  made 
my  Tiirone 
A  Seat  for  Bafenefs. 

Imo.  No,  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one  I 
Imo.  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault,  that  I  have  lovM  Pofihumuit 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow;  and  he  is 
A  man»  worth  any  woman  j  over- buys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What  \—  art  thou  mad  .^ 
Imo.  Almoft,  Sir  ;   heav'n   reftore  me  f    Vould  I 
were 
A  neat-herd^s  daughter,  and  my  Leanatus 
Our   neighbour  ihepherd's  fon  ! 
Enter  Queen. 

Cpn.  Thou  foolifh  Thing; 

They  were  again  together,  you  have  done 

[fto  the  ^eejt. 
Not  after  our  Command.     Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

^een.  Befeech  you  patience  ;   peace. 
Dear  lady  daughter,   peace.     Sweet  Sovereign, 
Leave  us  t'our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  beft  advice. 

Cym.  Nay,  let  her  languish 
A  drop  of  blood  a-day;  and,,  bemg  aged, 
Die  of  this  folly.     •  ^ExiK 

Enter  Pifanio. 
^een.  Fie,   you  muft  give  way  : 
Here  is  your  fervant.  How  now.  Sir  ?  what  news  ? 
Fif.  My  lord  your  fon  drew  on  my  mafter. 
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^een.    Hah! 
No  harri),    I  truft,  is  done? 

Pif,  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  maftcr  rather  play'd,  than  fought. 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

^een.    I'm  very  glad  on't. 

Imo.  Your  Ton's  my  father's  friend,  he  takes  his  part. 

To  draw  upon  an  exile :  O  brave  Sir  ! c— 

I  would  they  were  in  Jfrick  both  together, 
^lyfelf  by  with  a  needle,   that   I  might  prick 
The  goer-back.     Why  came  you  from  your  mafter  I 

PiJ.  On  his  command  ;   he  would  not  fuffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven  :    left  thefe  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  fhould  be  fubjeft  to, 
When't  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

^een.   This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour, 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pi/.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 
^een.    Pray,  walk  a  while. 
Imo.   About  fome  half  hour  hence,  pray  you,  fpealt 
with  me  ; 
You  fhall,  at  leaft,  go  fee  my  Lord  aboard. 
From  this  time  leave  me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Cloten,  and  twuo  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fhift  a  fhirt  j 
the  violence  of  adlion  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  facrifice! 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in  :  there's  none  abroad 
fo  wholfom  as  That  you  vent. 

dot.  U  my  Ihirt  were  bloody,  then  to  (hift  it • 

Have  I  hurt  him? 

2  Lord.    No,  faith :    Not  fo  much  as  his  patience. 

i^/tdt, 
I  Lord.   Hurt  him  ?    his   body's   a  paffable  carkafs, 
if  he  be  not  hurt.     It  is  a  thorough-fape  for  Heel,  if  it 
be  not  hurt, 

2  Lord. 
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2  Lord.  His  fteel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o*  th'  back- 
fide  the  town.  \^Afide. 
Clot.   The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 
2  Lord.  No,   but  he  Rtd/or^ward  flill,  towards  your 
face.                                                                       [Jjjde. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you  ?  you  have  land  enough  of  your 
own ;  but  he  added  to  your  Having,  gave  you  fome 
ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans,  pup- 
pies !  [  ^/:^e. 

Clot.    I  would,  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  meafur'd  how 
long  a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground.  [  /1/sde, 

Clot.  And  that  fhe  fhould  love  this  fellow,  and  rc- 
fufe  me !  ■■ 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  eledlion,  (he's 
damn'd.  \_AJide, 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and 
her  brain  go  not  together.  ^  She's  a  good  Shine,  but 
I  have  feen  fmall  refledion  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord.  Shelhines  not  upon  fools,  lefl  therefle<5tion 
fhould  hurt  her.  l^Aftde. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber :  'would,  there 
had  been  fome  hurt  done ! 

2  Lord.  I  wifh  not  fo ;  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall 
of  an  afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt.  \_Afide, 

Clot.   You'll  go  with  us  ? 

1  Lord.   I'll  attend  your  Lordfhip. 
Clot.  Nay,   come,   let's  go  together. 

2  Lord,   Well,  my  Lord.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

Imogen'i  apartment, 

Enfer  Imogen,  a»^  Pifanio. 
Imo.  T  Would,    thou  grew'ft  unto  the  (hores  o'th'ha- 
1  ven, 

6  She's  a  good  fign.]  If  fign  be  the  true  reading,  the  pert  me:?ns 
by  hco-njiellationy  and  by  rejicBion  is  meant  ir.Ji\<nce.  Ei;r  I  ra- 
ther think,  from  the  anfwcr,  that  he  wrote  j/ji tie.  So  in  his  y^enus 
and  Adcrii. 

Ai  iff  from  thence f  tbey  borrowed  all  their  {hine. 

And 
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And  queftion'd'ft  every  fail :  if  he  fhould  write. 
And  I  not  have  it,  7  'twere  a  paper  loft 
As  ofFer'd  mercy  is.     What  was  the  laft 
That  he  fpake  with  thee  ? 

Pif.  'Twas,  His  Queen,  his  Queen? 

Imo.  Then  wavM  his  handkerchief  ? 

P//.  And  kifs'd  it.  Madam. 

Imo.  Senfelefs  linnen,  happier  therein  than  I ! 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  Madam  ;  »  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye,  or  ear, 
Diftinguifh  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove  or  hat,  or  handkerchief. 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirs  oPs  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  foul  fail'd  on. 
How  fwift  his  fhip. 

Into.  Thou  fhould'ft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,   ere  left 
Toafcer-eyehim. 

Pif.  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Imo.  *  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-flrings ;  crackt 
'em,  but 
'  To  look  upon  him  ;  9  'till  the  diminution 

Of's 


^tivere  a  paper  lojl 


Ai   offered  mercy  is ]      i.  c.  ShouU  one  of  his  letters 

mifcarry,  U^e  lofs  nvould  be  as  great  as  the  offer'' d  mercy  of  heaven 
rtegkaed  or   rejeaed.     But  the  Oxford  Editor  amends  it  thus, 

'  ^tivcre  a  paper  loft f 

"With  offer'' d  mcrcf  in  it. 

8  '  — — -  -    f^  Jo  long 

Ashe  could  make  me  ivith  his  eye^  or  ear, 

Diftinguiff  him  from  others^^]  But  how  could  Pofthumus 
snake  himfelf  diftingnifli'd  by  his  ear  to  Pifanio  ?  By  his  tongue 
he  might,  to  the  other's  ear  :  and  this  was  certainly  Shake/pear's 
intrntion.     We  muft  therefore  read, 

As  he  could  make  me  ivith  this  eye,  or  ear^ 
Difinguijh  him  fern  others. 
The  expreflion  is  hiiciiKu<;,    as  the   Greeks   term   it  :    the  party 
fpeaking  points  to  the  part  fpoken  of. 

9  —————  ""till  the    diminution 

Of  space  had  pointed  him  parp  as  my  needle  ;]  But  the 
incrcafe  of  diftance  is  the  augmentation,   not  the  diminution  of 

Jpact 
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*  Of'sipace  had  pointed  him  (harp  as  my  needle ; 
'  Nay,  follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 

'  The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat,  to  air ;  and  then 

*  Have  turn'd  mine  eye,    and  wept.—  But,  good 

PifaniOi 
When  (hail  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pif.  Beaffur'd,  Madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
«*  Moft  pretty  things  to  fay  :  ere  I  could  tell  him, 
*'  How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours, 
**  Such  thoughts,  and  fuch ;  or,  I  could  make   him 

fwear, 
**  The  She's  of  Italy  ftiould  not  betray 
*'  Mine  intereft,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  chargM  him, 
♦*  At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,    at  noon,  at  midnight, 
"  T'encounter  me  with  Orifons ;  (for  then 
♦*  I  am  in  heaven  for  him  ;)  '  or  ere  I  could 
•**  Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which  I  had  fet 
*•  Betwixt  two  charming  words,  *  comes  in  my  Father  ; 

"  And 

> 

fpace  between  the  ob"e£l  and    the  beholder  :  which  augmentation 
occafions  the  diminution  of  theobjeft.     We  fhould  read  therefore, 

-  ■  ''till the  diminution 

Of's  space       ™ 
'  7.  e.  of  his  fpace,  or  of  that  fpace  which  his  body  occupied  j  and 
this  is  the  diminution  of  the  objed;  by  the  augmentation  of  fpace. 

1  ■  —    or  ere  J  could 

Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  nuhich  I  had  fet 

Betwixt  two  charming  words.—]  There  is  an  inexpreflible 
prcttinefs  in  the  whole  of  this  idea.  The  image  is  taken  from  a 
gem  fet  between  two  others  of  a  different  kind.  But  what  were 
thefe  two  cha>-ming  words,  between  which  the  kifs  was  fet  ?  This 
may  be  thought  too  nice  an  inquiry.  If  we  confiiier  Shakefpear 
as  having  only  the  vague  idea  of  two  fond  words  rn  general,  the 
douceurs,  with  which  lovers  are  ufed  to  entertain  one  another,  the 
whole  force  and  beauty  of  the  paflage  will  be  loft.  Without 
queftion  by  thefe  tivo  charming  ivo'ds  fhe  would  be  underftood 
to  mean, 

Adieu,  Posthumus. 
The  one  Religion  made  fo  ;  and  the  other,   L9ve. 

2  — ^— — — — —  comes  in  my  Father  j 

And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 

Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing.]      Had  Imogen  employei 

this  image  of  the  North  ivind  fhaking  the  tender  bud;.,  to  exprefs 

her  father's  rage  at  the  difcovery  of  the  marriage,    it  had    been 

proper  to  have  laid,  Shake< 
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"  And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 
•*  Shakes  all  our  buds  from  blowing. 
Enter  a  Lady, 

Lady.  The  Queen,  Madam, 
Defires  your  Highnefs'  company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd. 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pif.  Madam,  I  Ihall.  [Exeutit, 

SCENE    VI. 

Changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  Philario,  lachimo,  and  a  French  man, 

•^'^'^^•T>EHeve  it.  Sir,  I  have  feen  him   in  Britaine  ; 

JLJ  he  was  then  of  a  crefcent  Note  ;  expeded  to 

prove  io  worthy,  as  fmce  he  has  been  allowed   the 

name  of.    But  I  could  then  have  look'd  on  him,   with- 

out  the  help  of  admiration  ;  though  the  catalogue  of 

his  endowments   had  been  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  I  to 

perufe  him  by  hems. 

Phil,  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furni{h'd, 
than  now  he  is,  with  That  which  makes  him  both  with- 
out and  within. 

Sba\es  all  our  buds  from  growing  ; 
bccaufeby  bani/hingPo//3av»ttj,  he  quite  cut  off  the  fruits  of  their 
loves  and  alhance,  which  were  things  of  duration  j  and  in  this 
cafe  the  buds  of  f ru;t. trees  had  been  meant.  But  that  was  a  thing 
paffed,  the  difcovery  had  been  made,  and  his  banifhment  denounced. 
She  IS  here  telhng,  how  her  father  came  in  while  Fojibumus  vi7^% 
taking  his  laft  farewel  of  her  ;  and  while  they  were  going  to  inter- 
change fome  tender,  words  to  one  another,  which  was  a  pleafure, 
had  It  not  been  interrupted,  but  of  a  ihort  and  momentary  dura- 
tion. In  this  cafe  then  it  is  plain,  that  not  buds  oi  fruit-trees,  but 
buds  oi  flowers  are  alluded  to  :  and  if  fo,  the  prefent  reading,  which 
refers  to  Wj  of /r:///..^rm,  is  coiTupt,  and  we  muft  conclude 
that  Shakejpear  v.'rote. 

Shakes  all  our  buds  from  blowing. 
z.  e.  from  opening  as  full-blown  flowers  do.  And  I  fuppofe 
that  his  ufing  the  word  blo-wing  here,  was  the  reafon  why  in 
the  foregoing  line  .he  fays,  breath  in g  «/  r/^^  North,  inftead  of 
blonvt^  oi  the  N-rth  j  (tho'  breathing  be  not  very  proper  to  ex- 
prefs  tne  rage  and  bluffer  of  the  North  M'ind)  the  repetition  of 
which  ^vord  as  it  had  then  been  ufed  in  two  different  fenfcs,  would 
have  had  an  ill  eftedl. 

French, 
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French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France;  we  had  very 
many  there,  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes 
as  he. 

lacb.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  King*s  Daughter, 
(wherein  he  niuft  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than 
his  own)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from 
the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banifliment ■- — 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbations  of  thoie,  that  wzt^ 
this  lamentable  divorce  under  her  colours,  are  wonder- 
fully to  extend  him  ;  be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  judg- 
ment, which  elfe  an  eafie  battery  might  lay  flat,  for 
taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality.  But  how 
comes  it.  he  is  to  fojourn  with  you  ?  how  creeps  ac- 
quaintance ? 

Fhil.  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together,  to 
whoiti  I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my 
life. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 
Here  comes  the  Briton.  Let  him  be  fo  entertained  a- 
mongft  you,  as  fuits  with  Gentlemen  of  your  know- 
ing, to  a  ftranger  of  his  quality.  I  befeech  you  all, 
be  better  known  to  this  Gentleman  ;  whom  1  commend 
to  you  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine.  How  worthy  he  \^^ 
I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  ftory  him 
in  his  own  hearing. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  been  known  together  in  Or- 
leans. 

Pojh  Since  when  1  have  been  debtor  to  you  for 
courtefies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay 
ftill. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-ra*te  my  poor  kindnefs  ;  1  was 
glad  I  did  atone  my  Countryman  and  you  ;  it  had  been 
pity,  you  fhould  have  been  put  together  with  fo  mor- 
tal a  purpofe,  as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of 
fo  flight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Pofl.  By  your  pardon.  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  tra- 
veller ;  rather  (hun'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard, 
than  in  my  every  adion  to  be  guided  by  others'  expe- 
riences;  but  upon  my  mended  judgment,  (ifl  offend 
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not  to  fay,  it  is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altoge- 
ther flight. 

French.  Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of 
fwords  ;  and  by  fuih  two,  that  would  by  all  likeJi- 
hood  have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fala 
both.  • '. 

Jach.  Can  we  with  manners  alk,  what  was  the  dif-' 
fere  nee  ? 

French.  Safely,  I  think  ;  'twas  a  contention  in  pub- 
lick,  which  may  without  contradidtion  fufFer  the  re-t 
port.  It  was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  laftt 
right,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  Country: 
miftreffes :  This  Gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,.' 
(and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation,)  his  to  be 
more  fair,  virtuous,  wife,  chaft,  conilant,  qualified, 
and  lefs  attemptable  than  any  the  raiefl  of  our  ladies  ia  . 
France.  '  ' 

Inch.  That  lady  is  not  now  living ;  or  this  Gentle-- , 
man's  opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

Poji.  She  holds  her  virtue  itill,    and  I  my  mind. 

lach.  You  mull  not  fo  far  prefer  her,  'fore  ours  of 
Italy. 

Pofi.  Being  fo  far  provok'<l,  as  I  was  in  France,  I 
would  abate  her  nothing  ;  tho'  I  profefs  myfelf  her 
adorer,  not  her  friend. 

lacb.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  a  kind  of  hand  in-hand 
comparifon,  had  been  f(  mcthing  too  fair  and  too  good 
for  any  Lady  in  Briiany.  5  li  Ine  went  before  others 
I  have  feen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  out  lufteis  many 
I  have  beheld,  I  could  believe,  fhe  excelled  many  ;  but 
I  have  not  feen  the  moft  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor 
you  the  Lady. 

3  Jf  Jhe  nver.t  before  others  I  ba've  feen,  as  that  diamond  of  yoitn 
out-hifers  many  I  ha-ue  beheld.  I  could  not  belic've,  Jhe  excelled 
mar>y\  What  ?  if  fhe  did  really  excel  others,  could  he  net  believe 
fhe  did  ex'cel  them  ?  Nonfenfe.  We  muft  flrike  out  the  nega-' 
tive,  and  the  fen fe  will  be  this,  /  cati  eafily  bdicve  your  mlfircfs 
occels  many,  tbo'  fn>e  be  not  the  mcji  excellent ;  juji  as  I  fee  that 
diamond  of  yours  is  of  more  value  them  many  I  have  beheld^  thd'  I 
k/i<k:jv  there  are  other  diannnds  of  much  greater  value. 
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Toji.  I  pnis'd  her,  as  I  rated  her  ;  fo  do  I  my  ilone. 

lach.   What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 

Pofi.  IV^Iore  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lach  Either  your  unparagon'd  Miflrefs  is  dead,  cp 
file's  out-priz'd  by  a  trifle. 

Poji.  You  are  miftaken  ;  the  one  may  be  fold  or 
given,  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe,  or 
merit  for  the  gift.  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  falc, 
and  only  the  gift  of  the  Gods. 

lach.  Which  the  Gods  have  given  you  :  — — 

Voji.  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

lech.  You  may  wear  her  in  tirle  yours  ;  but,  you 
know,  ftrange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds. 
Your  ring  may  be  lloln  too  ;  fo,  of  your  brace  of  un- 
prizeable  eftimations,  the  one  is  but  frail  and  the  other 
cafual.  A  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-way-accomplifh'd 
courtier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  firlh  and 
laft, 

PoJl.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifh'd  a 
Courtier  4-  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  miftrefs  ;  if  in 
the  holding  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail,  I  do  no- 
thing doubt,  you  have  llore  of  thieves,  notwithllanding 
I  fear  not  my  ring. 

Phil.  let  us  leave  Here,  Gentlemen. 

Pofi.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  SIgnior,' 
I  thank  him,  makes  no  Granger  of  me  j  we  are  fami- 
liar at  firil. 

lach.  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation,  I  fnould 
get  ground  of  your  fair  Miftrefs  ;  make  her  go  back, 
even  to  the  yielding  :  had  I  admittance, and  opportunity 
to  fnend. 

Pofi.  No,  no. . 

lach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  e- 
ftate  to  your  ring,  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'er-values  it 
fomething  :  but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your 
confidence,  than  her  reputation  :  And  to  bar  your 
offence  herein  too,  I  duril  attempt  it  againft  any  Lady 
in  the  world. 

4  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  mijirefs  5  J  Coffjincef  fbr  over- 
come. 

L  2  Pofi, 
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Pojl.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  per- 
fwafion  ;  and,  I  doubt  not,  you'd  fuiUin  what  you're 
worthy  of,  by  your  attempt. 

lach.  What's  That  ? 

Fojl.  A  repulfe' ;  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call 
it,  deferves  more  ;  a  punifliment  too. 

PhiL  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this  ;  it  came  in  too 
fuddenly,  let  it  die  as  it  was  born  ;  and  I  pray  you,  be 
better  acquainted. 

lach,  'Would,  I  had  put  my  eftate  and  my  neigh- 
bour's, on  th'  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Poji.  What  Lady  would  you  chufe  to  afTail  ? 

lach.  Yours  ;  who  in  conlhncy,  you  think,  (lands 
fo  fafe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your  ring, 
that,  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  Lady  is, 
with  no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  fe- 
cond  conference,  I  will  bring  from  thence  that  honour 
of  hers,  which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd. 

PoJl.  I  will  wage  againft  your  gold,  gold  to  it  :  s  my 
ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  iinger,  'tis  part  of  it. 

lach.  You  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  wifer;  if  you 
buy  ladies'  flefh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  pre- 
ferve  it  from  tainting.  But,  I  fee,  you  have  fome  Re- 
ligion in  you-,  that  you  fear. 

PoJi.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue  \  you  bear 
a  gravef  pur'pofe,  I  hope. 

lach.  I  am  the  mafter  of  my  Speeches,  and  would 
undergo  what's  I'poken,   I  f wear. 

Pofi,  Will  you  ?  I  fhall  but  lend  my  jdiamond  'tilJ 
your  Return;  let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us. 
"My  Mifirefs  exceeds  in  goodnefs  the  hugenefsof-youj 
unworthy  thinking.  I  dare  you  to  this  match  ;  here's 
n\y  ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  Lay. 

^  -_J.~—  my  rirg  J  held  dear  as  my  fnger,  "'tis  part  of  it. 
iach.  Tou  are  a  Friend,  and  therein  theivifcr  jj    I  corredl  it, 
Tou  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  ivifer. 
What  lackiivo  fays,  in  the  clofe  of  his  fpeech,  determines  this   to 
Jwve  been  our  Poet's  reading. 

But^  lJse,^ou  have  fime  Religion  in  you ^  that  ycu  hzr. 

lach. 
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Tach.  By  the  Gods  n  is  one.  ^  U I  bring  you  fuf- 
ficient  teflimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily 
part  of  your  miftrefs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are  mine  ; 
fo  is  your  diamond  too.  If  I  come  ofF,  and  leave  her 
in  fuch  honour  as  you  have  truft  in,  fhe  your  jewel, 
this  your  jewe^,  and  my  gold  are  yours;  provided,  I 
have  your  commendation,  for  my  more  free  entertain- 
ment. 

Poji,  I  embrace  thefe  conditions ;  let  us  have  articles 
betwixt  us  ;  only,  thus  far  you  fhall  anfwer;  if  you 
make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  diredly  to 
underftand  yoa  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your 
enemy,  fhe  is  not  worth  our  debate.  U  ihe  remain  un- 
feduc'd,  you  not  making  it  appear  otherwife  ;  for  your 
ill  opinion,  and  th*  affaultyou  have  made  to  her  chaiH- 
ty,  you  (hall  anfwer  me  withyour  fword. 

Jacb.  Your  hand,  a  covenant ;  we  will  have  thefe 
things  fet  down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for 
Britaine,  left  the  bargain  fhould  catch  cold,  and  ftarve; 
I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

PoJI.  Agreed.  [^a^^ww/ Pofthumus  ^Wlachimo; 

French.  Will  this  hold,   think  you  ? 

Phil.  Signior  Icuhlmo  will  not  from  it. 
Pray,  let  us  follow  'em.  {Exeunt, 

6  lach.  '— If  I  bring  you  not  fuffictetit  teftimeny  that  I  have 
enjoy'' d  the  dear  cji  bodily  part  of  your  miji--efs,  my  Un  tboufand  du- 
cats aie  YOURS  J  Jo  is  your  diamond  too  ;  if  I  come  off,  andlea've 
her  in  fuch  honour  as  you  have  t>uji  in,  jhe  your  jeivel,  this  your 
jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours,  &c. 

Pofl.  I  emb>  ace  thefe  conditions,  &c.]  This  \vas  a  wager  be* 
tween  the  two  fpcakers.  lachimo  declares  the  condition-,  of  it  } 
and  Pojihumus  embraces  them  :  as  weil  he  might  ■-,  tor  lachiinc  men- 
tions only  that  of  the  two  conditions,  which  was  favouialjle  to 
Pojihumus,  namely,  that  if  his  wife  preferved  her  honour  he  fhould 
win:  concerning  the  other,  (in  cafe  ihe  preferv'd  it  not)  lachimo, 
the  accurate  expounder  of  the  wager,  is  filent.  To  make  him  talJc 
more  in  character,  for  we  find  him  fharp  enough  in  the  profecu- 
tion  of  his  bet,  we  fhould  ftrike  out  the  negative,  and  read  the  refl 
thus,  If  I  bring  you  fuffjcieru  tejiitnony  that  I  have  enjoy\{,  &c 
my  ten  the: f and  ducats  are  m  ine;  /o  is  your  diamond  too.  If  I 
come  off,  and  leave  her  in  fuch  honour,  &c.  ff^eyour  jeiuel,  &c.  and 
my  gold  are  yours. 
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SCENE    VII. 
Changes  to  Cymbeline'/  Palace  in  Britain©. 

Enter  ^een.  Ladies^  and  Cornelius  woith  a  Viol. 

S^uem.  t,  T  7HILE  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather 

V V  thofe  flowers : 

Make  hade. Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

I  Ladf.  I,  Madam. 

^een.  Difpatch.  [Exeunt  Ladies, 

Now,  mailer  Dodlor,   have  you  brought  thofe  drugs  ? 

Cor.   Pleafeth  your  Highnefs,  ay  j  here  they   are. 
Madam  j 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  without  offence, 
(My  confcience  bids  me  alk)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  moft  pois'nous  compounds  ? 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death  ; 
But,  though  flow,  deadly. 

^een.  I  do  wonder,  Do£lor, 
Thou  aftc'll  me  fuch  a  queftion  j  have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupii  long  ?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  diftil  ?  preferve  ?  yea,  fo» 
That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  woo  me  oft 
per  my  confections  ?  having  thus  far  proceeded^ 
(Unlefs  thou  think'ft  me  dev'Iifli,)  is**!  not  meet 
That  I  did  ampliiie  my  judgment  in 
Other  concluflons  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  (but  none  human  ;) 
To  try  tlie  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allay ments  to  their  a<^  ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  fev'ral  virtues  and  efFeds. 

Cor.  Your  Highnefs 
Shall  from  this  pradice  but  make  hard  your  heart  j 
Befides.  the  feeing  thefe  efFeds  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infedious. 

^leen.  O,  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Here  comes  a  flatt'ring  rafcal,  upon  him  [Afide. 

Will  I  iirft  work  \  he's  for  his  mailer's  fake 

An 
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An  enemy  to  my  fon.     How  now,    Pifanio  ? 
Dodor,   your  fcrvice  for  this  time  is  ended  ; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpea  you,  Madam :  \_Afide. 

But  you  (hall  do  no  harm. 

^een.  Hark  thee,  a  word.— —  [  r<7  Pifanio. 

Cor.   I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth  think,   fhe  has 
Strange  lingering  poifons ;  I  do  kaov/  her  fpirit, 
And  will  not  truil  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature.     Thole,  fhe  has. 
Will  ftupifie  and  dull  the  fenfe  a  while  j 
Which  firft,  perchance,   ihe'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogs, 
Then  afterwards  up  higher  ;    but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  (hew  of  death  it  makes. 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time. 
To  be  more  frefii,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  moft  falfe  efFed  ;   and  I  the  truer. 
So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

^een.   No  further  fervice,  Dodlor,. 
Until  I  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.   I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit, 

S^een.   Weeps  (he  Hill,  fay'ft  thou  ?  doft  thou  think, 
in  time 
She  will  not  quench,  and  let  inftrudions  enter 
Where  folly  now  poffeiTes  ?    do  thou  work  ; 
When  thou  fhalt  bring  me  word  the  loves  my  fon, 
I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inllant,   thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  mafter  ;  greater  ;  for 
His  fortunes  all  iye  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Is  at  laft  gafp.     Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is  :  to  fhift  his  being,  * 

Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another  ; 
And  every  day,    that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.     What  Ihait  thou  exped. 
To  be  dependeron  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,   and  has  no  friends. 

So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ? Thou  tak'ft  up 

[Pifanio  looking  on  the  Viol, 
Thou  know'ft  not  what ;    but  take  it  for  thy  labour; 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,    which  hath  the  King 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death  ;  I  do  not  know 

L  4  What 
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What  is  more  cordial.     Nay,  I  pr'ythec,   takeh; 

It  IS  an  earnert  of  a  farther  Good 

That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  miftrefs  how 

The  cafe  ilands  with  her;    do't,  as  from  thyfelf : 

Think,  what  a  chance  thou  chanceft  on  j   but  think  ;— 

Thou  hall  thy  miftrefs  ftill :  to  boot,  my  fon ; 

Who  fhall  take  notice  of  thee.     TJl  move  the  King 

To  any  fhape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 

As  thouMt  defircj  and  then  myfelf,  I  chiefly. 

That  (dt  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women 

[£.v// Pifanio. 

1  hmk  on  my  words  — A  fly  and  conftant  knave^ 

Not  to  be  ihak'd  ;    the  agent  for  his  mafter ; 
And   tiie  remembrancer  of  her,    to  hold 
The  hand  faft  to  her  Lord.— I've  giv'n  him  That, 
Which,   if  he  take,  (hall  quite  unpeople  her    ' 
Of  leidgers  for  her  Sweet ;   and  which  flie,  after^. 
Except  Ihe  bend  her  humour,  (hall  be  alTur'd 
To  tafle  of  too. 

Enter  Pifanio,  aa^^f  Ladi£i. 
So,  fo  ;  well  done,  well  done  i 
The  violets,   cowflips,  and  the  primrofes. 
Bear  to  my  clofet ;  fare  thee  well,  Pifanio, 
Think  on  my  words.  [Exeunt  hueen  and  Ladtesk 

Pif.  And  (hall  do:. 
But  when  to  my  good  Lord  I  prove  untrue, 
VW  choak  mykM i  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.       [Exit. 

SCENE     VIIL 

•        Changes  ta  Imogen'^  Apartments, 

Enter  Imogen  a /one. 
Imo.     A    P'ather  cruel,  and  \x  Stepdame  falfe, 
l\   A  fooHfh  fuitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 

That  hath  her  huiloand  banifh'd- O,  thathufband? 

My  fupream  crown  of  grief,  ^  and  thofe  repealed 

g _  and  the fc  repeated 

VexatJoKs  of  it ]     Me-ininc:  the    Queen  and   her  fon: 

thefe  are  iet,  in  comparifon,  with  her  hulhand,  and  make  the  kri^ 
tinient  exrremel}  rlne. 

Vexa. 
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Vexations  of  it-— Had  I  been  thief  ftoln, 

As  my  two  brothers,   happy  !   9  biit  moft  miferabic 
Js  the  defire,    that's  glorious.      *  Blefs'd  be  thoCe, 
How  mean  foe'er,  that  have  their  honeft  wills. 
Which  feafons  comfort.     Who  may  this  be  '?  fie  ! 
Enter  Pifanio,   rt^^Iachimo. 

Pif.   Madam,    a  noble  Gentleman  of  7?9w^ 
Gomes  from  my  Lord  with  letters. 

lach.  Change  you.  Madam  ? 
The  worthy  Leonatush  in  fafety, 
And  greets  your  Highnefs  dearly. 

Imo.  Thanks,    good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome. 

lach.    All  of  her,   that  is  out  of  door,   moll  nch  ? 
If  fhe  be  fnrrifh'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare,  \_Afids. 

She  is  alone  th*  Arabian  bird  ;    and  1 
Have  loft  the  wager.     Boldnefs  be  ray  friend  ! 
Arm  me,    Audacity,  from  head  to  foot: 
Or,    \\\iQ  x\iQ  Parthian,   I  Ihall  flying  fight, 
Rather  diredly  fly. 

Imogen  readi. 
-  He  is  one  of  the  Kob'eft  note,    to  ivkofe  kindntjfes  I  am 
mo]i  iTifinite-y  tycd.      Rejlci:  upon  him  accordingly ,   ai  you. 
'value  your  truft. 

Leonatas, 

9        ■       hiit  moft  niifcrahle 

IsthedcJirCy  tbafs  glonrus.']  Her  husband,  Hie  fays,  proves 
her  fupreme  grief.  She  had  been  happy  had  fhe  been  lloln  as  her 
brothers  were,  but  now  fhe  it  miferable,  as  all  thofe  are  who  have 
a  fenfe  of  worth  and  honour  fuperior  to  the  vulgar,  which  occ;;- 
fions  them  infinite  vexations  from  the  envious  and  worthiefs  part 
of  mankind.  Had  fhe  not  fo  refined  a  tafte  as  to  be  content  only 
with  the  fuperior  merit  of  PofThumus,  but  could  ha^ve  taken  up 
with  CIotc7i,  fhe  might  have  efcaped  thefe  perfecutions.  This 
elegance  of  tafte,  which  always  difcovers  an  excellence  and  chufes 
It,  fhe  calls  with  great  fublimity  of  exprefnon.  The  dejire  ttat'i 
glcrious ;  which  the  Oxford  Editor  not  underftanding  alters  to, 
'li-e  degree  tbafs  ghrioui, 

1  -     „ .  .      Blefd  be  thofe, 

Hoiv  mean  foc''ery  that  ha-ve  their  hcrfft  ivillsy 
Which  feafrns  comfort.      -  ■-    ]  The  ial^  words  are  equivocal  j 
but  the  meaning  is  this.  Who  are  beholden   only  to  the  feafon? 
for  their  fupport  aad  nourjfhment  ;  fothat^  if  lhoi£  be  icindly, 
foch  have  no  raoxe  to  care  for  or  defire. 

L  5  So 
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So  far  I  read  csloud  : 

Bat  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  vvann'd  by  th'  relr,   and  takes  it  thankfully . 

Yea  are  as  welcome,    worthy  Sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you;    and  fhall  find  it  fo, 
in  ?.]]  that  lean  do. 

lach.    Th::nks,    fa  ire  ft  Lady — ■ 
V/hat  ?  are  men  mad  ?   hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  arch,   *  and  the  rich  cope 
Of  lea  and  land,    which  can  diftinguiOi  'twixt 
The  £ery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  Hones 
3  Upon  the  humbled  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 

Partition  make  v,ith  fpe^acles  fo  precious 

,  Twixt  fair  and  foul. 

Ivjo.   What  makes  your  admiration  ? 
lack  It  c  nnot  be  i'  th'  eye ;   (for  apes  and  monkeys, 
Twixt  two  fuch  nie's,  would  chatter  this  wav,  and 

Contemn  with  mowes  the  other:)  Nor  i'  ih'  judgment; 

tor  Ideots,  m  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 

Be  wHdy  definite  :   Nor  i'  th'  appetite  : 

Slutt'ry,  .to  iuch  neat  excellence  opposM, 

^  Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefs 

Not  fo  allur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 
lach.   The  cloyed  will, 

That  fatiate,  yet  unfati-sfy'd  defire,    (that  tub 

Both  hll'd  and  running  ;)   ravening  firll  the  Iamb, 

i^or.gs  after  for  the  garbage -^ 

Imo    What,  dear  Sir, 

Thus  raps  you  ?  are  you  well  ? 

2—  and  the  rich  c-Rov 

fca  and  land.  Shake/pear  therefore  wro-e, 

^f!^  the  rich  cope 

J  Ufienth^  UNNUMBER'n  Bs^ch?--]  Senfe  and  the  antitheOs 
cbhge  us  to  read  this  nonfenk  thus, 

^'pcn  f^e  nv MS LXD  l>each. 
>.  #.  becaufe  daily  infulted  with  the  flow  of  the  tide. 

4  Shcu/d  wake  defire  njcmit  emptirefs, 
r.A  fnf'^A  ""'-fi^'f^'^-]  ^'  ^-  that  appetite,  which  is  not  allu- 
thl'L  .      "  ^"^^  excellence,  can  have  no  ftomach  at  ail  j  but, 
liK)  empty,   muft  nauleate  every  thing. 

JacL 
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'  lach.  Thanks,  Madam,  well 'Befeech  you    Sir, 

[To  Pifaruo. 
Defife  my  man's  abode,  where  I  did  leave  him ; 
5  He's  rtrange,   and  peevilh. 

?if.  I  was  going,  Sir, 
To  give  him  welcome. 

hno.  Continues  well  my  Lord 
His  health,   'befeech  you  ? 

lach.   Well,    Madam. 

Imo.  Ishedifpos'dtomirth?  I  hope,   he  is. 

lach.    Exceeding  pleafant ;  none  a  ftranger  there 
So  merry,   and  lb  gamefome  ;   he  is  call'd . 
The  Britaine  Reveller. 

Imo.   When  he  was  here, 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

lach.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a  frenchman  his  companion,  one,    ■ 
An  eminent  Monfieur,  that,  it  feems,  much  loves 
A  Galian  girl  at  home.     He  furnaces 
The  thick  fighs  from  him  ;    whiles  the  jolly  Briton, 
(Your  Lord,   1  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,   criss 

Oh! 

Can  my  fides  hold,  to  think,    that  man,  who  knows 
By  hiftory,  report,  or  his  own  proof. 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  fhc  cannot  chufc 
But  muft  be,   will  his  free  hours  languilh  out 
For  affur'd  bondage  ?  ^ 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  ?  j      •  u 

lach.    Ay,     Madam,    with  his  eyes  in  flood  with 
laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 
And  hear    him  mock    the    frenchman  •*    but   heav'n 

knows. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame, 

Imo,   Not  he,  I  hope. 

5   Hf's-  ftrange  and  peevifli.]  :.  e.  ignorant  of  foreign  manners, 
and  impatient  of  contradiaion.     This,  I  think,  was  a  good  reafon 
for  his  mafter  to  order  him  to  ftay  within  dovrs.     But  the  O::jord 
Mditar^   with  great  acumen,  alters  it  to, 
Uisjirange  and  ilifepifn. 

lac^. 
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lach.  Not  he.     But  yet  heav'ns  bounty  tow'rds  him 
might 
Ee  us'd  more  thankfully.      In  himfclf,    'tis  much  ; 
In  you,    whom  I  count  his,   beyond  i;Il  talents ; 
Wnillll  am  bound  to  wonder,    I  am  bound. 
To  pity  too, 

j7no.    What  do  you.  pity.    Sir? 
lach.    Two  creatures  heirtily. 
/wo.  Ami  one.    Sir  ? 
You  look  en  me  ;  what  wreck  diicern  you  in  me,. 
DeTerves  your  pity  r 

Inch.    Lamentable  !    what  ! 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,    and  olace 
V  th'  dungeon  by  a  fnuft'? 

hno.  I  prayy.ou,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anlwers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  meT 
lach.  That  others  do. 

I  was  about  to  fay,    enjoy  your but. 

It  is  an  office  of  the  Gods  to  venge  it. 
Not  mine  tofpeak  i  n^'t., 

Imo.   You  do  feem  to  know.  • 
Something    of    me,    or    what    concerns    me ;    pray 

you, 
(Since  doubting  things  g.o  ill,  often  hurts  more 
TJinn  to  be  fure  they  do;  for  certainties 
Grare  pa  ft  remedies,    or  timely  knowing, 
Tjje  remedy  then  born;)  diicover  to  me 
"What  both  you  fpur  and  llop. 

lach.    Had  I  this  cheek. 
To  bath  my  lips  upon  ;   this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
Whofe  ev'iy  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  th'  02th  of  loyalty  r  this  object,    which 
Takes  pris'nerthe  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here;    fbould  J,    /damn'd  then  J 
Slaver  vviih  lips,  as  common  as  the  ilairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol  ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
IVIade  hard  with  hourly  fallhood,   as  with  labour;. 
Then  glad  my felf  by  peeping,  in  an  eye, 
Bafe  and  unlullrous  as  thefmoaky  light 
That's  fed  with  lUnking  tallow  i  it  were  fit. 

That 
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That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  fhould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

Imo.   My  Lord,   Ifear, 
Has  forgot  Britaine. 

lach.    And  himlelf.     Not  I, 
Tnclin'd  to  this  intelligence,   pronounce 
The    beggary  of  his  change  ;   but  'tis  your  graces. 
That  from  my  mutell  confcience,   to  my  tongue. 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lach.  Oh  deareft  foul!  your  caufe  doth  ftrike  my 
heart 
With  pity,  that  ^loth  make  me  fick.     A  Lady 
So  fair,   and  fallen'd  to  an  empery. 
Would  make  the  great'ft  King  double  \  to  be  partner'd 
With  tomboys,  hirM   with  that  felf- exhibition 

Which  your  own  •coffers  yield  f with  difeas'd 

venturer, 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold, 
Which  rottennefs  lends  nature  !  iuch  boyl'd  ftuff. 
As  well  might  poifon  Poifon!   Be  reveng'd  ; 
Or  file,  that  bore  you,  was  no  Qaecn,  and  you; 
Recoil  from  your  great  (lock.    ' 

Imo.  Reveng'd  ! 
How  ihould  1  be  reveng'd,  if  this  be  true  ? 
(As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Mud  not  in  hafte  abufe  ;)   if  it  be  true, 
How  fhall  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

lach.   Should  he  make  me 
Live  like.  Diana\  Pried,   betwixt  cold  (heets  ? 
Whiles  he  is   vaulting  variable  ramps 
In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purfe  ?  Revenge  it  :  — — . 
I  dedicate  myfelf  toyour  fweet  pleafure. 
More  rioblethan  that  Runagate  to  your  bed.. 
And  will  continue  fall  to  your  afreilion, 
Siill  clofe,  as  fure. 

Imo.  What  ho,    Pifanio  ! 

lach.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo.  Away  ! — 1  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.     If  thou  wert  honourable. 
Thou  would'ft  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not- 

¥01 
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For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft ;  as  bafe,  as  flrangc: 
Thou  wrong^'ft  a  Gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour ;    and 
Sollicit'ft  here  a  Lady,    that  difdains 

Thee,    and  the  Devi!  alike.     What  ho,  Pi/a?iio  f • 

Tlie  King  my    father  fhall  be  made  acquainted 

Of  thy  affault  ;   if  he  iliall  think  it  fit, 

A  faucy  ftranger  in  his  court  to  mart 

As  in  a  Rom'/fl^  ftew,  and  to  expound 

His  beaftly  mind  to  us  i  he  hath  a  court 

He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 

He  not  refpecls  at  all.     What  ho,  Pifamo! 

lach.   O  happy  Leonatus,    I  may  fsy  ; 
The  credit,  that  t  y  Lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deferves  thy  truft,   and  thy  moil  perfeft  goodnefs 
Her  allur'd  credit !  bklied  live  you  long, 
A  Lady  to  the  worthJeft  Sir,   that  ever 
Country  call'd  his  !   and  you  h's  miftrefs,  only 
For  the  moll  worthieft  fit !  Give  me  your  pardon,. 
I  have  fpoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  fhall  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er :    and  he  is  one 
The  trueft-manner'd,  fuch  a  holy  witch. 
That  he  enchants  focieties  into  him  : 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 
Imo.  You  make  amends. 

lach.  He  fits  'morgft  men,  like  a  defcended  God  r 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  ofF, 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.     Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mighty  Princefs,   that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report ;  which  hath 
Honoured  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment. 
In  the  eledion  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 
Which,  you  know,  cannot  err.    The  love  I  bear  him. 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus;  but  the  Gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  others,  chaffiefs.     Pray,  your  pardon. 
Imo.  All's  well.  Sir ;   take  my  pow'r  i'th'  court  for 

yours. 
lach.  My  humble  thanks  ;  I  had  almoU  forgot 
T'  intreat  your  Grace  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
i^nd  yet  of  moment  too,  for  i(  concerns 

Your 
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^Your  Lord  ;  myfelf,   and  other  noble  friends 
Are  partners  in  the  bufinels. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  is't  ? 

lach.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  Lord;>, 
(Befl  feather  of  our  wing,)    have  mingled  fums  . 
To  buy  a  prefent  for  the  Emperor  : 
Which  I,  the  fador  for  the  reft,  have  done 
In  France  ;   'tis  plate  of  rare  device,    and  jewek 
Of  rich  and  exquifite  form,   their  values  great  ;. 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrange,. 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage:  may  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  them  in  protedion  ? 

Imo.  Willingly  ; 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety.     Since 
My  Lord  hath  infreil  in  them,   1  will  keep  theim 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lach.   They  are  in  a  trunk, 
Attended  by  my  men  :  I  will  make  bold    ' 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night  i 
I  mull  aboard  to  morrow. 

hno.  O  no,   no. 

lach.  Yes,  I  b'efeech  you :   or  I  fhall  Qiort  my  word^ 
By  length'ning  my  return.     From  Gallia y 
I  crois'd  the  fcas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  ; 
But  not  away  to  morrow  ? 

lach.  O,   I  muft.  Madam. 
Therefore,  I  fhall  befeech  you,    if  you  pleafe^ 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to  night 
I  have  Giuftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  prefenu 

Imo.  I  will  v/rite: 
Send  your  trunk  to  me,  it  fhall  fafe  be  kept^ 
And  truly  yielded  you:  You're  very  welcome. 

\ZxeunK 
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ACT     IT.     S  C  E  N  E     I. 

G  Y  M  B  E  L  I  N  E>  Palace, 

Enter  Cloten,    and  tnvo  Lords. 

CIoL^TTA^  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck!  when 
VV  I  kifs'd  the  Jack  upon  an  up  caft,  to  be  hit 
away!  I  had  an  hundred  pound  on't  ;  and  then  a 
whorfon  jack-an-apes  muft  takeme  up  for  ("wearing, 
as  if  I  borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not 
fpend  them  at  my  pleafure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke 
his  pate  with  your  bowl; 

2  Lord.  U  his  wit  had  beeniike  him  that  brokeit, 
it  would  have  run  all  out.  {_/^J?de. 

Clot.  Wrhen  a  gentleman  is  difpos'd  to  fwear,  it  is 
not  for  any  ftanders-by  to  curtail  his  oaths.     Ha  ? 

2  Lord.  No,    my  lord  ;  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them; 

[^ftde. 

Clot.  Whorfon  dog  r  I  give  him  fatisfadion  ? 
'would,  he  had  been  one  of  my  rarrk. 

2  Lordi  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool. [^d'r. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the 
earth,  —  a  pox  on't  !  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as 
I  am  ;  they  dare  not  fight  with  me,  becaufe  of  the 
Queen  my  mother  ;  ^vtry  Jack-flave  hath  his  belly 
full  of  fighting,  and  I  muft  go  up  and  down  like  a 
cock  that  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord.  Yoa  are  a  cock  and  a  capon  too  ;  and  you 
Grow,  cock,   with  your  comb  on.  \_Afide. 

Clot.   Say 'ft  thou  ? 

2  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  lordfhip  fhould  undertake 
every  companion^,  that- you  g;ve offence  to. 

Qlot.  No,  I  know  that;  but  it  is  fit  I  fhould  com^ 
init  offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2  lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  loMfhip  only. • 

Ckt.  Why,    folfay. 

I  L(yrd, 
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1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  ftrangcr  that's  come  to 
court  to  night  ?  t  »   s 

Clot.  A  ftrangcr,   and  I  not  know  on  t  ? 

2  Lord.  He's  a  ftranee  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows 

I  Lord.  There's  an  //^/m»  come,  and,  tis  thought, 
one  of  Leonattti's  friends. 

Clot.  Leonatus !  a  banifh'd  rafcal  ;  and  he  s  another, 
whatfoever  he  be.  Who  told  you  of  this  ftranger  ? 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  lordfhip's  pages. 

Clot.  Is  it  fit  1  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  is  there  no 
derogation  in't  ? 

2  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafiiy,   1  think. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  fool  granted,  therefore  your  ilTues 
being  foolifh  do  not  derogate.  \_Afide. 

Clot.  Come,  ni  go  fee  this  Italian  :  what  I  have 
loft  to  day  at  bowls,  Til  win  to  night  of  him. 
Come  ;  go.  m    •  01 

2  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordftiip.  [£^//Uot. 

That  fuch  a  crafty  devil  as  his  mother. 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs  !—  a  woman,   that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  her  fon 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 

And  leave  eighteen  ■ Alas,  Poor  Princefs,. 

Thou  divine  Imogen,   what  thou  endur'ft ! 

Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  Ik p  dame  govern'd,. 

A  mother  hourly  coining  plots  ;  a  wooer,. 

r.'iorc  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 

Of  thy  dear  hufband,   than  that  horrid  ad 

Of  the  divorce  (a)  Hell -made.    The  heav'ns^  hold  firm. 

The  walls  of  thy  dear  Honour  ;  keep  unfhak'd 

That  Temple,  thy  fair  Mind  ;  that  thou  may'ft  ftand 

T'  enioy  thy  banilh'd  lord,    and  this  great  land  ! 

^  '■      '  \_Exeunt. 

\(a)  of  the  dl-vtrce  EtJUmade.  Oxford  Editor.- Vulg.   of  the 
ii-j^rci  he'ld  makc.\ 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

Changes  to  a  magnificent  Bed  chamber  ;   in  one  part  of 
it  a  large  trunk. 

Imogen   /;  difcocver'd  reading   in  her  Bed^  a    Lady  at- 

tending. 
Jffio,  "IT  7 HO's  there  ?   my   woman  Helen? 

VV       Lady    Pleafe  you.    Madam 

Jmo.   What  hour  is  it  ? 
Lady.  Almoft  midnight.  Madam. 
Imo.  I   have  read  three  hours  then,  mine  eyes  are 
weak, 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left  ;    to  bed — 
Take  not  away  the  taper,    leave  it  burning  : 
And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'th'  clock, 

I  pr'ythee,  call  me -fleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 

{Exit  Lady^ 
To  your  proteflion  I  commend  me,  Gods; 
From  Fairies,   and  the  Tempters  of  the  night. 
Guard  me,  'befeech  ye.  [Sleeps. 

[lachimo  rifesfrom  the  trunk. 
Jaeh.  The  crickets  fing,  and    man's  o'er-labour'd 
fenfe 
Repairs  itfelf  by  reft  :  our  Tarquin    thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  rufhes,   ere  he  waken'd 
1'he  chaitity  he   wounded.     Cytherea, 
How  bravdy  thou  becom'ft  thy  bed  !  fredi  lilly. 
And  whiter  than  the  Sheets  !  that  I  might  touch. 
But  kifs,  one  kifs —  rubies  unparagon'd. 
How  dearly  they  do't  !--   'tis  her  breathing,   that 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus  :  the  flame  o'th'  taper 
Bows  tovy'rd  her,  and  would  under-pcep  her  lids. 
To  fee  th'  inclofed  light,  now  canopy 'd 
Under  thefe  windows  :  white  »  with  azure  lac'd, 
The  blue  of  heav'n's  own  tind — But  my  defign's 

^  — —  nuLite   AKD   azure,  lac\l 
With  blue  of  heav''n^s  oivn  tin&.'\     We  fhould  read,. 

—  ivhite  ivith  azure  lac''dy 

The  blue    of  heanj'' ii'' i  c-wn  tinci, 
i.  e,  the  v>liite  fkin  laced  witJi  blue  vein?.. 

To 
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To  note  the  chamber-I  will  write  all  down, 

Such,  and  fuch.   piaures- there,  the  window,--luch 

Th'  adornment  of  her  bed-  the  arras,  figures  • 

Why,  fuch,  and  fuch— and  the  contents  o  th  itory— 

Ah,    butfome  natVal  notes  about  her  body. 

Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables. 

Would  teftify,   t'enrich  my  inventory. 

O  Sleep,  thou  ?.pe  of  Death,  lye  dull  upon  her  I 

And  be  her  fenfe  bat  as  a  monument. 

Thus  in  a  chappel  lying  !  -  Come  off,  come  off.— 

[TakiKg  of  her  bracelet. 

As  flipp'ry,  as  the  Gordio.n  knot  was  hard. > 

'Tis  mine  ;  and  this  will  witnefs  outwardly, 

As  ftronoly  as  the  confcience  do's  within. 

To  th'  madding  of  her  lord.     On  her  left  breaft 

A  mole  cinque-fpotted,   like  the  crimfon  drops 

I'th'  bottom  of  a  cowflip.     Here's  a  voucher. 

Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make  :  this  fecret 

Will  force  him  think,   I've  pick'd  the  lock  ;  and  ta  en 

The  treafure  of  her  honour.  No  more- — to  what  end? 

Why  fhould  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 

Screw'd  to  mv  rnem'ry  ?  She  hath  been  reading,  late. 

The  tale  of  Tereus  ;  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down. 

Where  Philomele  gave  up 1  have  enough.— 

To  th'  trunk  again,  and  (hut  the  fpring  of  it. 

Swift,  r^ifr,  you  Drascns  of  the  night !  ^  that  dawning 


that  danvning 


Ma-}  bear  the  ra-vai's  eye.  -  ]  Some  copies  read  bare  Or 
roakc  bear  :  others,  ope.  But  the  true  reading  is  bear,  a  term 
t'aken  from  heraldry,  and  very  fublimely  appUed,  Tne  meanmg 
is  that  morning  may  afiume  the  colour  of  the  raven  s  eye,  wHicn 
i?  grey.  Hence  k  is  fo  commonly  called  the  grey-ey'd  mormtig. 
And  Romeo  and  Juint. 

r  11  fay  yon  grey  is  vot  the  niornir.g's  eye. 
Had  Sbakefpear  m.eant  to  bare  or  open  the  eye,  that  is,  to  awake,, 
he  had  inllanced  rather  in  the  lark  than  raven,  as  the  earlier  n!cr. 
Befides,  whether  the  morning  bared  ox  opened  th^'^'ven  s  tye^^^^s 
of  no  advantage  to  the  fpeaker,  but  it  v.a*  of  much  advantage  that 
it  fhould  bear  It,  that  is,  beconie  light.  Yet  the  Oscford  Editor 
judicioufly  alters  it  to, 

May  bear  its  ravm-eys. 

May 
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May  bear  the  raven's  eye  :  I  lodge  in  fear, 
Though  thisaheav'nly  angel,  hell  is  here.  [Clock  Jirikts. 
One,  two,  three  :  time,  time  ! 

[Goes  into  the  trunks  the  Scene  cloCei, 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  another  part  of  the  Palace,  facing  ImogenV 
j^partmeuts. 

Enter  Cloten,   and  Lords. 
I  lord.  TT'OUR  lordfhip  is  the  mod  patient   man  in 
X     lofs,  the  coldell  that  ever  turn'd  up  ace. 
Clot.  Ic  would  make  any  man  cold  tolofe. 
1  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble 
temper  of  your  lordfhip  j.  you  are  moft  hot,    and  fu. 
rioas,  when  you  win. 

Clot,   Winning  will  put  any  man  inta  courage  :  IF  I 
could  get  this  foolilh  Imogen,  I  (houldhave  gold  enough: 
It  s  almoft  morning,  is't  not } 
I  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Ctot.  J  would,,  this  mufick  would  come  :  I  am  ad- 
vis'd  to  give  her  mufick  o'mornings ;  they  fay,  jt  will 
penetrate. 

Enter  Muficianj. 
Come  on,  tune;  if  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your 
nngerme,  fo  ;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too  ;  if  none  will 
do,  let  her  remain  :  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firll,  a. 
very  excellent  good  conceited  thing  ;  after,  a  woader- 
tulfvveet  air  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it ;  and  then 
let  her  confjcier. 

SONG. 

Hark,   hark!   the  lark  at  hea-vn  s gate  fingSyt't 

Jnd  Phcehus  'gins  arife, 
3"  His  feeds  to  nxjater  at  thofe  fprings 

On  chalic'dflotvers  that  lyes  ; 

J  Hisjiecds  to  ':vater  at  t J: ofe  firings 

On  chafe  dfioi^er,  that  lye:  ;J  /.  e.  the^  morning  fun  dries  up 
Uie.  dew  which  lies  in  the  cups  of  flowers. 

Jnd 
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And  njoinking  y\.2sy-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes  ', 
With,  every  thing  (a)  that  pretty  bin, 

My  ladyfweet,  arife : 
Arifey  arife, 

So,  get  you  gone if  this  penetrate,  I  will  confidcr 

your  mufick  the  better  ;  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in 
her  ears,  which  horfe-hairs,  and  cats'-guts,  nor  the  voice 
of  unpav'd  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

\Extunt  Mujicians, 

Enter  ^een  and  Cymbeline. 

2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  the  reafon 
I  was  up  fo  early :  he  cannot  chufe  but  take  this  fervicc 
I  have  done,  fatherly.  Good  morrow  to  your  Majefty, 
and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  ftern-daughter? 
Will  fhe  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  have  aiTailM  her  withmufi.cks^  but  fhe  vouch- 
fafies  no  notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new;- 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him  :  fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out. 
And  then  (he's  yours. 

^een.  You  are  moft  bound  to  th'  King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Pref  •"  you  to  his  daughter.     Frame  yourfelf 
To  orderly  follicits  ;  and  be  friended 
With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon  ;    make  denials 
Encreafe  yourfervices  ;  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties,  which 
You  tender  to  her  :  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmifllon  tends. 
And  therein  you  ape  fenfelefs. 

Clot.  Senfelefs  ?   not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
hief.  So  like  you,  Sir,  Ambaffadorsfrom  Romei 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

[{a)  that  pretty  bin,     Oxford  Editor,-—  VuJg.  that  pretty  m.,] 

Cym, 
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Cym.  A  worthy  fellow. 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  we  muil  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  fender  ; 
And  towards  himfelf,  +  his  goodnefs  fore-fpent  on  us 

We  muft  extend  our  notice  : Our  dear  fon, 

When  you  have  giv'n  good  morning  to  your  miflrefs. 

Attend  tJie  Queen  and  us  ;  we  fhall  have  need 

T'  employ  you    towards   this   Roman.     Come,    our 

SCENE    IV. 

Clof.  s  If  (he  be  up,  ini  fpeak  with  her;  if  not. 
Let  her  lye  flill,  and  dream.     By  your  leave,  ho  ! 

[^Knoch. 

J  know,  her  women  are  about  her what. 

If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ? 'tis  gold. 

Which  buys  admittance,  (oft  it  doth,)  yea,  makes 

Diana  s  rangers  falfe  themfelves,  yield  up 

Their  deer  to  th'  ftand  o'th'  ftealer  :  and  'tis  gold. 

Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  thief; 

Nay,  fometimes,  hangs  both  thief  and  true-man  :  what 

Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  I  will  make 

One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me,  for 

I  yet  not  underftand  the  cafe  myfelf. 

By  your  leave.- .  IKnoch. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  ? 
Clot.  A  Gentleman. 
Lady.  No  more  ? 

Clot.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon. 
Lady.  That's  more 
Than  fome,  whofe  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours. 


4  — — •  his  gocd fiefs  fore-fpent  on  us,']     i.  e.  the  good  ofKces 
done  by  him  to  us  hererofore. 

.  5  If  jhehe  up,  &c.J  It  is  obfervable,  that  Shakefptar  makes 
his  fools  deal  much  in  that  kind  of  wit  called  the  double  tntendre 
with  only  a  fmgle  meaning  5  fince  his  time  transferred  to  the  fine 
Gentleman  of  tlie  drama. 

Can 
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Canjaftly  boaft  of:  what's  your  lordfhip's  pleafure  ? 

Clct.  Your  lady's  perfon  i  is  (he  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay,  to  keep  her  chamber. 

Clot.  There  is  gold  for  you,    fell  me  your  good 
report. 

Lady.  How,  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
Whatl  ihall  think  is  good  ?  The  Princefs- . 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clot.  Good  morrow,  faireft  :  filler,  your  fweet  hand. 

Imo.  Good  morrow.  Sir ;  you  lay  out   too  much 
pains 
For  purchafing  but  trouble  ;  the  thanks  I  give. 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks. 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 

Clot.  Still,  I  fwear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'tv^ere  as  deep  with  me  : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  flill 
That  1  regard  it  not. 

Clot.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  fnall  not  fay  I  yield,  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.     I  pray  you,  fpare  me — faith, 
T  lliall  unfold  equal  difcourtefie 
To  your  beft  kindnefs :  ^  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn  (being  tort)  forbearance. 

6       .  one  of  your  great  knowing 

Should  learn  (being  taught^  forbearance.']  But  fure, 
whoever  is  taught,  neceiTarily  learns.  Learning  is  not  the  fit 
and  reafonable  confequence  of  being;  taught,  but  is  the  thing  it- 
felf.  As  it  is  fuperfluous  in  the  expreffion,  fo  (which  is  the  com- 
mon condition  of  nonfenfe)  it  is  deficieiit  in  the  fentiment.  It  is 
no  mark  of  a  knoiving  perfon  that  he  has  learnt  forbearance 
fimply.  For  forbearance  becomes  a  virtue,  or  point  of  civil  pru- 
dence, only  as  it  refpsdls  a  forbidden  objed.  Shakef^ear,  I  am 
perfuaded,  wrote, 

. one  of  your  great  knoivivg 

Should  learn  {being  ■vovl't')  forbearance. 
j.'e.  one  of  your  wi{dom  Jhould  learn  (from  a  fenfe  of  your  pur- 
filing  a  forbidden  objeft)  forbearance  :  which  gives  us  a  good  and 
peVtirient  meaning  in  a  correft  expreflion.  T^ort,  an  eld  French 
word,  fijnifying  the  beij:g  in  the  nvrong,  is  much  in  ufe  amongft 
our  old  Erglip  writers,  v,^hich  thofe  who  have  not  read  them, 
may  colled  from  its  being  found  in  the  Etymologicon  of  the  judi- 
cious Ski  finer. 

Clot. 
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Clot.  7  To  leave  you  in  yourmadnefs,  *tw€rcmy  fiiii 
I  will  not. 

Jmo.  Fools  cure  not  mad  folks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do  : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad  ; 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  forry.  Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners 
By  being  fo  verbal  :  and  learn  now  for  all. 
That  I,  who  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 
By  th*  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you  : 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity 
T'  accufe  myfelf,  I' hate  you  :  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make  my  boaft. 

Clot.  You  fin  againft 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father  ;  for 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  dilhes, 
With  fcraps  o'th  court,)   it  is  no  contraft,  none  : 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who  than  he  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  fouls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency  ^ 

7  To  leave  you  in  your  Madnefsy  "fwtr'ewy  Sin  j 
J  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  ARE  not  mad  folks. 
Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do.']  But  does  /he  really  call  him  fool  ? 
The  acuteft  critic  would  be  puzzled  to  find  it  out,  as  the  text 
ftands.  The  reafoning  is  peiplex'd  by  a  flight  corruption  j  and  we 
rnuft  reftore  it  thus. 

Fools  CURE  not  mad  folks. 
You  are  mad,  fays  he,  and  it  would  be  a  crime  ift  me  to  leave 
vou  to  yourfelf.  Nay,  fays  fhe,  why  fhould  you  ftay  ?  A  fool 
sever  curM  madnefs.  Do  you  call  me  fool?  rephes  he,  Gfc".  All 
this  is  eafy  and  natural.  And  that  cure  was  certainly  the  poet's 
word,  I  think,  is-  very  evident  from  what  Imogen  immediately 
fubjoins. 

If  you'' II  he  patient,  F II  no  more  he  mad  j 
That  cures  us  both. 

i.  e.  if  you'll  ceafe  to  torture  me  with  your  foolifh  folicitationsj  I'll 
ceafe  to  fhew  towards  you  any  thing  like  madnefs  :  fo  ?.  double  cure 
will  be  efteded,  of  your  folly,  and  my  fuppos'd  frenzy. 

But 
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-But brats  and  beggary,)  ^  in  felF-finger'd  knot ; 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  thai*  enhrgement  by 
The  confequence  o'  th'  crown  ;  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  flave, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cleth  ; 
A  pantler  ;  not  fo eminent. 

Imo.  Prophane  fellow! 
Wert  thou  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  ajid  no  more 
But  what  thou  art  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom  :   thou  wert  dignify ''d  enougli, 
Ev'n  to  the  point  of  Envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  flil'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  realm  ;  and  hated 
For  being  prcferr'd  fo  well. 

Clot.  The  fouthfog  rot  him  ! 

ifflfo.  He  never  can  meet  mOre  mifchance,  than  ccrnc 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.     His  meaneit  garment, 
That  ever  had  but  cKpt  his  body,  's  dearer 
In  my  refped,   than  all  the  hairs  above  thee. 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  men.     How  now,  Pifanio? 

Enter  Pifanio. 
^     Clot.  His  garment?  now,  the  devil 

Imo.  To  Dorothy^  my  woman,   hye  thee  prcfently. 

Clot:  His  garment  ? 

Imo.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  fool. 

Frighted,  and  angred  worfe go,  bid  my  womaa 

Search  for  9  a  jewel,  that  too  cafually 

Hath  left  mine  arm— it  was  thy  mailer's.   » 'Shrew  me, 

]f  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 

Of  any  King  in  Europe.     I  do  think, 

I  faw't  this  morning  j  confident  I  am, 

8   in  siLF-FiGUR'i)  knot'^  J     This  is  noRfenfe.     We 

ihould  read, 

Self-f  ikger'd  kr.ou 
i.  e.   a  knot  folely  of  their  own  tying,  without  any  regard  to  pa- 
rents,   or  other  more  public  confiderations. 

9 .-       a  jeively  that  too  cafually 

Hath  left  mine  arm  —  ]   i.  e.  too  many  chances  of  lofmg  it 
Mave  arifen  from  my  carelefnefs. 

1 ''Shreiu  me^ 

/f,  &c.]  i.e.  may  I  fall  under  an  evil  tongue,  if,  &c. 

Vol..  VII.  M  L^ft 
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Laft  night  'twas  on  my  arm  ;  I  kified  it, 
*  I  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
I'hat  I  kifs  aught  bu^him. 

Pif.   'Twiil  not  be  loll. 

///?:?.  r hope  lb;  go,  and  fearch. 

Clot.  Yoa  haveabus'd  me— — 
His  meaneft  garment  ?   — 

Imo.  Ay,  1  faid  fo.  Sir  ; 
If  you  will  make't  an  adlion,  call  witnefs  to't. 

Clot.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too  ; 
She's  my  good  lady  ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope. 
But  the  worft  of  me.     So  I  leave  you.  Sir, 
To  th'  word  of  difcontent.  \^Exit. 

Clot.  I'll  be  reveng'd, . 

His  meanefl  garment  ?  — —  well.  \^Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

Changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  Pollhumus,  and  Philario. 

FcJ}.  XJ^EAR  it  not,  Sir;  I  would,  I  were  fo  fure 

Jj    To  win  the  King,  as  I  am  bold,   her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

Po/i.  -Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  ;ime  ; 
Quake  in  the  prefent  winter's  ftate,  and  wi(h. 
That  warmer  days  would  come  j  in  thefe  fearM  hopes, 
I  barely  gratifie  yojr  love  ;  they  failing, 
I  mull  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi-  Your  v^.ry  goodnci's,  and  your  company, 
O'er-pays  all  I  can  do.     By. this,  your  King 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augujlus  j   Caius  Lucius 

2  /  hcb^^  it  he  r'A gone,  to  tell  my  lord. 

That  I  kip  aught  but  him.]  This  is  fine.  It  wa;  gone  on  that 
errsnd.  And  we  are  to  confider  this  paflage  as  alluding  to  thofe 
ominous  fpeeches  concerning  which  the  ancients  were  fo  fuperfti- 
tious.  See  another  inftance  of  this  kini  in  the  foregoing  play, 
Aci  I.  Scene  11. 

Will 
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Will  do'scommiifion  throughly.     And,  I  think. 
He'll  grant  the  tribute  ;  lend  th'  .inearages, 
E'er  look  upon  our  Romans^  vvhofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  ^iC\\\  in  their  grief. 

Pfff.  I  do  believe, 
(Statift  though  I  am  none,    nor  like  to  be  ) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  (hall  hear 
The  legions,   now  in  <7«///^,.roone,r  Landed 
In  our  not  fearing  Britain,  thin  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  Countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd,  than  when  y.v//«i  Cefar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  fkill,  bat  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.      Their  difcipline, 
.Now  mingled  with  tiieir  courages,  will  make  known 
3  To  their  approvers,  they  are  people  fuch 
As  mend  upon  the  world. 

SCENE    vr. 

Enier  lachimo. 

Phi,   See,   lachimo. — 

Pojh  Sute,  the  fvvift  harts  have  polled  you  by  land. 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails. 
To  make  your  vefiel  nimble. 

Phi.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Pofh  I  hope,  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  Return. 

lach.   Your  lady 
Is  of  the  faired  I  e'er  look'd  upon. 

Poji.   And,  there wirhal,  the  beil:  ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts, 
And  be  fa] fe  with  them. 

lach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Poji.  Their  tenour  good,  I  trufr. 

lach.  'Tis  very  like. 

PoJ}.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court, 
When  you  were  there  ? 

lach    He  was  expected  then. 
But  notapproachM. 

3  To  their  approvers.———]    i.  e.  to  thofe  who  try  them. 

M  2  PoJi. 


244  C  Y   M  B  E  L   I  N   E. 

Poft,  All  is  well  yet. 
Sparkles  this  ilone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

lack.  Ifl'veloitit, 
I  {hould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold  ;     • 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t'  enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  (hortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain  ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

PoJ}.  The  (tone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

!ac&.  Not  a  whit. 
Your  lady  being  fo  eafie. 

Po/i.  Make  not.  Sir, 
Your  lofs  your  fport  ;  I  hope,  yoa  know,  that  we 
Mud  not  continue  friends. 

lach.  Good  Sir,  we  muft. 
If  you  keep  covenant  j  had  1  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant, 
We  were  to  queftion  farther  ;  but  I  now 
Profefs  myfelf  the  winner  of  her  honour. 
Together  with  your  ring  ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

'  Pojl.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  bed  ;  my  hand. 
And  ring  is  yours.     If  not,  the  foul  opinion. 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  lofes 
Your  fword  or  mine  j  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  who  fliall  find  them. 

lach   Sir,  my  circumftances 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  ;  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath,  which,  I  doubt  not. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  Ihall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Poji.  Proceed. 

Ifich.  Firft,  vher  bcd-ichamber  — 
(Where,  I  confefs,  I  flept  not ;  but  profefs. 
Had  That  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang*d 
With  tapeftry  of  filk  and  filver  ;  the  ftory 
*»  Proud  Cleopatra,  when  (he  met  her  Rman, 

**  And 
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**  *  And  C)'d'«aj  (welVd  above  the  banks,  or  for 

The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride, — A  piece  of  work 

So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,    that  it  did  ftrive 

In  w'orkmanfliip,  and  value  ;  which,   I  wonder'd^ 

Could  be  fo  rarely  and  cxadly  wrought. 

Since  the  true  life  on't  was  ' 

Poji.  This  is  true ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  fome  other. 

lac/j.  More  Particulars 
Muftjuftify  my  knowledge;  * 

?oJi,  So  they  muft. 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lack.  The  chimney 
Is-  fouth  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece, 
Chad /)/■«»,  bathing:  neverfawl  figures 
So  likely  to  jeport  themfeives  ;  the  cutter 
5  Was  as  anothernature,  dumb;  out  went  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

4  And  CyAwni  fiveWd  above  the  banks,  or  for 

The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride,— —J  This  is  an  agreeable  ridi- 
cule on  poetical  exaggeration,  which  gives  human  paflions  to  in  • 
animate  things :  and  particularly,  upon  what  he  himfelf  writes  in 
the  foregoing  play  on  this  very  fubjedl, 

■ — » And  made 

The  'mater,  'which  they  beat,  to  folloiv  faji^y 
As  amorous  of  their  ftrokes. 
But  the  fatire  is  not  only  agreeably  turned,  but  very  artfully  em- 
ployed ;  as  it  is  a  plain  indication,  that  the  fpeaker  is  fecretly 
mocking  the  credulity  of  his  hearer,  while  he  is  endeavouring  to 
perfuade  him  of  his  wife's  falfliood.  The  very  fame  kind  of  fatire 
we  have  again,  on  much  the  fameoccafion,  in  The  tivo  Gentlemen 
»/*  Verona,  where  the  hlk  Proteus  fays  to  his  friend,  of  his  friend's 
miftrefs. 

■  ■    -       '  ■  ■  ■    andjbe  hath  offer'' d  to  the  doom, 
JVhich  unrevers'' d Jiavds  in  effeBual force, 
A  fea  of  melting  pearl,  which  fome  call  tears. 
A  certain  gaiety  of  heart,  which  the  fpeaker  ftrives  to  conceal, 
breaking  out  under  a   fatire,    by  which  he  would  infinuate  to  his 
friend  the  trifling  worth  of  woman's  tears. 

5  Was  as  another  nature,  pumb  ;  — —  ]  This  nonfenfe  fhould 
without  quisftion  be  read  and  pointed  thus. 

Has  as  another  nature  donx  :  cut-went  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 
i.e.  has  worked  asexquifitely,  nay  has  exceeded  hei  if  you  will  put 
motion  and  breath  out  of  the  queftion. 

M  3  P»Jf. 
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Toji.  This  is  a  thing, 
Wliich  yea  might  from  relation  likcwife  reap; 
Being,  t.i  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

lach.  The  roof  o'  th'  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted  :    Th*"  andirons, 
(1  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filv  er,  each  on  one  foot'llanding,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

PoJL  What's  this  t'  her  honour  ? 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feenall  this, 
Praife  be  to  your  remembrance,  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Lich.  7'hen,  if  you  can       \_Pullitjg  out  the  Bracelet, 
Be  pale,  1  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel  j  fee  !  ■ 
And  nov/  'tis  up  agai'n  :  it  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond.     Til  keep  them. 

Poji,  Jo^ve  ! 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  That, 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

lach.  Sir,  I  thank  her,  That  : 
She  llrip'd  it  from  her  aim,  I  fee  her  yet. 
Tier  pretty  adtion  did  out-icll  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too ;  fhe  gave  it  me. 
And  faid,  fhe  priz'd  it  once. 

PoJi.  MUy  be,  (he  pluck'd  it  off 
To  fend  it  me. 

lach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  fhe  ? 

PoJi.  O,  no,  no,  no  j   'tis  true.     Here,  take  this  too; 
It  is  a  bafiliik  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't ;  let  there  be  no  honour. 
Where  there  is  beauty  ;  truth,  where  femblance  j  love, 
Where  there's  another  man.     The  vows  of  women* 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they're  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues,  which  is  nothing  j 
O,  above  meafure  falfe  ! 

Phi.  Have,  patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again  :  'tis  not  yet  won  ; 
It  may  be  probable,  fhe  loft  it ;   or, 
Who  knows,  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Kath  ftoln  it  from  her. 

PoJI, 
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Po/i.  Very  true, 

And  fo,    I  hope,  he  came  by^t; ^.b?.ck  my  rhig;— 

Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her, 
More  evident  than  this  ;    for  this  was  ftole. 

lach.   By  Jupiter,   I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

PoJ}.  Hark   you,  he  fwears ;   by  Jupiter  he  fwcars. 

'Tis  true nay,  keep  the  ring— 'tis  true  ;  ^  I'm  furc 

She  could  not  lofe  it ;    her  attendants^ire 

All  honourable  ;    they  induc'd  to  fleal  it  f 

And,   by  a  ilranger !  --no,   he  hath  enjoy'd  her. 

The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 

Is  this;    file  hath  bought  the  name  of  Whore  thus 

Ur         dearly; 

There,   take  thy  hire,    and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 

Divide  themfelves  between  you ! 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient  J 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believed. 
Of  one  periuaded  well  of— — 

PoJ},  Never  talk  on't  j 
She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

lach.    If  you  feck 
For  further.fatisfying,  under  her  breafl, 
Worthy  the  prciling,  lyts  a  mole,   right  proud 
Of  that  mod  delicate  lodging.     By  my  life, 
I.  kill  it ;   and  it  gave  me  prcient  hunger' 
To  feed  again,   ti;ough  full.     You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 


■rmfiire 


She  could  ti'-J  hfe  it  j  her  attt  rcijnts  are 

Jilf  honourable  :,  they  induced  (0  Jlcal  it! 

And,  by  a  ftrar.ger  !   wo,  J  The  rihfurd  conclufions 

•of  jealoufy  ere  here  admirabl'y  painted  nnd  e::pofed.  I'ofjbumus,  oa 
the  credit  of  a  bracelet,  and  an  oath  of  the  party  concerned, 
judges  againft  all  appearances  from  the  intimate  knowledge  of  his 
wife's  honour,  that  fhe  was  falfe  to  his  bed  \  and  grounds  that 
Judgment,  at  laft,  upon  much  lefs  appearances  of  the  honour  of 
•her  attendants.  Now  common  fenfe,  from  his  belief  of  the  honour 
of  his  wife's  attendants,  fhould  cither  have  made  him  conclude  in 
favour  of  hers  j  or  if  he  reje£led  the  much  flrongcr  appearances 
of  honour  in  her,  he  fhculd,  at  the  fame  time,  have  rejecJ-ed  thofe 
much  weaker  in  her  attendants.  Bnt.  Shakefpear  knew  at  what 
diftance  rtfl/off  and /(Ji/e  are  wont  to  be,  and  has,  therefore,  mrde 
them  keep  their  diftancc  here. 

M  4  PcJ}, 
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Toji.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
i^nother  ftain,   as  big  as  hell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

lach.    Will  you  hear  more? 

Pfi/i.  Spare  your  arithmetick. 
Count  not  the  Turns :  once,   and  a  million  r 

lach.  I'll  be  fworn- — 

Poji.   No  fwearing : 
If"  you  will  fwcar  you  have  not  done't,  you  Me. 
And  I  will  kill  thee,    if  thou  doft  deny 
Tiiou'it  made  me  cuckold. 

Jach.   I'll  deny  nothing. 

Pcjl.  O.  that  1  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb- meal »' 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't  i'  th'  Court,  before 
Her  father I'll  do  fomething \Exh 

Phi.  Quite  befides  "■• 

The governmeat  of  patience!  you  have  won  ; 
Let's  follow  him,   and  pervert  th^  prefent  wrath 
iie  hath  againft  himfelf. 

Jcch.  With  all  my  heart.  ^ExeunP^ 

SCENE     vir. 

^f-/«/^r'Pofthumus. 
Poft.  *  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  bi>t  women 

•  Mult  be  half  workers  ?    we  are  baftards  all  j 
And  that  moH  venerable  man,  which  1 

•  Did  call  my  father,   was  I  know  not  where, 

•  When  I  was  ftam.pt.     Some  coyner  with  his  tools-     - 
Made  me  a  counterfeit ;    yet  my  mother  feem'd 
The  Djan  of  that  time  ;  \o  doth  my  wife 

The  nonpareil  of  this-  Oh  vengeance,    vengeance,!^ 

•  iMe  of  my  lawful  pleafure  (he  relhain'd, 

•  And  pray'd  me,  oft,  forbearance  j   did  it  with,. 
A  pudency  fo  rofie,  the  fweet  view  on't 

•  Might  well  have  warm'd.  old   Saturn that  I. 

*  thought  her 

•  As  chafte,   as  unfunn'd  fnow      Oh,  all  the  Devils  I 
This  yellow  lachimo  in  an  hour — was't  not  ?•  ■ 

'  Or  lefs :  at  hrft  ?,  perchance,    he  fpoke  not,   but 

•  Like  a  full-acorn'd  Eoar,  a  churning  on, 

*  Cry'd. 
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*  Cry'd  oh!   and  mounted  ;   found  no  oppofitioa 

*  From  what  he  look'd  for  fhould  oppofe,  and  (he 
'  Should  from  encounier  guard.    Could  I  find  out 

'  The  woman's  part  in  me  —  for  there's  no  motion 
'That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but,    I  affirm, 

*  It  is  the  woman's  part  ;  be't  lying,   note  it, 

«  The  woman's  ;   flattering,  hers  i  deceiving,  hers  ; 

*  Luft, ,  and   rank    thoughts,    hers,    hers  j    revenges, 

*  hers ;  . 

*-  Ambitions,   covetings,  change  of  prides,  dilaain, 

*  Nice  longings,  flanders,   mutability  ; 

*  All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,   nay,  that  hell  know*, 
•Why,   hers,    in  part,  or  all ;    but  rather  all.  —  For 

'  even  to  vice 

*  They  arc  not  conftant,   but  are  changing  dill ; 

*  One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

«  Not  half  fo  old  as  that.     I'll  write  againft  them. 

«■  Detert  them,    curfe  them yet  'tis  greater  fklU, 

«  In  a  true  hate  to  pr.iy,    they  have  their  Will ; 

'  Tiie  very  Devils  cannot  plague  them  better.      [Exif. 


A  C  T     III.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 
CymbeKne'j    Palace. 

Enter,     in   State,     Cymbeline,    ^een,     Cloten,    and 
Lords   at  Oh e  door  \  and  at  amtheri     Caius   Lucius^ 
and  attendants. 
Cym.  T^T^^  ^^r>  what  wo-jld  Jugujius  C^ejar  with  us? 
IN    luc.  When  Juliui  Cajar,  (whofe  remem- 
brance yet 
Lives  in  men's  eyes,  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  Britainei 
And  coaquer'd  it,    Cafflbelan,  thine  uncle, 
(Famous  in  Ctefar%  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it)  for  him. 
And  his  fucceffion,  grunted  /^jjffif  a  Tribute, 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds  5  which  by  thee  latel}^ 
Is  left  oatender'd. 

M5  %^/ffv 
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^een.  And,  to  kill  the  marvail, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

C/ot.   There  be  many  C^fars, 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius  :   Britaine  is 
A  world  by't  felf ;   and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 

^een.  That  opportuniry, 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,   to  refume 
We  have  again.     Remember,    Sir,   my  liege, 
ihe  Kmgs  your  anceftorsj  tof^ether  with 
The  nat'ral  Bravery  of  yourlfle;  which  flands. 
As  Neptune's  Park,   ribbed  and  paled  in 
(a)  With  recks  un&aleable,   and  roaring  waters  ; 
With  Sands,    that  will  no!  bear  your  enemies'  boats, 
iiut  lack  them  up  to  th'  top-mall.     A  kind  of  Conqueft 
L^far  made  here,   but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,    came,  and/a^,    and  o'vercame.     With  fhame 
(Tne  firl>,    that  ever  touch'd  him)  he  was  carried  *     ' 
Irom   off  our  coaft,   'twice  beaten  ;    and  his  fliipping, 
('l^oor  Ignorant  baubles)    on  our  terrible  feas, 
Like  egg-H.ells  mov'd  upon  their  forges,   crack'd 
As  eaiily^'gainll  our  rocks.     For  joy  whereof. 
The  fam'd  CaJJihslan,   wlio  was  once  at  point* 
(Oh,    giglet  fortune  !)  to  mafter  C^far'-^  fword. 
Made  Lud\  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright. 
And  Britons  ftrut  with  courage. 

Clot.  Come,  there's  no  more  Tribute  to  be  paid 
OnrK}ngdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time  • 
and,  as  I  faid,  there  is  no  more  fuch  C^fars  ;  other 
ot  them  may  have  crook'd  nofes,  but,  to  own  fuch 
llrait  arras,    none. 

Cym.  Son,   let  your  mother  end. 
C/./    We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as 
hard  as  Cajfibelan  ;    I   do   not  fay,    I  am   one?  but  I 

have  a  hand. ^  Why,    Tribute.?    Why  fhould  we 

pay  Tribute  ?  If  Co-far  can  hide  the  Sun  from  us  with 
a  blanket,    or  put  the  Moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will 


1  Poor  ig>7crant  baubles]   Tgrw^ant,  for  of  no  ufe. 

-Vulg. 

pay 


[  (a)V/itbroch  UKjkakabhy Oxford  Editor.— Vulg.  -with 

•ah  unjkaltable.\  ^ 
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p,y  him  Tribute  for  Light ;  elfe.  Sir.  no  more  Tribute, 
pray  you  now. 

Cym.   You  mull  know, 
'Till  the  injurious  Rof^an  did  extort 
This  tributi  from  us,  We  were  free     C.fars  ambition. 
Which  fweird  fo  much,    that  it  did  almoftftretch 
The  fides  oMh' world,    againll  all  colour,    here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon's  ;   which  to  (hake  Ou, 
Becomes  a  warlike  people    (which  we  reckon 
Our  felves  to  be)  to  do.     Say  then  to  C^far, 
Our  anceftor  was  that  Muhnuttus,  who 
OrdainM  our  Laws,  whofe  uie  the  fword  oi  C^far 
Hath  too  much  mangled  ;   whofe  repair  and   fra.chus 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed. 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry  ■    l.\,^ihu!muUus, 
Who  was  the  firft  of  Britaine,   which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  Crown,  and  call  d 
Himfelf  a  King. 

Luc.  I'm  forry,  Cyrr.be line y 
That  1  am  to  pronounce  JuguJIus  Cafar 
(Ca>far,  that  hath  mere  Kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thylelf  domeftick  officers)    thine  enen-=y. 

Receive  it  from  me  then. W.r  and  Confufion 

In  C^fars  name  pronounce  I  Vamft  thee  :  look 
For  Fur>',   not  to  be  refifted.   •  Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  myfelf. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  welcome.    Cuius  ; 
Thy  Cafar  knighted  me  i    my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him  :   of  him  I  gather'd  honour, 
Which  he  to  feek  of  me  again  perforce, 
Behooves  me  *  keep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfc^, 
That  the  Vannoniam  and  Dalmatian!,  for 
Their  Liberties,  are  now  in  arms:  a  Precedent 
Which,   not  to  read,  would  flisw  the  Britom  cold  : 
So  cJfar  (hall  not  find  them. 
Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clot.  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pal- 
time  with  us  a  day  or  two,  or  longer :  If  you  feek  us 
afterwards  on  other  terms,  you  (hall  find  us  in  our  falt- 

%keep  at  utterance.]  /.  £>  at  extreme  diftance. 

^  water 
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water  girdle,   if  you  beat  w  out  of  it,    it  is  yours  ••  if 
you  fall  ,n  the  adventure,    our  crows  ftiall  fare  the  hex 
ter  for  you  ;   and  there's  an  er.d. 

Luc.  So.  Sir.— . 

C);.^     Iknow  your  maker's  pkafure,   and  he  mine  • 
^il  Che  Remain  15,   Welcome.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  EN  E    n. 

Enter  Pifanio^»  -reading  a  letter. 

Pif.    How?  of  adultery?   wherefore  write  you  not 
Vv  .latmonllers  have  Hccus'd  her?    Leonatus  ! 
Oh  malrer,  what  a  flrange  infeaion 
Is  fall'n  into  thy  ear  ?   what  falie  Italian, 
(As  pois'fious-tongu'd,  as  handed)    hath  prevaipd 

On  thy  too  ready  Hearing  \ ^DiRoyal  ?   no, 

bhe  s  punifh'd  for  her  truth  ;  andundergoes 
More  Goddefs-like,    than  wife-like,  fuch  aiiaulrs 
As  would  take  in  fame  virtue.      -  Oh,  my  mafter  ? 

^"X  "^''^<^  to  her's  is  now<as  low,   as  were 
"    1  hy  fortunes.     How  ?   that  I  Ihould  murder  her  ?  • 
Upon  the. love  and  truth  and  vows,  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  coramand  / : ],   hej  ! her 

bloQtl  f 
Jf  ft  be  \b  to  do  good  fervice,    never 

Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable. ^How  look  I, 

That  I  fnoi;ld  fecm  to  lack  humanity, 

So  much  as  this  fad  comes  to  ?    Do't the  Utter 

Ihat  1  have  fent  her,   by  her  o^n  command 

^hall give  thee  opportunity. Damn'd  paper  ! 

Black  as  tiie  ink  that's  on  thee  :  fenfeiefs  bauble ! 
Art  thou  a  foedarie  for  this  ad,  and  ]6ok'ft 
So  virgin-iike  without  ?   Lo,   hereftie  comes. 

Enter  Imogen. 
I'm  ignorant  in  what  lam  commanded. 

Ino.    How  now,    Pi/anio  ? 

Pif.  Madam,    here  is  a  letter  from' my  lord. 

hno.  Who  I  thy  lord  ?   that  is  my  lord  Leanatus  :.- 

3  Oh. 
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r  Oh,  learn'd,  indeed,   were  that  aftrologer, 
That  knew  the  ftars,   as  I  his  charaders  : 
He'd  lay  the  Future  open. —You  good  Gods,. 
Let  what  is  herecontaic'd  reiifh  of  love, 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content  —  yet  notj 
That  we  two  are  afunder  ;   let  that  grieve  him  }' 
Some  griefs  are  medicinabie  ;  that  is  one  of  them, 

For  it  doth  phyfick  love  ; of  his  content. 

All  but  in  that,— Good  wax,  thy  leave, — Bleft  be 
You  bees,  that  make  thcfe  locks  of-counfel!  Lover»> 
And  men  in  dangVous  bonds,  pray  nox  alike. 
Though  forfeitures  you  call  in  prilbn,   yet 
You  ciafp  young  Gufti^'s  tables :  good  news,  Gods !  ' 

[  Readings 
yUSTlCE^  and  your  father'' i  nvrath,  /hould  he  take 
U  me  in  his  Dominion,  could  not  he  fo  cruel  to  me  \  hut 
yout  oh  the  deareft  of  creatures^  njoould  e'ven  reneiv  me 
vjiih your  eyes.  T^ake  notice,  that  1  am  in  Cambria,  at 
Milford- Haven  :  ^wh at  your  o^jon  love  ivill,  out  of  thli^ 
aJnjife  you,  folloiv.  So.  he  'ixijhet  you  all  h^ppinefs-t 
that  remain^  loyal  to  his  vo^vj,  and  your  increa/ing  in 
lo've »  I^eonatus  Poilhumu§. 

•*  Oh,  for  a  horfe  with  wiugs !  hear' ft  thou,  Fifanio  f 

*•   He  is  at  Milford  Haven  :   read  and  tell  me 

•*  How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  aiFairs^ 

**  May  plod  it  in  a  week,   why  may  not  I 

**  Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,   true  Pifanio, 

*•  Who  long'ft  like  me  to  fee  thy  lord  ;  who  long'ft, , 

"   (Oh,  let  me  'bate)  but  not  like  me  ;  yet  long'ft — 

"  But  in  a  fainter  kind oh,   not  like  mc  ; 

*'  For  mine's  beyond,  beyond — Say,  and  fpeak  thicks. 
Love's  counfellor  (hould  fill  the  bores  of  Hearing 
To  th'  fraoth'ring  of  the  Senfe—  '*  How  far  it  is 
*'  To  this  fame  bleffed  Milford :  and,  by  th'  way^ 
"  Tell  me  how  f^'ales  was  made  (o  happy,  as 
••  T*  inherit  fuch  a  haven.     But,  firft  of  alt, 

3  Oh,  learned,  indeed,  luere  that  ajirokger,  &c.]  This  was  a 
very  rwtoral  thought;  She  muft  needs  be  fuppofed,  in  her  cir- 
cumfiances,  to  Le  extremely  felicitous  about  \hQ  future  j  and  de- 
llrcits  of  «oxBing  to  it  by  the  ailiftance  of  that  fugcrftition. 
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**  How  may  we  Ileal  from -hence  ?  and  for  the  gap 
*'   That  we  fhall  make  in  time,    from  our  hence  going^ 
**  Till  our  return,  t'excufe— but  firfl,  how  get  hence  ? 
**  Why  fhould  excule  be  born,   or  ere  begot  ? 
**  We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee,  fpeak, 
*•   How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
**  'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Ftf.  One  fcore  'twixt  fun  and  fun. 
Madam,    's  enough  for  you  :  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  '*  Why,  one  that  rede  to's  Execution,  man, 
•'  Could  never  go  fo  flow  :  I've  heard  cf  riding  wagers. 
Where  horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 
4  That  run  i'th'  clock's  behalf.      But  this  is  fooPry. 
Go,   bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs  \  fay. 
She'll  home  t'  her  father,  and  provide  me,  prefent, 
A  riding  fuit  ;    no  coftlier  than  would  fit 
A  Franklin  s  houfewife. 

Pi/.   Madam,  you'd  beft  confider. 

Imo.  5  I  fee  before  rne,  man  :    nor  here,  nor  here,. 
Nor  what  enfues,  that  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  ^cannot  look  thro'.     Avvay,  I  pr'ythee. 
Bo  as  I  bid  thee ;  there's  no  more  to  fay  ; 
Acceffible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  \_ExeunK 

4  that  run  i'th'  clock'is  behalf, — ]    This  fantaftical  exprefiion 
means  r\o  more  than  fand  in  an  hcur-glzfs,  ufed  to  meafuretime. 

c   J  fee  before  me,    man  *    nor  here,  nor  here^ 
Nor  ivhat  enjucs,   but  have  a  fog  in  them^ 

That  I  cannot  look  thro' ]      ^hake/pear  (zys   fhe  can  fee 

before  her,  yet  on  which  fide  foever  fhe  looks,  tJiere  is  a  fog 
which  fhe  cannot  fee  thro'.  This  nonfenfc  is  occafioned  by  the 
corrupt  reading  of,  but  bafe  a  fog,  for,  that  have  a  fg  •, 
and  then  all  is  plain.  I  fee  before  me,  (fays  Ihe)  for  there  is  no 
fog  on  any  fide  of  me  which'  I  cannot  fee  thro'.  '  Mr,  Theobald 
objecls  to  a  fog  in  ikem,  and  afks  for  the  fuhjianti-ve  to  ivhicb 
the  relati've  plural  [them]  r dales.  The  {nh^zv.lwe  h  places, 
implied,  in  the  words  here,  here,  and  ivkat  enfues  :  for  not  to 
know  that  Sha.iefpear  perpetually  takes  thefe  liberties  of  gram-- 
mar,  is  knowing  nothing  of  his  author.  So  that  there  is  no  need 
for  his  ftrange  ftuiTof  ^  Fag  in  Kir,. 
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SCENE    III. 

Changes  to  a  Forejl  nvith  a  Ca'ue,   in  Wales. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

^ei.  ^  *     A   Goodly  day  !  not  to  keep  houfe,  with  fuch 
X\^  *  Whofe  roof's  as  low  ^s  ours :  fee,  boys  ! 
this  gate 

*  Inftrufts  you  how  t'adore  tRe  heav'ns ;  and  Jbows  you 

*  To  morning's  holy  ofSce.      Gates  of  monarchs 

*  Are  arch'd  To  high,  that  Giants  may  jet  through 

*  And  keep  their  impious  Turbands  on,  without 

*  Good  morrow  to  the  fun.  Hail,  thou  fair  heav'n  ! 

*  We  houfe  i'th'  rock,  yet  ufe  thee  notfo  hardly 

*  As  prouder  livers  do. 
Guid.  Hail,  heav'n! 
jirnj.  Hail,    heav'n  ! 

Bel.  '  Now  for  our  mountain  fport,  up  to  yond  hill, 

*  Your  legs  are  young  :  I'll  tread  thefe  fiats.  Confider, 

*  When  you,  above,  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 

*  That  it  is  place  v/hich  leiTens  and  fets  off  ; 

*  And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  told  you,. 

*  Of  Courts,  of  Princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war  ; 

*  That  ferviceis  not  fervice,  fo  being  done, 

*  But  being  foallow'd.      7  To  apprehend  thus,. 

*  Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee  : 

*  And  often,  to  our  comfort,    fhall  we  find 

*  The  ftiarded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold, 

«  Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.     Oh,  this  life 

*  Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check  i 

6  A  goodly  day  !  not  to  keep  houfe y  ivjth  fuch 

Whofe  roof's  as  loiu  as  ours  i  J   The  pafiage  above  was  a 

liberty  cf  grammar  j  but  this  is  a  liberty  with  grammar.  The 
meaning  is,  it  is  not  for  fuch  as  us  who  live  in  a  cottage,  to  keep 
within  doors  on  fo  fine  a  day, 

y    .- _  To  apprehend  thus y 

Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee  :  J  The  obferving 
Nature  in  this  view,  gave  birth  to  a  very  fine  book  of  one  of  the 
iviffr  men  of  this  age  j  which  was  unjuftly  ridiculed  by  one  of 
the  iL'ittieJ}, 

« Richer,. 
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*■  Richer,  ^  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bauble;: 

*  Prouder,   than  ruftling  in  unpaid -for  filk  : 

*  Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,   that  makes  them  fine, 

*  Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd  ;   no  life  to  ours. 

Guid.  *  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak  ;   we,   poor, 
unfledg'd, 

*  Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'th'  neft;  nor  know, 

*  What  air's  from  home.     Haply,  this  life  is  beft, 

*  If  quiet  life  is  beft  ;   fweeter  to  you, 

*  That  have  a  fharper  known  :   well  correfpooding 

*  With  your  ftifFage  ;  but  unto  us,  it  is 
'  A  cell  of  ign'rance  ;  travelling  a-bed  ; 
•-  A  prifon,  for  a  debtor  that  not  daies 

*  To  ftride  a  limit. 

Arnx.  '  What  (hould  we  fpcak  of^ 

*  When  we  are  old  as  you  ?    when  we  (hall  hear 

*  The  raiu  and  wind  beat  dark  December  ?  how, 

*  In  this  our  pinching  Cave,  (hall  wedifcourfe 

*•  The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  feen  nothing; . 

*  We're  beaftly  ;  fubtle  as  the  {qx  for  prey, 

*  Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,   for  what  we  eat : 

*  Our  valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies;  our  cage 

*  W«  make  a  choir,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  bird, , 

*  And  fmg  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak  ' 
'  Did  you  but  know  the  city^s  ufuries, 

*  And  felt  them  knowingly  ;    the  art  o*th*Coart, 

*  As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep  ;   whofe  top  to  climb, 

*  la  certain  falling  ;  or  fo  (lipp'ry,  that 

*  The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling;  the  toil  of  war  ; 

*  A  pain,  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  danger 

*  Tth*  name  of  fame  and  honour;    which  dies  i'th-' 

fearch, 

*  And  hath  as  oft  a  (land'rous  epitaph, 

*  As  record  of  fair  ad  ;  nay,    many  time,. 

*  Doth  ill  deierve,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfc,^ 

*  iVIuft  curt'fie  at  the  cenfure  : — "  Oh,  boys,  this  (lory- 

8.———  than  doing  nothijigfor  a  bauble  j  ]  /.  e.  vain  titles 
of  honour  gained  by  an  idle  attendance  atCofurt,  B\itXhQ 'Oxford 
Editor^  reads,  for  a  bribf^ 

"  The 
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••  The  world  may  read  in  me:  my  body's  mark'd 

"  With  Roman  1  words  ;  and  my  Report  was  once 

«*  Firft  vyith  the  baft  of  note.      Cymheline  lov'd  me  ; 

*•  And  when  a  foldier  was  the  theam,  my  name 

*'  Was  not  far  off :  then  was  I  as  a  tree, 

"  Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit.  But,  in  one  night,. 

•*  A  ftorm,   or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 

**  Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves  j: 

•*  And  iefc  me  bare  to  weather. 

Guid.  Uncertain  favour ! 

BeL  My    fault  being  nothing,  as   I  have  told  you 
oft, 
But  that  two  villains  (whofe  falfe  oaths  prevailed 
Before  my  perfeil  honour)   fwore  to  Cymheline, 
J  was  confed'rate  with  the  Romans :  fo, 
Follow'd  my  banilhmerit  ;  and,    this  twenty  years. 
This  rock  and  tbefe  demefnes  have  been  my  world  ; 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honell  freedom  ;  pay*d 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,   than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  th*mountains ! 
This  is  not  hunters'  language  ;    he,    that  ftrikes 
The  venifon  firft,  fhail  be  the  lord  o'th'  feaft  j 
To  him  the  other  two  ihall  minifter, 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  State  : 
I'll  meet  you  in  the  valleys.    \^Exeunt  Guid.  and  Arv in. 

How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature  ! 
Theie  boys  know  little,  they  are  Sons  to  th'  King  ; 
Nor  Cytnbeiine  dreams,  that  they  are  alive. 
Tliey   tiiink,   they're   mine,    9    tho'  trained-  up   thus 

meanly. 
I'th'  Cave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 

The 


tbo'  trained  up  thus  meanly. 


rth''Cave^  THEkE,  ON  THE  BROW,— J  THc  o!d  editions 
read,  Vth'' Cai'c  whereon  the  bow  j  which,  tho' very  cor- 
rupt, will  ditedt  us  to  the  true  reading,  which  when  rigiltly 
pointed,   is  tiius  j 

-    tho'  trained  up  thus  meanlj, 

rrh""  Ca've,  ■wHZVLi.i'N    they    bow  ' 

/.  e.    thus  meanly  brought    up.      Yet  in  this  very  Cave,  which  is 
fo    low  that   they  mult   bow  or    bend  in  entering    it,    yet   ara, 

their 
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The  roof  of  Palaces ;   and  nature  prompts  them 
In  iimpJe  ar.d  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much      ' 
'Beyond  the  trick  of  others.      This  Paladour, 
rrhehejrofr.jw^,/;W,fri  ^Mtaine,  whom   * 

I  he  King  his  father  cah'u  Gutderius,)  Jo-ve  / 

,,   vVhen  on  my  three  fjot-Aool  J  fit,    and  tell 
^^   The  warlike  feats  I've  done,   his  fpirits  fly  out 

*.  ;?,?        -'''     ^''^  ""'^  ^^''^  °"'^  neck-even  then 
^^   The  pr.nccly  blood  flows  in  his  ci.eek,  he  fweats, 

«  ^T''"  T  ^""""S  ''^'''^''  ^"^  P^^s  himfelf  in  pollure 
That   ads  my  words The  younger  brother 

(Once,  Jr'viragusy)  in  as  like  a  figure 
Striken  life  into  my  fpeech,   and  fhcus  much  more 
Kis  own  conceiving.     Hark,  the  game  is  rouz'd- 
Uh  Lymheline!   heav'n  and  my  confcience  know. 
Thou  didtl  unjuftly  banifh  me  :    whereon. 
At  three  and  two  years  old,    I  flole  thefe  babes ; 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fucceifion,  as 
.Thou  reft'ft  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 
Thou  wall  their  nurfe';  they  take  thee  for'their-mother, 
-And    every  day  do  honour  to   thy  Grave  ; 
■  My  fclf  Belariuu    that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
They  take  for  natural  father.  The  game's  up.     [E.xit. 

S  C  E  N  £     IV. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Imogen. 

Imo.  Thou  told'll  me,  when  we  came  from  horfe, 
the   place 
.Was  near  at  hand.     Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  {o 
To  fee  me  flrfl,  as  I  have  now Pi/anib, 

had  fpoken  belore  of  the  lovvuefs  of  this  cave. 

■^g^^odly  day  I    not  to  keep  bcufe,  -with  fuel 
f^^hoje  roors  as  low  as  o.rs  :  fee,  ioys  !  this  gate 
ir^jrrriasyou  hoic  t' adore  the  hca-v'^n  :  ardbo-UJS  vou 
io  mo,-;nnT's  boh  office 
1  Beyond  the  tvick  of  others J    Trick,   for  cuftcm,  habit. 

Where 
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Where  is  Pofihumus  F  What  is  in  thy  mind, 

That  maices   thee   flare  thus  ?  wherefore  breaks   that 

figh 
From  th' inward  of  thee  ?  one,   but  painted  thus. 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  felf  explication.     Put  ihy  .elf 
Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 
VanquilTi  my  ftayder  fenfes — what's  che  matter? 
Why  tender'rt  th'ou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender  ?  ift  be  fummer  news, 
Smile  to' t  before ;  if  winterly,  thouneed'ft 
But  keep  that  count'nance  dill.     My  hufband's  hand  ? 
Thatdrug-d.imn'd  lialj  hath  out-crafcied  him, 
And  he's  at  ibme  hard  point.   Speak  man  j  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  forae  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  e'en  mortal  to  me. 

Pi/.  Pleafe  you,  read  ; 
And  you  (hall  find  me,   wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  moil  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogen  reads, 

n^BT  mifirefs^  Pifanio,  hath  play  d  the  Jirumpet  in  my 
bed :  the  teftimonies  nvhereof  lye  bleeding  in  me.  I 
/peak  not  out  of  nueakfurmifeSy  but  from  proof  as  ftrong  as 
m^j grief y  and  ai  certain  ai  I  expedmy  re-venge.  ^hat  part 
thou,  Pifanio,  muf  a^  for  me.  If  thy  faith  be  not  taiiited 
njoith  the  breach  of  hers,  let  thine  onvn  hands  take  a%\.*ay 
her  life  :  I jhallgive  thee  opportunity  at  IVIilford- Haven. 
She  hath  my  letter  for  the  purpofe  ;  njchere^  if  thou  fear 
to  firike,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  thou  art 
the  Pander  to  her  difhonour^  and  equally  to  me  difoyal. 

Pif.  *  What  (hall  I  need  to  draw  my  fword  ?  the 
paper 

*  Hath  cut  her  throat  alrcaJy. No,  'tis  flander ; 

*  Whofe  edge  is  (harper  than  the  fword,  whofe  tongue 

*  Out-venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile',  whofe  breath 

*  Rides  on  the  polling  winds,  and  doth  belye 

*  All  corners  of  the  v>^o;ld.     Kings,  Queens,  and  ilates, 
^  «  Maids, 


^^o  Cymbeline. 

1  {^^'A matrons,  nay,   the  fecrets  of  theGravc 

^    Imo      f  aire  to  his  bed  !  what  is  it  to  be  falfe  ? 
^    i  o  lye  m  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 

io  weep  'twixt   dock  and   clock?  if  fleep  charee 
nature,  '^         o 

I  To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 

z,   ■  "^ry  "'J^  ^^^^  awake  ?  that  falfe  to's  bed  ' 
rij.  Alas,  good  lady  / 

^/"""'J/^^^^-   f'^yconfciencewitnefs,  IacJ!,imo, . 

I  hou  didft  accufe  him  of  incontinency, 
Thou  then  look'dA  like  a  villain  :  now,    methinks. 
ihy  favour's  good  enough.     *  Some  Jay  of  Itafy 
(  ■  Whofe   meether  was  her  painting)   hath  betray'd 
him  :  o  J 

a""?  l^"^  ^^^^'  ^  garment  out  of  fafhion  j 

^nd    for  I'm  richer  than  to  hang  by  th'  walls. 

i  muft  be  npt :  to  pieces  with  me  :  oh. 

Men  s  vows  are  women's  traitors.- All  good  Seeming 

%  thy  revolt,  oh  hu/band,  fhall  be  thought 

^utonfor  villany  :  not  born,  where' t  gmws  : 

iJut  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pif  Madam,  hear  me--- 

Imo.     'True   honeft   men   being  heard,  like  fal/e 

!  yS^!''^  '"  ^'  ^'""^  ^\iO^%\il  falfe  :  and  S;W/s  Weeping 
iJid  icandal.many  a  holy  tear;  took  pity 

thi!  pvnr.<r         ^  -^^^^Jay   0/ Italy]     There   is  3   prettinefs  in 

Whore^  1^'''''  fT"  i°    ^'^^'"'''  ^S'^^y'^S  both  a  >^  and  a 
V7k  J'^PPofe  frcm  the  gay  feathers  of  that  bird.         "^ 

TheoZllt  "1!  "^  u  "^ \''"'''  ''''"'■  ^'"■'^''"5- J     This  puzzles  Mr. 

Jkebald  much  :   he  thmks  it  may  fignify   tvkofe  mother  ^as  a  bird 

/./!/    !'"'^'''CtT  '   O'  tl^^t  Jt  ^ould   be  read,  ii^loje  mother  tvai 

edmon  the  .^m  mother  happening  to  be  rsverfed  at  the  prefs,. 
IxIJ^a'  Z''^'''  ^""^  what  was  very  ridfculous,  GildoLm- 
it  In  'il""  (properly  enough  indeed)  in  finding  a  meaning  for 
fi<^n:r  r^  ^"""^  ^"""^  isMEETHiR,  a  north  country  word, 

*fw"^  ''7'  ^°  ^^^'  ^^"  ^^"^"  °^'  ^^^  '""^'^^^  -^^^^  ^"'■ 
"^P  J,'^L  l',  ,  ''^''  ^^  ^^^  only  an  appearance  of  beauty,  for  which' 
we  was  beholden  to  her  paint.. 

•Eromi 
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*  From  moft  true  wretchednefs.   ^  So  thou,   Pojfhumut^ 
'  Wilt  lay  the  leven  ko  all  proper  men  ; 

•  Goodly,  and  gallant,  fhall  be  falfe  and  perjur'd, 

«  From  thy  great  fail.  Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honeft. 
Do  thou  thy  mafter's  Bidding :  when. thou  feed  him* 
A  little  witnefs  my  obedience.     Look  f 
I  draw  the  Jword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  manfion  of  my  love,  my  heart  ? 
Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief; 
Thy  mafter  is  not  there  ;  who  was,  indeed. 
The  riches  of  it.     Do  his  Bidding,  ftrike  ; 
Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  cauic. 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  coward. 

Pif.  Hence,  vile  inftrument  \ 
Thou  Ihalt  not  damn  my  hand, 

Imo.  Why,  I  muft  die  ; 
And,  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  tliou  art 
Nofervant  of  thy  mafter's.     'Gainft  felf-ilaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine, 
5  That   cravens   my  weak  hand :    come,  here^s  my 

heart ^ 

(Something's  afore't)---foft,  foft,  we'll  no  defence  ; 

^u  J-     .        1.    r    i^L     1  .  {Opening  her  breafl^ 

Obedient  as  the  fcabbard  I What  is  \i^t^  ? 

The  Scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus 
All  turn'd  to  Herefie  ?  away,  away, 

iPulling  his  letters  out  of  her  bofom. 


So  thou,  Pofthumus, 


ff^i/t    lay   the   lenjen  to  all  prober  men  :1      Wh^n    V^fll 
thought  his  wife  falfe    he  unjuftfy  ffandalize^^he^hde  fef  "SS: 
wife  here,  under  the  fame  impreffions  of  his   infidelity,  attended 
with  more  provokmgcircumftances,  acquits  his   fcx,  and  kr^  fK. 
fault  where  it  was  due.     The  poet  paints  from  nature.     Thi    i! 
hfc  and  manners       rhe  man  thinks  it  a  dishonour   to  the  fuL 
xionty  of  his  underttanding  to  be  jilted,  and  therefore  flatJers  hV. 
canity  into   a  conceit  that  the  difgrace   was  inevitable   from   the 
general  infidelity  of  the  fex.     The  woman,  on  the  contrary    not 
.magining  her  credit  to  be  at  all  afteded  in  the  matter,  nevef  fe"k 
out  for  fo  extravagant  a  confolation^   but  at  once  eafes    hir  J!/ 
t^£^.  ''^'-^  '''  --^  -  ^-^--  thtdoo^Vt- 
5  trhat  cravens  nty^cak  &and :]   {.  e.  makes  me  a  coward. 


Mr.  Pope. 
COffUptCI* 
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Corrupters  of  my  faith  !  you  (hall  no  more 

Be  floroachcrs  to  my  heart :   thus  may  poor  fools 

Believe  fall'e  teachers :   tho'  thofe,  that  are  betray'd. 

Do  feel  the  treafon  (harply,  yet  the  traitor 

Stands  in  worfe  cafe  of  woe.     And  thou,  Pojlhumus^ 

Thatfet  my  difrbedience  'gainil  the  Kmg, 

And  mad'lt  me  put  into  contempt  the  I'uits 

Cf  princely  fellows,  fhalt  hereafter  find. 

It  is  no  ad  of  common  paflage,  but 

A  ftrain  of  rarenefs :  and  I  grieve  my  felf, 

To  think,  when  thou  (halt  be  dif  edg'd  by  her 

Whom  now  thou  tir'fl  on,  how  thy  memory 

Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.i  Pr'ythee,  difpatch ; 

The  Iamb  entreats  the  butcher.     Where's  thy  knife  r 

Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  mailer's  bidding, 

When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pif.  O  gracious  lady  \ 
Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bufmefs, 
I  have  not  flert  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pif.  ril  break  mine  eye  balls  firft. 

Imo.  Ah,  wherefore  then 
Did'tt  undertake  it  ?  why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?   this  place  ? 
Mine  adlion  ?  and  thine  own  r   our  hones'  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court, 
For  my  being  ablent  ?  whereunlo  I  never 
Purpofe  Return.     Why  haft  thou  gone  fo  far. 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand, 
Th'  eleded  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif.  But  to  win  time 
To  Icfe  fo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe  ;  good  lady,  ^ 

Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary,  fpeak. 
I've  heard,  I  am  a  ftrumpet ;  and  mine  ear 
(Therem  falie  ftruck)  can  take  no  greater  wound. 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  1  hat.     But,  ipeak. 

Pif  Then,  Madam, 
I  thought  yoa  would  not  back  again, 

Imo'.  Moil  like. 

Bringing 
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Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pif.  Not  fo  neither  ; 
But  if  I  were  as  wife  as  honefl:,  then 
My  purpoie  would  prove  well ;  it  cannot  be. 
But  that  my  mailer  is  abus'd  ;  fome  villain, 
Andfingular  in  his  art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  Curtezan 

Pif.   No,  on  my  life. 
I'll  give  him  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it  :  for  'tis  commanded, 
I  (hould  do  io.     You  Ihall  be  mifs'd  at  Court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.   Why,  good  fellow. 
What  (hall  I  do  the  while  ?  where  'bide  ?  how  live  ? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  hufhand  ? 

Pif.  If  you'll  back  to  th'  Court 

lm(^.  No  Court,  no  Father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harlh,  noble,  fimple.  Nothing,  dcten  : 
That  Cloten,  whofe  love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  nege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Britaine  muft  you  'bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 
Hath  Britaine  all  the  Sun  that  fliines  ?  Day,  night. 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britaine  F  I'th'  world's  volume 
Our  Britaine  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it ; 
In  a  great  pool,  a  fwan's  neft.     Pr'ythec,  think. 
There's  living  out  of  Britaine. 

Pif  I'm  moil  glad, 
You  think  of  other  place  :  th'  Ambaflador, 
^  Lucius  ttit  Roman,  comes  to  Milford  Haven 
To  morrow.     '^  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  Mien 

Dark 

6      .     I  ■  ■!■  Noiv,   if  you  could  tvejr  a  MIND 

Dark  as  you,  fortune  is, — ]  What  had  the  darknefs  of  her 
Ptv'.d  to  do  with  the  conceahnent  of  perfon,  which  is  the  only 
thing  here  advifed  ?  On  the  contrary.  Tier  .Wri  was  to  continue 
unchanged,  in  oider  to  fupport  her  change  of  fortune.  Sbakefpear 
wrote, 

Noiv, 
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Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  difguifc 
That,  which,  t'appear  it  felf,  muft  not  yet  be. 
But  by  felf-danger;  you  fhould  tread  a  courfc 
Pretty,  7  and  full  of  view;  yea,  haply,   near 
The  refidenceof  Pojihumus;  fo  nigh,  at  leaft. 
That  though  his  a<^tions  were  not  vifible. 
Report  Ihould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear. 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  Oh  !  for  fuch  means, 
Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well  then,  here's  the  point : 

*  You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 

*  Command  into  obedience  ;  fear  and  nicenefs 

*  (The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 

*  Woman  its  pretty  felf,)  to  waggilh  courage ; 

*  Ready  in  gybes,  quick-anfwer*d,  faucy,  and 

*  As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel  :  ^  Hay,  vou  muft 

*  Forget  that  rareft  treafureof  your  cheek  j 

*  Expofmg  it  (but,  oh,  the  harder  Hap  ! 

*  Alack,  no  remedy)  to  the  greedy  touch 

*  Of  common-killing  ^itan  j  and  forget 

*  Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 

*  You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoll    . 
A  man  already. 

Now,  if  you  couldnvear  a  mien. 
Or  according  to  the  French  orthography,  from  whence  I  prefume 
arofc  the  corruption  j 

N01V,  if  you  could  Huear  a  mine. 

7  —  and  full  of  -uieiv  ;— ]  /.  e,  likely  to  prove  fuccefsful. 

8  — ^— — —  nay,  you  mv.ft 

■Forget  that  rartfitreafure  of  your  cheek  j 

Expofing  it,  {but  oh  the  harder  Heart, 

.  Alack,  no  remedy) ]     Who  does  this  harder  Heart  relate 

to?  Po/?i)Kw«j  is  not  here  talk'd  ofj  befides  he  knew  nothing  of 
her  being  thus  expos'd  to  the  inclemencies  of  weather  :  he  had 
enjoin'd  a  courfe,  which  would  have  fecur'd  her  from  thefe  inci- 
dental hard/hips.     I  think,  connnon  fenfe  obhges  us  to  read. 

But,  oh,  the  harder  Hap  ! 
7.  e.  the  more  cruel  your  fortune,  that  you  muft  be  oblig'd  t* 
fvch  ihifcs. 
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?if.  Fiid,  make  yourfelf  but  like  one. 
Fore-tbinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
fTis  in  my  cloak  bag)  doublet,   hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.     '  vYouId  you  in  their  rerving, 
And  with  what  Imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  feafon,    'fore  noble  Lucitn 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  fervice,  tell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy;  (which  will  make  him  (a)  fo. 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufick  \)  doubtlefs. 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you  ;   for  he's  -Ivmourable, 
And,  doubling  That,  moil  holy.  9  Your  means  abroad. 
You  have  me,  rich  ;  and  I  v;ili  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupply. 

Into.  Thou'rt  all  the  comfort 
The  Gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pt'ythee,  away. 
Tliere's  more  to  be  confider'd  ;  but  v/e'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.  *  *  This  attempt 
I'm  foldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  Prince's  courage.  *  Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pif,  Well,  Madam,  we  mull  take  a  fhort  farewel  3 
Left,   being  mifs'd,   I  be  fufpecled  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  Court.     My  noble  Miftrefs, 
Here  is  a  box  ;  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 
What's  in't  is  precious :  if  you're fick  at  fea. 
Or  ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 

Will  drive  away  diflemper To  fome  Ihade, 

And  fit  you  to  your  manhood ;    may  the  Gods 
Dired  you  to  the  beft  ! 

Into,  Amen:  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt  feverallyl 

9  ■  '■Tour  means  abroady 

Tou  have  me^  rich  j    —  -—  ]  /.  e,  you  may  depend  upon  my 
fupplying  you  to  the  utmoft  of  my  power. 

I      -^ y^/j  attempt 

Vm  foldier  to,   — — .  J  z.  e.  I  have  inlifted  and  bound  my  felf 
to  It.  * 

[  (a)  fo,     Mr.  Theobald  — — ~Vulg.  knoiv.l 

Vol.  VII  N  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Change i  to  the  Palace  of  Cymbeline. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  ^eerty  Cloten,   Lucius,  and  Lords* 

Cym.  ^'j  ^  H  U  S  far,  and  fo  farewel. 
j_        Luc,  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 
My  Emperor  hath  wrote  ;  I  muft  from  hence  j 
And  am  right  forry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 
^y  mafter*s  enemy, 

Cym.  Our  Subjedls,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his  yoak  j  and  for  our  felf 
To  Ihew  lefs  Sovereignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un-kinglike. 

Luc.  So,  Sir  :  I  defire  of  you 
A  conduft  over  land,  to  Milford-Hu'ven. 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you ! 

Cym.  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office; 
The  due  of  Honour  in  no  point  omit : 
So,  farewel,  noble  Lucius. 
Luc.  Your  hand,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Receive  it  friendly;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Th'  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner.     Fare  you  well. 

Cytn.  Leave  not  the  worthy  L«aa/,  good  my  Lords, 
'"Tiil  he  have  croft  the  Se^vem.     Happinefs ! 

lExit  Lucius,  i^c. 
ivueen.  He  goes  hence  frowning;  but  it  honours  us, 
That  we  have  giv'n  him  caufe. 

Clot.   'Tis  allthe  better  ; 
Your  valia-nt  Britons  have  their  wilhes  in  it. 

Cyffi.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore  ripely. 
Our  chariots  and  our  harfemcn  be  in  readinefs ; 
The  Power?,  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia^ 
Wilifoonbe  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britaine. 

Slueen.  'Tis  not  lleepy  buunefs ; 
put  muft  be  iook'd  to  fpeedily,  aad  ftrongly. 

Cym. 
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Cym.  Our  expe<Sation,  that  it  ftiould  be  thus, 
Hath  made  us  forward      But,   my  gentle  Queen, 
Where  is  our  Daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tendered 
The  duty  of  the  day.     She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty  ; 
We've  noted  it.     Call  her  before  us,  for 
We've  been  too  light  in  fufFerance.      \Exit  a  Si^r^vani, 

^een.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  the  exile  of  Pofihumui^  moll  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been  \  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
'Tis  time  mud  do.     'Befeech  your  IVlajefty, 
Forbear  {harp  fpeeches  to  her.     She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  llrokes. 
And  ftrokes  death  to  her. 

Re  enter  the   Ser'vanf, 
Cym.  Where  is  (he.  Sir  ?  how 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Ser'v.   l^leafe  you.  Sir, 
Her  chambers  arc  all  lock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  th'  loudeft  noife  we  make. 

^een.  My  lord,-  v^hen  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her. 
She  pray'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe  ; 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity. 
She  Ihould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
Which  daily  fhe  was  bound  to  proffer  5  this 
She  wilh'd  me  to  make  known  j  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  mem'ry. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 

Not  feen  of  late  ?  grant  heav'ns.  That,  which  I  fear. 

Prove  falfe!  \_Exit, 

^een.  Son,    I  fay,   follow  the  King. 

Clot.  That  man  of  hers,  Pifanio,  her  old  fervant, 

I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days.  [Exit. 

^een.  Go,  look  after  — — — 
Pifanioy  thou  that  ftand'ft  fo  for  PofJrumui!^--^ 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine;  I  pray,  his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowing  That ;  for  he  believes. 
It  is  a  thing  moft  precious.     But  for  her. 
Where  is  fhe  gone  ?  haply,  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her  5 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervor  of  her  love,  (he's  flown 

N2  T« 
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To  her  dcfirM  Pcftbumus ;  gone  flie  is 
To  death,  or  to  diflionour  ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.     She  being  down, 
I  have  the  phicing  of  the  Britijh  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 
How  now,  my  fon  ? 

■  Clot.  "Tis  certain,    (he  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

^teen.  All  the  better  j  may 
This  night  fore-ftall  liim  of  the  coming  day  f 

[^Exit  ^een» 
Clot.  I  love,  and  hate  her  ;  >  for  {he's  fair 

and  royal, 
2-  And  that  fhe  hath  all  courtly  parts 'mere  exquifite 
Than  lady  Ladies ;  winning  from  each  one 
The  bed  (he  hath,  and  (he  of  all  compounded 
Out-fells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore  ;  —  but, 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Vojihumusy   fianders  fo  lier  judgment. 
That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd  j  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed. 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For  when  fools 
Shall 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Who  is  here  ?  what  !  are  you  packing,  firrah  ? 
Come  hither ;  ah  !  you  precious  pander,  villain. 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  in  a  v/ord,  or  elle 

a  And  that  pje  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 

Than  lady  Ladies  woman  j  from  each  cue 

The  heft  foe  hath, — -]  The  fecond  line  is  intolerable  non- 

fenfe.     It  fhould  be  read  and  pointed  thus, 

.   Than  lady  Ladies ;    winn  INO  from  each  one 

The  fenfe  of  the  whole  is  this,  J  love  her  becaufe  ihe  has,  in  a 
more  exquifite  degree,  all  tliofe  courtly  parts  that  enoble  •  [/tf<i/yj 
women  of  quality  \ladies,']  ivinning  from  each  of  them  the  bcft 
of  their  good  qualities,  ©"c.  Lady  h  a  plural  verb,  and  LaJies  a, 
noun  governed  of  it  j  a  quaint  exprefficn  in  ifbakejpear's  way,  and 
fuiiing  the  follv  of  the  charadler. 

Thou'ft 


Cymbeline.  269 

ThoaVt  ftraightway  with  the  fiends. 

\_Dra^ving  his  S-wofd- 

Pif.  Oh,  my  good  lord  ! 

Clot.   Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or.  by  Jupiter, 
I  \till  not  afk  again.     Clofe  viliain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  {he  with  Pojihumus? 
From  vvhofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenels  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Ptf.  Alas,  my  lord. 
How  can  fhe  be  with  him  ?  when  was  (he  mifs'd  ? 
He  i«  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  (he.  Sir  ?  come  nearer ; 
No  farther  halting  ;  fatisfie  me  home. 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pif.  Oh,  my  all- worthy  lord  \ 

Clot,  All -worthy  villain  \ 
Difcover  where  thy  miftrefs  is,  at  once. 
At  the  next  v/ord  ;  no  more  of  ^worthy  lord. 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pif.  Then,  Sir, 
This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  fee't ;  I  will  purfue  her 
Ev'n  to  Augujius'  throne. 

Pif.  Or  this,  or  periih.  ^ 

She's  far  enough  ;  and  what  he  learns  by  this,    >  Afidt, 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  J 

Clot.  Humh. 

Pi/.  I'll  write  to  my  lord,  (he's  dead.     Oh,  1 

Imogen^  >  Afde- 

Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again !      j 

Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 

Pif  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot,  It  'is  Pofhumus's  hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if 
thou  wQuId'ft  not  be  a  villainj  but  do  me  true  fervice  ; 
undergo  thofe  employments,  wherem  I  (houM  have 
caufe  to  ufe  thee,  with  a  ferious  induftry  ;  that  is, 
what  villany  foe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it  direcl— 
Vf  and  truly,  I  would  think  thee  an  honell  man ;  thou 
N  3  Ihould'ft 
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iliouldft  neither  want  my  means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my 
voice  for  thy  preferment. 
Pif.   Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  for  fince  patiently  and 
conftantly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of*  that 
beggar  Pofibumui,  thou  can'lt  not  in  the  courfe  of  gra- 
titude but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou 
ferve  me  ? 

Pif.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here^s  my  purfe.  Haft  any 
©f  i\<y  late  mafter*s  garments  in  thy  pofiefTion  ? 

Pif.  1  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  fame 
Yuit  he  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and 
miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  firft  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit 
hither  ,•    let  it  be  thy  firft  fervice,  go. 

Pif  I  ihall,  my  lord.  \_ExiK 

Clot.  Meet  thee  at  Mi  If  or  d  Ha'ven  P  —  (I  forgot  to- 
afk  him  one  thing,  I'll  remember't  anon  ;)  even  there^ 
thou  villain  Poflhumusy  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would,  thefe 
garments  were  come.  She  faid  upon  a  time,  (the  bit- 
ternef'.  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart,)  that  (he  held 
the  very  garment  of  Pophumus  in  more  refped  than  my 
noble  and  natural  perfon,  together  with  the  adornment 
of  my  qualities.     With  that  fuit  upon  my  back  will  I 

ravifh  her  ;  firft  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes (there 

Ihall  ftie  fee  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment 
to  her  contempt.)  He  on  the  ground,  my  fpeech  of 
infultment  ended  on  his  dead  body  ;  — — — —  and 
when  my  luft  hath  dined,  (which,  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her, 
I  will  execute  in  the  cloaths  that  (lie  fo  prais'd)  to  the 
court  I'll  kick  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She 
hath  defpis'd  me  rejoycingly,  and  I'll  be  merry  in  lay  . 
revenge.  : 

Enter  Pifanio,  nviih  a  fuit  of  cloaths. 
Be  thofe  the  garments  ?  - 

Pif  Ay,   my  noble  lord. 

Clot.    How   long  is't  fmce   fhe  went  to   Mil/ord^ 
Haven  P 

Pif.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot. 
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Clot.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber,  that  is 
the  fecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The 
third  is,  that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  Mute  to  my 
defign.  Be  but  duteous,  and  true  preferment  Ihall  ten- 
der itfeif  to  thee.  My  revenge  is  now  at  Mi/ford,\yo\A^ 
I  had  wings  to  follow  it !   come  and  be  true.       \^Exit. 

Pif.    *  Thou  bidd'il  me  to  my  lofs :  for  true  to  thee. 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be. 
To  him  that  is  mod  true.     To  Milford  go. 
And  find  not  her,  whom  thou  purfu*iK     Flow,  flow. 
You  heav'nly  BlcfTings  on  her  !  this  fool's  fpeed 
Be  croft  with  ilownefs ;   labour  be  his  meed  !       \Exit* 

SCENE     VII. 

Changes  to  the  Forefi  and  Cave, 

Enter  Imogen,  in  boy's  cloaths, 

Imo.  T  See,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 

X  I've    tir'd  myfelf  j   and   for   two  nights   to- 
gether 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     "  I  fiiould  be  lick, 
*'  But  that  my  refolution  helps  me.     Milford^ 
**  When  from  the  mountain  top  Pifauio  (hew'd  thee, 
**  Thou  waft  within  a  ken.  — O  Jo-ve,   I  thinic, 
**  Foundations  fly  the  wretched ;    fuch,  I  mean, 
**  Where    they  fliould    be   relieved.      Two  beggars 

♦*  told  me, 
**  I  could  not  mifs  my  way.     Will  poor  folks  lie, 
"  That  have  afilidions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
**  Apunifhment,  ortryal?  yes;    no  wonder, 
"  When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true.     To  lapfe  in  full- 

*'  nefs 
"  Is  forcr,   than  to  lie  for  need  ;    and  falftiood 
**  Is  worfe  in  Kings,  than  Beggars.     My  dear  lord  ! 
"  Thou'rt  one  o'  th'  falfe  ones;    now  I  think  on 
"  thee, 

2  Thou  bidd'Jl  me  to  my  lofs  :  — — ]  A  phrafe  taken  from  traf- 
fic, by  which  the  feller  would  fignify,  that  the  buyer  offers  lefs 
than  the  thing  upon  fale  coil. 

N  4  f*  My 
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•*  My  hunger's  gone  ;  but  ev'n  before,  I  was 
At  point  to fmk  for  food.     But  what  is  this  ? 

[Seeing  the  Ca^ve, 

Here  is  a  path  to't- 'tis  fome  favage  hold  ; 

'Twerebeft,   not  call ;  I  dare  not  call ;    yet  famine. 

Ere  it  clean  o'er-throw  -nature,  makes  it  valiant. 

**  Plenty,     and    peace,     breeds    cowards;     hardnefa 

*'  ever 
Of  hardinefs  is  mother.     Ho  !   who's  here  ? 
3  l£  any  thing  thafs  civil,    freak  j    if  favage, 
*ra];e  'or't  end  — ho  !  no  anfwer  ?   then  I'll  enter. 
Bed  draw  my  fword  ;   and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  -ike  me,   he'll  fcarcely  look  on*t. 
-Giant  fuch  a  foe,   good  heav'ns ! 

[She  goes  into  the  Cave* 

Enter  Belarius,   Guiderius,   and  Arviragus. 

SeL    You,   Faludour,  have  prov'd  beft  woodman, 
and 
Are  m  after  of  the  feaft ;    Cadaval  and  I 
Wiilplny  the  cook,  and  fervant ;   'tis  our  match: 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,   and  die, 
Eutfor  the  end  it  works  to.     Come,   our  ftomachs 
Will  make  v./hat's  homely  favoury  ;    wearinefs 
Can  fnoreupon  the  flint,  when  refty  floth 
Finds  the  dovvn  pillow  hard.     Now  peace  be  here. 
Poor  houfe,    that  keep'ft  th/felf ! 

Guid.  I'm  thoroughly  weary. 

j^fv.   I'm  weak  with  toil,   yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 

3  If  any  thing  tbat^s  civil,-——]  ci'vil,  for  human  creature* 
If  any  thing  thafs  ciiJily  fpeak  5  if  fa-vage. 

Take  OR  LEND.- •-  J  She  is  in  doubt,  v/hether  this  cave  be 

the  habitation  of  a  rnan  or  beaft.     If  it  be  the  former,  fhe  bids 
h\m  fpeak  j  if  the  latter,  that  is,   the  den  of  a  favage  beaft^  what 

then  ?  Take  or  lend  — We  fliould  read. 

Take  'or't  end.  -- — — 
9.  e.  take  my  life  ere  famine  end  it.     Or  was  commonly  ufcd  for 
tre  :  this  agrees  to  all  that  went  before.     But   the  Oxford  Editor 
cuts  the  knot  j 

Take,   or  yield  food 
fays  he.     As  if  it  was   pofTible   fo   plain  a  fentence  ihould   ever 
have  been  felundered  into  Take  or  lend, 

Cuidn 
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Gitid.    There  is  cold  meat  i'  th'  cave,  we'll  brouz^ 
on  that, 
Whilfr  what,   we've  kill'd,   be  cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay,    come  not  in [Looking  in, 

**  But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  fhould  think, 
"  It  were  a  Fairy. 

Guid.   What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  Paragon.     Behold  divinenefs 

No  elder  than  a  boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  **  Good  mailers,  harm  me  not; 
"  Before  I  enter'd  here,    I  call'd  ;    and  thought 
"  T'  have  begg'd,   or  bought,   what  I  have   took : 

"  good  troth, 
**  I  have  lloln   nought,   nor  would  not,   though  I'd 

*'   found 
**  Gold  ftrew'd  i'  th'  floor.     Here's  money   for  my 

meat ; 
**  I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  fo  Toon 
**  As  1  had  made  my  meal ;   and  parted^thence 
*'  With  prayers  for  the. provider. 

Guid.   Money,    youth  ? 

Ar-v.    '*  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt  f 
"  As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,   but  of  thofe 
**  Who  worihip  dirty  Gods. 

Imo.    '*  I  fee^   you're  angry  : 
**  Know,   if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,.  I  Ihould 
**  Havedy'd,    had   I  not  made  it, 

Bel.    Whither  bound? 

Imo.   To  Mi  If ord- Haven. 

Bel.  What's  your  name  ? 

Imo.    Fidsle,    Sir  ;   I  have  a  kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy  :  he  embark'd  at  11: 1  ford  ; 
To  whom  being  going,   almoil  fpent  with  hunger, 
I'm  fain  in  this  ottence. 

Bel.  Pr'ythee,  fair  youtb^ 
Think  us  r.o  churls,   nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well  enconnter'd  ! 
flis  almoft  night,  you  fliall  have  better  cheer 

N  5-  ^^f^ 
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Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  fiay  and  eat  it. 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Giiid.    Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  fliould  wooe  hard,    but  be  your  groom  in  honefty  ^ 
I  bid  for  you,   as  I  do  buy. 

^rv.   I'll  make't  my  comfort. 
He  is  a  man :  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother : 
And  fuch  a  welcomie  as  I'd  give  to  him. 
After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours.     Moft  welcome  ! 
Be  iprightly,    for  you  fall  'mongft  friends. 

Ima.   'Mongft  friends. 
If  brothers; — ''Would  it  had  been  fo,   that" 

they 
Had  been  my  father's  fons !   (a]  then  had  my  ^  Afide, 

price 
Been  lefs,   and  fo  more  equal  ballancing 
To  thee,    Pojihumus, 

Bel.   He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefs. 

Guid.    'Would  I  could  free't! 

Arn).    Or  f,  whate'er  it  be. 
What  pam  it  coft,  what  danger,   Gods  ! 

Bel-   Hark,   boys.     -  [Whifpering. 

Imo.    Great  men, 
Tlia:  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themfelves,    and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  ov/n  confcience  feal'd  them  ;   laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  4-defering  multitudes. 

Could  not  out-peer  thefe  twain -Pardon  me,  Gods? 

I'd  change  my  fex  to  be  companion  with  them. 
Since  Leonatus  is  falfe. 

Bel.    Icfliall  befo: 
Boys,    we'll  go  drefs  our  Hunt.     Fair  youth,  come  in ; 
Diicourfe  is  heavy,   falling;  when  we've  fupp'd^ 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  flory. 
So  far  as  thou  v;ilt  fpeak. 

Guid.  I  pray,    draw  near. 

Arij.  The  night  to  th'  owl,  and  morn  to  th'  lark, 
lefs  welcome ! 

^  yr..,dif-ring\  Spelt  right  by  Mr.  Theohahl: 

i  (a) thcji  had  my  price more  equal  ballancitig,      Oxford 

JfJicor— -Vulg.  then  hadmy  prixe-'-'^more  e^aal  ballajiing.'] 
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Imo.  Thanks,  Sir. 

Jrv.  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Changes   to  ROME. 

Enter  tavo  Romanr  Senators,  and  Tribunes. 

I  Sen.  'T^H  I S   is  the  tenor  of  the  Emperor's  Writ ; 
X     That  fmce  the  common  men  are  now  i» 
adion 
'Gainft  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians, 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  war  againft 
The  fair n- off  Britons  ;   that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  bufinefs.     He  creates 
Za^;aiPro-conful;   5  and  to  you,    the  tribunes 
Por  this  immediate  levy,  he  commends 
His  abfolute  commiffion.     Long  live  Ccefar  I 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  GenVal  of  the  Forces  ? 

2  Sen,  Ay. 

Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 

1  Sen.   With  thofe  legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  your  Levy 
Muft  be  fuppliant.     The  words  of  your  commiflion 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  difpatch. 

Tri.  We  will  difcharge  our  duty.  {Exeunt. 


And  to  you,  the  tribunes 


For  this  immediate  Ifuy,  be  cummands 

His  abfolute  commijjion.  — — —  ]  Commands  kis  ccmmijp.on 
is'  fuch  a  phrafe  as  Skakefpear  would  hardly  have  us'd.  I  have 
ventured  to  fubftitute  j 

«— -.,  « ^-———i>f  commends 

His  abfolute  Cjmimjjicn,-^  ■  -  ■  ■ 

i^e.  he  recommends   the  care  of  making  this  levy  to  youj  and 
gives  you  aa  abfolute  coinmilHon  for  fo  doing. 
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A  C  T     IV.        S  C  E  N  E     L 

The  Forejl  In  Wales, 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

1A  M  near  to  th'  place-  where  tiey  fhould  meet,  if 
Pifanio  have  mapped  it  truly.  How  fit  his  gar- 
ments ferveme?  why  fiiould  his  miftrers,  who  was 
made  by  him  that  made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too  ?  the 
rather  (faving  reverence  of  the  word,)  becaufe,  'tia 
laid,  a  woman's  fitnefs  comes  by  f.ts.  Therein  I  mull 
play  the  workman ;  I  dare  fpeak  it  to  myfelf,  (for  it 
IS  not  vain-glory  for  a  man  ar.d  his  glafs  to  confer  in 
his  own  chamber  -,)  I  mean,  the  lines  of  my  body  are 
as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  lefs  young,  more  Ilrong,  not 
beneath  him  in  fortunes^  beyond  him  in  ihe  advantage 
of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  converfant  in: 
general  fervices  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  oppo- 
fitions ;  yet  this  (a)  ill  perfeverant  thing  loves  him  in- 
sny  defpight.  What  mortality  is!  Pcfikumus,  thy 
head,  which  is  now  growing  upon  thy  fnoiilders, 
fliall  within  this  hour  be  oft',  thy  miiVefs  enfcrc'd, 
thygarirentscut  to  pieces  »  before  her  face  ;  and  all 
this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  father,  who  may,, 
iappily,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  lo  rough  ufage;  but 
•say  mother,  having  power  of  hi?  cefiinef^,  (liall  turn 
all  into  my  commendations.  iViy  horfe  is  ty'd  up 
fafe:  cut,  fword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe !  fortune  put 
them  into  my  hand  i  this  is  the  very  defcription  of 
their  meeting  place,  and  the  fellow  dares  not  deceive 
^^»  lExit. 

I  before  t  h  y  facc,l  Pofhimus  was  to  Have  his  head 
ftruck  oft,  and  then  his  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  his  face  5. 
%veihould  read, -—-HER  Z^ce.-  i.  e,  Imogens,  done  todefpite  her'. 
T?ho  had  faid,  ihe  eileem'd  Pofthunjus's  garment  above  the  perfon 
f^.  Cloten. 

{  («)  in  ^erft'vtrant ^  Oxford  Editor-— Vulg.  im^erfeverant,'\ 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Changes  to  the  Front  of  the  Canje. 

Enter   Belarius,  Guiderius,    Arviragus,    and  Imogen^,. 
from  the  Ca-ve. 

Be/.^iTOU  are  not  well  :   remain  here  in  the  cave;. 
X     We'll  come  t'  you  after  hunting. 
'Jr'v.  Brother,  Hay  here  :  [To  Imogen^ 

Are  we  not  brothers  ? • 

Imo.   So  man  and  man  (hould  be  r 
But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whofe  duft  is  both  alike.     I'm  very  fick. 

Ga;V.    Go  you  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  vv  ith  him* 

Jmo.  So  fick  I  am  not,   yet  I  am  not  well  ; 
Bat  not  lb  citizen  a  wanton,   as 

To  feem  to  die,   ere  fick  :    fo  pleafe  you,    leave  me  ^ 
Stick  to  your  journal  courfej  the  breach  ofcuftom 
Is  breach  of  all.     laiill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.     Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable  :   I'm  not  very  fick. 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it.     Pray  you  trult  me  here 
I'll  rob  none  but  my  felf ;  and  let  me  die. 
Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Guid.   I  love  thee :  I  have  fpoke  it ; 
Hov/  much  the  quantity,   the  weight  as  much^ 
As  I  do  lave  my  father. 

Bel.   What  ?  how  ?    how  ? 

j^r'v.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo.  Sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth,   and  I  have  heard  you  fay. 
Love  reafons  without  reafon.     The  bier  at  door^   • 
And  a  demand  who  is't  (hall  die,  Pd  fay, 
My  father,   not  this  youth. 

Be/,   O  noble  ftrain  ! 
O  worthinefs  of  nature,   breed  cfgreatnefs  I 
Cowards  father  cowards,    and  bafe  tilings  iire  the  bafe  r 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran  j   contempt  and  crrace. 
I'm  not  their  father  ;    yet  who  this  Ihould  be^ 
Doth  miracle  itfelf,  lov'd  before  me  ! 
fTis  the  ninth  hour  o'th'morn, 

Jrv,  Brother^  faiewei*  X'Si?, 
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Ima.  I  wifh  ye  fport. 

Aw.  You  health {o  pleafe  you.  Sir. 

Imo.  Thefe   are  kind  creatures.     Gods,  what  lies 
I've  heard  ! 
Gur  courtiers  fay,  alPs  favage,  but  at  court : 

Experience,   oh,   how  thou  difprov'fl  report, — 

Th'  imperious  feas  breed  monfters ;   for  the  difli. 

Poor  tributary  rivers  as  fweet  fifh  ; 

I  am  fick  fcill,    heart-fick—  Pifanio, 

I'll  now  tafte  of  thy  drug.  ^Drinks  out  of  the  viol. 

Guid.  I  could  not  ftir  him  ; 
He  faid,  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate  ; 
Di(honei1ly  afflided,    but  yet  honeft. 

Ar'v.   Thus  did  he  anfwer  me;   yet  faid,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  th'  field,   to  th' field: 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in  and  reft. 
Ar'v.  We'll  not  be  long  away.  . 
Be/.  Pray,   be  not  fick. 
For  you  muft  be  our  houfewife. 

Imo.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [-^a-// Imogen,  to  the  Cave, 

Bel.  And  (hall  be  ever. 
This  youth,   howe'er  diilrefs'd,  appears  to  have  had. 
Good  anceitors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  fings ! 
Guid.  But  his  neat  cookery  f 
Arv.   He  cut  our  roots  in  characters  ; 
And'  faucM  our  broth,   as  Juno  had  been  Tick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv,    Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh,  as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile  i 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  temple,  to  commix . 
With  winds  tliat  failors  rail  at. 

Guid.  1  do  note. 
That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  bdth, 
a  Mir.gle  their  fpurs  together. 

zfi^h'gle  their  S^urs  together,}    Spurs ^  an  old  word  for  the 
fibres  of  a  tree,  Mr,  Pope, 
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Aw,  Grow,  Patience  ! 
And  let  the  flinking  Elder,  Grief,  untwine 
His  perifliing  root,  with  the  encreafing  vine  ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.  Come,  away  :  who's  there? 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clot.   I  cannot  find  thole  runagates :  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me. 1  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thofe  runagates! 
Means  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him  ;  'tis 
Cloten^  the  fon  o'  th'  Queen  1 1  fear  fonie  ambufh  •— «? 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know,  'tis  he  :  we're  held  as  Out-laws  \  hence. 

Guid.  He  is  but  one ;  you  and  my  brother  fearch 
What  companies  ars  near  :    pray  you,  away  : 
Let  me  alone  with  him.. 

[Exeunt  Belarius  ^»i  Arviragus. 

C/ot.  Soft !   what  are  you, 
That  fiy  me  thus  ?  fome  villain-mountaineer.  «— 

I've  heard  of  fuch.     What  ilave  art  thou  ? 

GuU.  A  thing 
More  flavilhdid  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 
A  fiave  without  a  knock. 

Clot.  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  law-breaker,   a  villain  ;   yield  thee,   thief. 

Guid.  To  whom  ?  to  thee  ?  what  art  thou  ?  have 
not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  Vv'ords,  I  grant,  are  bigger  :   for  1  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say,  what  thou  art, 
Whjf  I  fhould  yield  to  thee  ? 

Clot.  Thou  villain  bafe, 
Know'fl  me  not  by  my  cloaths .? 

Guid.  No,   nor  thy  tailor,   rafcaJ, 
Who  is  thy  grandfather  j  he  made  thofe  cloaths. 
Which,,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

C/ot.   Thou  precious  varlet ! 
My  tailor  made  them  net. 

Guid.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  them  thee.  TilQU  art  fgjne  fool  5 
I'm  loth  to  beat  thee.  C/e£ 
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Clot.  Thou  injurious  thief. 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Guid.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Clot,  Cloten,   thou  villain. 

Quid.  Cloten    then,  double  villain,  be  thy  name 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it,  were  it  toad,  adder,  fpider 
Twould  move  me  fooner.  ^       ' 

Clot.  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay    to  thy  meer  confufion,    thou  fhalt  know 
Imfon  to  th' Queen. 

Quid.  I'm  forry  for^t ;  not  fesming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 
Clot.   Art  not  afraid  ? 

Guid.  •  Thofe  that  I  rev'rence,  thofe  I  fear  5  ths 
wile : 
*■  At  fools  I  laugh,   not  fear  them. 

Clot.  Die  the  death  !  - 
When  I  have  flain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
1  L  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  the  gates  of  L/.^'s-town  fet  your  heads  ; 
.leld,  ruftick  mountaineer.  [Fight,  and  Exeunt, 

SCENE     ly. 

Enter  Eelarius  and  Arviragu&. 

Bel  No  company's  abroad. 

^j.  None  in  the  world ;  you  did  millake  him,  furs. 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell :  long  it  is  fince  I  faw  him, 
^ut  tmiehath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  favour 
Which  cnen  he  wore;  the  fnatches  in  his  voice, 
Andburfloffpeaking,  were  as  his :  Tm  abfolute, 
,  Twas  very  Cloten. 

Aw.  In  this  place  we  left  them  ; 
I  wifh  my  brother  make  good  tims  with  him, 
Ifou  fay  he  js  fo  fell. 

Bel.  Beifjg  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean,   to  man,   he  had  not  aporehenHcn  ' 
Of  roar-.g  terrors;    for  ^eieS^  of  judgment  ' 
r^^l  isoitthecureoffear.     But  fee,   thy  brother. 

Bfiter 
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Enter  Guiderius,  nvith  Cloten'j  Head. 

Guid,  This  Cloien  was  a  fool,    an  empty  purfe. 
There  was  no  money  in't  ;  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none  ; 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,   as  I  do  his. 

BeL  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Guid.  I'm  perfect,  what ;  cut  ofione  Cloten's  head. 
Son  to  the  Queen,   after  his  own  report ; 
Who  caird  me  traitor,  mountaineer,  and  fwore 
With  his  own  Tingle  hand  he'd  take  us  in  ; 
Difplace  our  heads,  where,  thanks  to  th*  Gods^  they 

grow. 
And  fet  them  on  Lud^s  town. 

Bel  We're  all  undone  ! 

Guid.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  wc  tolofe. 
But  what  he  fwore  to  take,  our  lives  ?   the  law 
Protects  not  us ;  then  why  (houkl  we  be  tender, 
'To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  fiefn  threat  us  ? 
Play  judge,   and  executioner,  all  himfelf  ? 
For  we  do  fear  the  liw.     What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad  I 

Bel,  No  fingle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eyes  on  ;   but,  in  all  flife  reafon, 
He  mull  have  feme  attendants.      ?   Though  his  honour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation,   ay,   and  that 
From  one  bad  -thing  to  worfe;   yet  not  his  frenzy. 
Not  abfolute  madnefs,  could  fo  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone  ;  although,  perhaps. 
It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  Out-laws,  and  in  time 
May  make  fomeftronger  head  :  the  which  he  hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  fwear. 
He'd  fetch  us  in  ;  yet  is't  not  probable 

3 '•  Though  bis  honour 

JVas  nothing  but  mututictt, ]  Mr.  Theobald ^  as  ufual,  not 

underftandkig  this,  turns  honour  to  humour.  But  the  text  is  righr^ 
and  means  that  the  only  notion  he  had  of  honour,  was  the  fafiiion, 
•which  wa?  peipetually  changing.  A  fine  ftrokc  of  fatire,  well 
exprefTed  :,  yet  the  Oxford  Edi:or  follows  Mr.  Theobald, 

To 
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To  come  alone,  nor  he  (o  undertaking, 

Nor  they  fo  fuffering ;  then  on  good  ground  we  fear. 

If  we  do  fear,  this  body  hath  a  tail 

More  pei-ilous  than  the  head. 

^r'v.  Let  ordinance 
Come,  as  the  Gods  forefay  it ;  howfoe'cr. 
My  brother  hath  done  vvelh 

Be/,  I  had  no  mind  ~ 

To  hunt  this  day  :   the  boy  Fidele's  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  Jong  forth. 
Guii/.   With  his  own  fword. 
Which  he  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  I've  ta'en 
His  head  from  him  :  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  to  the  Tea, 
And  tel!  the  fifhes,   he's  the  Queen's  fon,  C/ofe». 
4-  That's  ali  I  reck.  {Ex/t. 

Bel.   I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd  : 
'Would,    Paladour,    thou  hadll  noc  done't  !  though 
valour  °  ' 

Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

j^r^.  'Would  I  had  done't. 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfu'd  me  !  Paladoury 
I  love  thee  brotherly,  but  envy  much, 
Thou'fl  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  ;  I  would,  revenges, 
Thatpoffible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  thro',. 
And  put  us  to  our  ani'wer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done  : 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to  day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     Pr'ythee,  to  our  rock,. 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks  :  I'll  ftay 
'Till  haity  Paladour  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

Jr'u.  ?00T  {ick  Fi'de/e  f 
I'll  willingly  to  him  :   To  gain  his  colour, 
s  I'd  let  a  marifh  of  fuch  C/otsKs  blood. 

And 

4  Tbars  all  I  reck.]  /.  e.  care.  Mr.  Pope. 

5  rdlet  a  ?  A  R I  s  H  ofjucb  Clotens  blood,]  This  nonfenfe  fiiould 
be  corrected  thus, 

rd  let  a  M  A  R I  s  H  of  fuch  Clotens  blood. 
i.  e.  a  marlh  or  lake.     So    Smith,  in  his    account   of  Virgima, 
Tea  Venice,     t    this  time  the  admiration  of  the  earth ,  ivai  at  firfi 

but 
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And  praife  myfelf  for  charity.  [Exit, 

Bel.  O  thou  Goddels, 
Thou  divine  Nature  !  how  thyfelf  thou  blazon'ft 

*  In  thefe  two  princely  boys !  they  are  as  gentle, 

*  As  Zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet, 

*  Not  wagging  his  fweet  head  ;  and  yet  as  rough, 

*  (Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,)  as  the  rud'ft  wind, 
'  That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain"  pine, 

*  And  make  him  Hoop  to  th'^  vale— 'Tis  wonderful,, 

*  ^  That  an  invifible  inltind  (hould  frame  them 

*  To  royalty  unlearn'd,  honour  untaught, 

*  Civility  not  feen  from  other  ;  valour, 

*  That  wildly  grov.'s  in  them  ;  but  yields  a  crop 

*  As  if  it  had  been  fow'd.     Yet  ftill  it's  ftrange 
What  Cloteni  being  here  to  us  portends. 

Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

Gutd.  Where's  my  brother  ? 
I  have  fent  Clotens  clot- pole  down  the  ilream. 
In  embifne  to  his  mother  ;  his  body's  hoftage 
For  his  return.  [_Solemn  mufick. 

Eel.  My  ingenious  inftrument  1 
Hark,  Paiadour  !  it  founds  :  but  whatoccafion 
Hath  Cad^all  r\GVJ  to  give  it  motion  ?  hark  ! 

Guid.   Is  he  at  home  ?  . 

Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now. 

hut  a  marifh,  inhabited  by  foor fjhermen.  In  the  firft  book  of" 
Maccabees,  chap,  ix,  ver,  42.  the  Tranflatcrs  ufe  the  word  in  the 
fame  fenfe. 

6  That  an  invifible  inJiitiEi ]     But  where  is  the  wonder  that 

an  iwvifibh  injiinci  fhould  do  this,  any  more  than  an  innjifihh 
rcafon  F  It  appears  then  that  the  poet  ufes  iniifible  for  blind. 
And  by  blind  infiinB  he  means  a  kind  of  plaftic  nature,  acting  as 
an  inftrument  under  the  Creator,  without  intention,  and  then  there 
is  caufe  of  wonder,  that  blind  inftinEl  fhould  do  as  much  asjharp- 
Jightcd  reafen.  One  not  well  acquainted  with  Shakejfear'%  manner, 
in  the  licentioufnefs  of  his  language  and  the  profoundnefs  of  his 
fenfe,  would  be  apt  to  think  be  wrote  invincible,  i,  e.  that  bore 
down  all  before  it.  But  the  poet  here  transfers  the  term  belonging 
to  the  GbjeB  upon  the  fubjeB :  unlefs  we  will  rather  fuppofe  it 
was  his  intention  to  give  invijiblc  (v.  iiich  has  z  paffi!e)  an  aBi-ve 
fignilication  j  and  then  it  will  mean  the  fame  as  mtfcdrg. 

Guid. 
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Guid.  What  does  he  mean  ?    Since  death   of  my 
dear'ft  Mother, 
It  did  not  fpeak  before.     All  folemn  things 

Should  anfwer  folemn  accidents.     The  matter  f — 

Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys. 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cad^all  mad  ? 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Arviragus,  ot-//^  Imogen  dead,  hearing  her  U 
hii  arms, 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes  ! 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion,  in  his  arms. 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Jrv.  *  The  bird  is  dead, 
'  That  we  have  made  fo  much  on  f  I  had  rather 

*  Have  Ikipt  from  fixteen  years  of  age  to  fixty  j 
And  turn'd  my  leajping  time  into  a  crutch, 

*  Than  have  feen  this. 

Guid.  *  Oh  fweeceft,  faireil  lilly  f 

*  My  brother  wears  thee  not  one  half  fo  well, 

*  As  when  thou  grew'fl  thy  felf. 

Bel.  *  7  O  melancholy  ? 

*  Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  .?  find 

*  The  ooze,  to  fliew  what  coaft  thy  fiaggilh  carrack 

*  Might  eas'lieft  harbour  in  ?—thou  blelTed  thing  f 

*  Jove  knows,  what   man  thou  might'ft   have  made  5 

but  ah  f 

*  Thou  dy'dft,  a  moil  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  \ 

*  How  found  you  him  ? 

7   -—  oh,  melancholy  ! 

Who  eiHT  yet  could  Jound  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  Jheiv  lohat  coaji  thy  Jluggijh  care 

Might  eai'liefi  harbour  in  ? -^  J     But  as  plaufible  J5  this  at 

flrft  fight  may  feem,  all  thofe,  v.ho  know  anything  of  good  writ- 
ing, will  agree,  that  our  author  muft  have  wrote, 

— - — —  to  peiv  ivhat  coajl  thy  Jluggijh  carrack 
Might  easVieJi  harbour  in  s> 
Carrach  h.  a  flow    heavy-built   velTel  of    burden.      This  reftores 
the    uniformity    of   the  metaphor,    compleats  the   {tn{e,    and  is 
a  word   of  great  propriety  and  beauty  to   defign  a    melancholic 
perfon* 
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Ar'v,  *■  Stark,  as  you  fee : 
«  Thus  fmiling,  as  Tome  fly  had  tickled  flumber  f 
«  Not  as  Death's  dart  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  check 

*  Repofing  on  a  cufliion. 

Guid,  *  Where? 
Arv.  '  O'th'  floor: 

*  His  arms  thus  leagu'd  ;  I  thought,  he  flept ;  and  put 
«  My  clouted  brogues  from  ofi  my  feet,  whofe  rudenefs 
«  Anfwer'd  my  fieps  too  loud. 

Quid.  *  Why,  he  but  fleeps  j 
*'  \{  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed  ; 
."  With  female  Fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
**  And  worms  will  not  come  near  thee. 

Ar'v>  '*  With  fairert  flo\v*rs, 
*'  'Whilft  fummer  lalls,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
"  ril  fweeten  thy  fad  grave.     Thou  flialt  not  lack 
"  The  flow'r  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  Primrofe  j  nor 
"  The  azur'd  Hare-bell,  like  thy  veins,   no,  nor 
"  The  leaf  of  Eglantine  j  which  not  to  flander, 
"  Out-fweeten'd  not  thy  breath.  ^  The  Raddock  would, 
"  With  charitable  bill,  (oh  bill,   fore-fliaming 
*'  Thofe  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lye 
"  Without  a  Monument !)   bring  thee  all  this  ; 
"  Yea,  and  furr'd  mofs  befides,  when  flow'rsarc  none, 
"  To  winter-gown  thy  coarfe.- — 

Guid.  Pr'ythee,  have  done  ; 
And  do  not  play  in  wench -like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.     Let  us  bury  him,  ' 
And  not  protrad  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt. — To  th'  grave. 

Jr'v.  Say,  where  ihall'siay  him  ? 

2  — ,_ Tbt  Raddockivouldy 

With  charitable  bill,  brittg  thee  all  this '^ 
Tea,  and  furr\d  mofs  befides.  When  floiv^rs  are  noKi, 
To  ^rf /wft-r-ground  tky  ccarfe  - —  ]  Here  again,  the  metaphor 
is  ftrangely  mangled.  What  Senfe  is  there  in  ivinter-grounding  a 
coarfe  with  mofs  ?  A  coarfe  might  ind-^ed  be  laid  to  be  ivinter- 
grounded  in  good  thick  clay.  But  the  epithet  furr'^d  to  mofs  di- 
refts  us  plainly  to  another  reading, 

^o  ivirtter-^own  r.cy  coarf. 
'.  e.  thy  futtwner  habit  fhali  be  a  M^x goivnoi  fioivers,  thy  winter 
iiabit  a  good  wsivmfurr'd  geivn  of  fr.cfs, 

Guid, 
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Guid.  By  good  Euriphiky  our  mother. 

Aw.   Be'cfo; 
A4id  let  us,  Paladour,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannifli  crack,  fing  him  to  th'  ground  ; 
As,  once,  our  mother  :  ufe  like  note,  and  words. 
Save  that  Euriphile  muil  be  Fidele. 

Guid.  Cadnfjallt 
1  cannot  fing  :  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee  ; 
**  For  notes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  woife 
•*  Than  Priefts  and  Fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

BeL  Great  griefs,  1  fee,  med'cinethe  lefs.  For  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.   He  was  a  Queen's  fon,  boys, 
And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember, 
{a)  He  has  paid  for  that :  the  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dull ;  yet  Reverence, 
(That  angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  diftindion 
Of  place 'tvvixt  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely. 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  Prince. 

Guid.  Pray,  fetch  him  hither. 
Therjites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  fong  the  whilft  :  Brother,  begin. 

Guid.  Nay,  Cadixjall,  we  muil  lay  his  head  to  th'  Eaft ; 
My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't. 

Ar'v.  'Tis  true. 

Guid.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 

Ar^.  So,  begin. 

SONG. 

Guid.  *  9  Fear  7io  more  thje  heat  o'th''  SuUy 

*  Nor  the  furious  ^winter  s  rages  ; 
*  Ihoii  thy  woorldly  tajk  haji  done, 

*  Home  art  gonCy  and  to* en  thy  njuages, 

9  Fear  no  more,  &c.]  This  is  the  topic  of  confolation  that  nature 
ditlates  to  all  men  on  thefe  occafions.  The  fame  farev/el  we  have 
over  the  dead  body  in  L«<r/j«.     Texvo?  aO^iop  s«£Tt   oi-^'/iam;, 

[{a)  He  has  paid  for  that.  Oxford  Editor,— -Vulg,  TVas  paid 
for  that.} 

Golden 
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Golden  lads  and  girls  allmujij 

As  chimney  /'weepers t  come  to  dufi. 

Arv.  *  Fear  no  mere  the  froivn  oUh''  Great ^ 

*  Thou  artpaji  the  tyrant'' s  ftrcke  ; 
*  Care  no  more  to  cloath  and  eat ; 

*  To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
The  fcepter,  learning,  phyfick,  muji 
Jllfollo'vj  this,  and  co?ne  to  dujl. 
Guid.  *  Fear  no  more  the  lightning-Jlq^, 

Arv.  Nor  th*  all^dreaded  thunder-Jlone, 
Guid.  *  Fear  nojlander,  cenfurerajh. 

Arv.  *  Thou  haji  finijh'' d  joy  and  moan^ 
Both.  All  lo'vers young,  all  lovers  muJi 

Confign  to  thee,  and  come  to  duft. 
Guid .  No  exorcifer  harm  thee  ! 
Arv.  Nor  no  ^witchcraft  charm  thee! 
Guid.  Ghoji^  unlaid,  forbear  thee  ! 
Arv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 
JBoth.  ^iiei  confummation  ha've. 

And  renonjoned  he  thy  Grave  ! 

Enter  Belarius,  n,vith  the  body  of  Cloten, 

Guid.  We've  done   our  obfequies:  come,  lay  him 

down. 
Bel.  •*  Here's   a  few  flow'rs,  but  about  midnight 

more  ; 
The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'th'  night, 
Are  brewings  fitt'ft  for  Graves. ---Upon  their  faces-- 
You  were  as  flow'rs,  now  v/ither'd  ;  even  fo 
Thefc  herbelets  (hall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrow. 

Come  on,  away,  apart  upon  our  knees 

The  ground,  that* gave  them  firft,  has  them  again  : 
Their  pleafure  here  is  paft,  fo  is  their  pain.  \_Exeimt, 

Imogen,  anvaking. 

Imo.  *  Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford- Haven,    which   is  the 

way  .? 

I  thank  you — by  yond  buHi  ? —pray,   how 

far  thither  ? » 

'Ods  pittikins— —  can  it  be  fix  mile  yet  ?• 


I've 
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*  Tve  gone  all  night---  'faith.  Til  lye  down  and  fleep. 

*  But,  foft !   no  bedfellow ---Oh  Gods,  and  GoddelTes  I 

[Seei??g  the  body,  . 

*  Thefe  flow'rs  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world  ;      | 

*  This  bloody  man  the  care  on't---I  hope,  I  dream  ; 

*  For,  fare,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 

*  And  cook  to  honeft  creatures.     But  'tis  not  fo  : 

*  'Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  fhot  at  nothing, 

*  Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes  :  Our  very  eyes 

*  Are  fometimes  like  oar  judgments,  blind.  Gooq  faith, 

*  I  tremble  ftill  with  fear  ;  but  if  there  be 

*  Yet  left  in  heav'n  as  fmalla  drop  of  pity 

*  As  a  wren's  eye,  oh  Gods !  a  part  of  it ! 

*  The  dream's  here  ftill ;  cv'n  when  I  wake,  it  is 

*  Without  me,  as  within  me  ;  not  imagin'd,  felt. 
A  headlefs  man  !— the  garments  of  Pojihumus  ? 
I  know  the  fhape  of 's  leg,  this  is  I\is  hand, 

Plis  foot  niercurialy  his  martial  thigh. 

The  brawns  of  Hercules  :  bat  hisjovia/  face — - 

Murther  in  heaven  ?^ — : how ! 'tis  gone  ! — • 

Pifania  !  — r— 

All  curfes  maided  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 

And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee  I  thou, 

'Twai  thou,  confpiring  with  that  devil  Cloten, 

Haft  here  cut  off  my  lord.  To  write,  and  read. 

Be  henceforth  treach'rous !-— Damn'd  Pifanio 

Hath  with  his  forged  letters— damn'd  Pifanio  !  «^ 

From  this  the  braveft  veffel  of  thd  world 

Struck  the  main-top  !  oh  Pojihumus,  alas, 

Where  is  thy  head  ?  where's  That  ?  ah  me,    where's 

That  ? 
Pifanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart. 
And  left  thy  head  on.  How  fiiould  this  be,  Pifanio  .?— 
'Ti?  he  and  Cloten.   Malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.  Oh,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant  f 
Ti.c  drug  he  gave  me,  which,  he  faid,  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  iiave  I  not  found  it 
Murtii'rous  to  th'  lenfes  ?  that  confirms  it  home  : 
This  is  P/'^w/Vsdeed,  and  Cloten'^.     Oh  I 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 

That 
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That  we  the  horridsr  imy  Teem  to  thofe 

Which  chance  to  find  us.     Oh,  my  lord  !  my  lord  1 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Lucius,    Captains y  and  a  Sooth/ayer, 

Cap.  To  them,  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia^ 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  fea,  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Ha'ven^  with  your  Ships  ; 
They  are  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

Cap.  The  fenate  hath  ftirrM  up  the  Confiners, 
And  Gentlemen  oi  Italy ^   moft  willing  fpirits. 
That  promife  noble  fervice  :  and  they  come 
Under  the  condudl  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sy£nna\  Brother. 

Luc.  When  expeft  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'th'wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardncfs 
Makes  our  hopes  fair.    Command,  our  prefent  numbers 
Be  mufler'd  ;  bid  the  Captains  look  to*t.     Now,  Sir, 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpofe  ? 

Sooth,   9   Laft  night,  the  very  Gods  fhevv'd   me  a 
vifion. 
(I  fall,  and  pray'd  for  their  intelligence) 
I  faw  Jo'veh  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  th'   fpungy  foutb,  to  this  part  of  the  Weil:, 
There  vanifhM  in  the  fun-beams ;  which  portends 
(Unlefs  my  fins  abufe  my  divination) 
Succefs  to  th'   Roman  Hoft. 

Luc.  Dream  often  fo. 
And  never  falfe !  '  Soft,  ho,  what  Trunk  is  here 

Without  his  top  ?  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.     How  !  a  page  !  - — 

9  Laji  nighty  the  very  Gods  jhe':o''d  me  a  'v!Jioi:.]  The  "very 
Gods  may,  indeed,  fignify  the  Gods  themfelves  immediately,  and 
not  by  the  intervention  of  other  agents  or  inftrunciits ;  yet  I  am 
perfuaded  the  reading  's  corrupt,  and  thst  ^lu-.efp^ar  wrote. 

Lap  Tt.glf  the  WAR2Y  Godi  — — 
Warey  here  flgnifyiiig,  an::7;jd'vertn:^^  forcwarninr^  rzady  to  give 
notice  J  not,  as  in  its  moix  ufual  meaning,  cautiouiy  refcr'ved. 

Vol.  VII,  O  O*! 
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Or  dead,  or  fleeping  on  him  ?     but  dead,  rather  : 
For  Nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  couch 
With  the  defunifl,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  fee  the  boy's  face, 

Cap.  He's  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  inilrud  us  of  this  body.    Young  one. 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes,  for,  it  feems. 
They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  who  is  this. 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  pillow  ?   '  who  was  he, 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  Nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  pidure  ?  what's  thy  intereft 
In  this  fad  wreck  ?  how  came  it,  and  who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing  ;  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better.     This  was  my  mafler, 
A  very  valiant  Briton^  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lyes  flain  :  alas ! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  mailers :  I  may  wander 
Prom  Eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice, 

1  ' ivho  'was  be, 

That,  otherivife  thatJ  noble  Nature  did. 

Hath  alter'd  that  good  piBure  f — J  The  Editor,  Mr.  T'^^s- 
hald,  cavils  at  this  paflage.  He  fays,  it  is  far  from  being  JiriB'y 
grammatical  j  and  yet,  what  is  ftrange,  he  fubjoins  a  paraphrafe 
of  his  own,  which  fliews  it  to  he  firiiily  grammatical.  For,  fayt 
he,  the  confiruExion  of  thefe  ivords  is  this,  ivho  hath  alter'' d  that 
good  piiiure  otherwife  than  nature  alter'' d  it.  I  fuppofe  then  this 
Editor's  meaning  was,  that  the  grammatical  conftruftion  would  not 
conform  to  the  knit  j  (  fcr  a  bad  writer,  like  a  bad  man,  ge- 
nerally fays  one  thing  and  means  another)  he  fubjoining,  Shakc- 
fpear  dcfigned  to  fay.  If  the  text  be  genuine,  loho  hath  alter'' d  that 
good  pi  Bur  e  frbm  luhat  noble  nature  at  frfl  made  it.  Here  a- 
gain  he  is  miftaken  ;  S'hakefpear  meant,  like  a  plain  man,  juft  as 
h&fpoke,  and  as  oar  Editor  firft  paraphrafed  him  ;  who  hath  aU 
ter'd  that  good  pifture  otherwife  than  nature  alter'd  it  ?  And 
the  folution  of  the  difficulty  in  this  fentiment,  which  fo  much* 
perplexed  him,  is  this  :  The  fpeaker  fees  a  young  man  without  a 
head,  and  confequently  much  foortcn'd  in  ftature  j  on  which  he 
breaks  out  into  this  exclamation,  who  hath  alter'' d  this  good  form 
by  making  it  fhorter  ;  fo  contrary  to  the  praftice  of  nature  which 
by  yearly  acceffion  of  %t(y\yt\\  alters  it  by  making  it  taller.  No  oc- 
cafion  then  fcr  the  Editor  to  cliange  did  into  bio  with  an  allufion 
to  the  command  againft  murder  j  which  then  fhould  have  been 
farbid  inftead  of  hrd.. 

Try 
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Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  them  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth  f 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  mafter  m  bleeding  :  fay  his  name,    good  friend. 

Imo.   Richard  du  Champ.     If  I  do  lyQ     and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  Gods  hear,  I  hope,  \AfJ,. 
They  11  pardon  it.     Say  you.  Sir  ?  ^  »   '-  -^ 

Luc.  Thy  name  ? 
Imo.  Fidehy  Sir. 

Luc.  Thou  doft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame  ; 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  (halt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but,  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd      The  Reman  Emperor's  letters, 
bent  by  a  Conful  to  me,  fhould  no  fooner 
Than  thine  ovyn  worth,  prefer  thee:  go  with  me. 

Imo  1 11  follow,  Sir.  But  firft,  an't  pleafe  the  God,, 
I II  hide  my  mafter  from  the  flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pickaxes  can  dig  :   and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and   weeds  I  ha'  ftrcw'd  his 

Grave, 
And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  pray'rs 
(Such  as  I  can,)  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  figh  ; 
And,  leaving  fo  his  fervice.  follow  you        ^    * 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me.  ' 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth. 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mafter  thee. 
My  friends. 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  let  us 
^ind  out  the  prettieft  dazied-plot  we  can 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partizans 
A  Grave  ;  come,  arm  him  :  boy,  he  ispreferr'd 
By  thee  to  us,  and  he  fhall  be  interr'd 


Soif p![i  ''"•     ^'  '1'"'^"^'  ^''P^  ^^"^e  ^^es : 
oome  Falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.         r 
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SCENE     VIII. 

Changes  to  Cymbeline'^  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Lordsy  and  Pifanio. 

Cyw.     A   GAIN;    and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis 

jfj^  with  her. 

A  fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  fon  ; 
3V]adnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger  ;  heav'ns  1 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me.      Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone  !  my  Queen 
Upon  a  defperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me  !  her  fon  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  prefent!  it  ftrikes  me,  pafl 
The  hope  of  comfort.     But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  force  it  from  thee 
By  a  (harp  torture. 

Pif.  Sir,   my  life  is  yours, 
I  fet  it  at  your  will :  but,  for  my  miflrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  fhe  remains  ;  why,  gone  ; 
Nor   Vr'hen   (he   purpofes   Return.  ■   'Befeech   your 

Highnefs, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,   he  was  here  ; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  fiiall  perform 
•All  parts  of  his  fubjedion  loyally.     For  Cloten, 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  fecking  him, 
And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefom.e  ; 
Wp'U  flip  you  for  a  kafon,  but  our  jealoufy 
Do's  yet  depend. 

Lsrd.  So  pleafe  your  Ivlajefty, 
The  Roman  Legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coafl,  with  large  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen,  by  th'  Senate  fent. 

Cym,  Now  for  the  cour:fel  of  my  Son  and  Queen  t—- 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord. 
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Lord.  Good  my  liege. 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of.     Come  more,  for  more  you're 

ready ; 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thefe  povversin  motion. 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you  ;  let's  withdraw, 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here Away.— .^*        [^Exeuntl 

Ptf.  (a)  I've  had  no  letter  from  my  mailer,  fince 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  llain.     'Tis  ftrange; 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
To  yield  me  often  tidings.     Neither  know  I, 
What  is  betide  to  Cloten  j  but  remain 
Perplext  in  all.     The  heavens  ftill  mud  work  ; 
Wherein  I'm  falfe,  I'm  honeft  :  not  true,  to  be  true. 
T^efe  prefent  wars  fhall  find,  I  love  my  Country, 
Ev'n  to  the  note  o'  th'  King,  or  I'll  fall  in  them'; 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd  j 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  boats,  that  are  not  fteer'd. 

[Exit. 
S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Changes  to  the  Foreji. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Quid.  'TT^  H  E    noife  is  round  about  us. 
X        ^el-  Let  us  from  it. 

Ar^.  What  pleafure,  5ir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  adlion  and  adventure? 

Quid.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Romans 
Muft  or  for  Britons  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
Forbarb'rous  and  unnatural  Revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel,  Sons, 
V/e'll  higher  to  the  mountains,  there  fecure  us. 

[  (a)  I'nje  had  no  letter, Oxford  Editor  —  Vulg.     I  heard 

no  letter -■'^1  ^ 

O3  To 
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To  the  King's  Party  there's  no  going ;  rewnefs 

Of  Clotens  death   (we  being  not  known,  nor  mufter^d 

Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  »  to  a  Render 

Where  wehaveliv'd  :  and  lb  extort  from  us 

That  which  we've  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  death 

Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Gu'id.  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt 
|Jn  fuch  a  time)  nothing  becoming  you, 
Kor  fatisfying  us. 

jlrv.  It  is  not  likely. 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh, 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  J  have  both  their  tyti 
And  ears  fo  'ploy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  tliey  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  Oh,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army  ;  many  years. 
Though   Ckten  then  but  young,  ( you  fee, )  not  wore 

him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  befides,   the  King 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves. 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want*  of  breeding  j 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  lire,    aye  hopelefs 
To  have  the  courtefie  your  cradle  promis'd  ; 
But  to  be  ftill  hot  fummer's4;anlings,  and 
The  fhrinking  flaves  of  winter. 

Quid.  Than  be  {o. 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.     Pray,  Sir,  to  th'^army  t 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known  ;  your  fclf 

2,  I  to  a  Render\  a  render,  for  a  confeflion. 

2    ^-. — — ,  -  ha've  both  their  eyes 

And  ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  noiv.^  There  is  no^ 
doubt,  but  our  iilanders  would  be  thoroughly  cloy''d  of  the  fighc 
and  noife  of  a  terrible  and  powerful  invader.  But  this  would  not 
hinder  their  turning  their  attention  on  another  object.  Now  the 
fpeaker  is  maintaining,  that  their  attention  to  the  in^uafton  would 
keep  them  from  inquiring  after  him.  Befides  what  it  is,  to  be 
importantly  cloy''d,  I  have  not  the  leaft  conception  of.  Sbakefpear 
vvithout  doubt  wrote, 

-  -    -      fo  'ploy'd   importantly  as  noiv. 
\ .  c.    imployed  or  taken  up  with  things  of  fuch  importance. 

So 
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So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er-grown. 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

Ar'v.  By  this  Sun  that  fliines, 
I'll  thither;  what  thing  is  it,   that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die,   fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,   and  venifoiv? 
Never  beftrid  a  horfe  fave  one,    that  had 
A  rider  like  myfelf  who  ne'er  wore  rowel. 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  Sun,    to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  beft  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guid.    By  heav'ns,   1*11  go  ; 
If  you  will  blefs  me.  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care  ;   but  if  you  will  not. 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans  ! 

Ar'V.    So  fay  I,    Jmen. 

Bel.  No  reafon  I   (fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation)  (hould  referve 
My   crack'd   one   to   more  care.      Have  with  yoa, 

boys; 
Jf  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads  j  and  there  I'll  lye. 
Lead,   lead;  the  time  fee ms  long :    their  blood  thinks 

fcorn 
'Till  it  flie  out,   and  Ihew  them  Princes  born. 

[Extunt, 


ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

A  Field  between  the  Britifli  and  Roman  Camps, 

Enter  Pollhumus,  <v:ith  a  bloody  handkerchief, 

Pojf,  XT'EA,  bloody  cloth,    I'll  keep  thee;   fori 

X  wifht. 

Thou  fliould'ft  be  colour'd  thus.     You  married  Ones, 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many 

O  4  MuiJ 
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Muft  murder  wives  much  better  than  themfelves 
For  wrying  but  a  little  ?   oh,    Pi/anio  ! 
Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  Commands; 

No  bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones. — Gods !  if  you 

Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,   I  never 

Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this ;   fo  had  you  faved 

The  noble  Imog"^.  to  repent,  a<:>J  ftruck 

Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.     But  alack. 

You  fnatch  from  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's  love  ; 

To  have  them  fall  no  more  : -you  fome  permit 

To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  woife  than  other. 

And  make  them  dreaded,  to  the  doers'  thrift. • 

But  Imogens  your  own  :  do  your  bell  wills. 

And  make  me  bleft  t'obey  !  I  am  brought  hither 

Among  th'  Italian  Gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againft  my  lady's  Kingdom  ;    'tis  enough. 

That,  Britaine,   I  have  kill'd  thy  miftrefs :  Peace.' 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  heav'ns^ 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.     I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  myfelf 

As  do's  a  Briton  peafant ;  fo  I'll  fight 

AgainU  the  part  I  come  with  ;    fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  for  whom  my  life 

If^  ev'ry  breath,  a  death ;  and  thus  unknown^ 

Pitied,  nor  hated,    to  the  face  of  peril 

Myfelf  I'll  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,   than  my  habits  (hew  ,• 

Gods,  put  the  ftrength  o'  th'  Leonati  in  me  ! 

To  ftiame  the  guife  o'  th'  world,   I  will  begin 

The  fafliion,  lefs  without,  and  more  within.        \Exit^ 

Enter  Lucius,  Jachimo,  and  the  Roman  army  at  one 
door ;  and  the  Briti(h  army  at  another ;  Leonatus 
Po^humas /o//o-zving  like  a  poor  foldier.  They  march 
over,  and  go  out.  Then  enter  again  injktrmi/h  lachi- 
mo,  and  Pofihumus  ;  he  vanquiflseth  and  difarmeth 
lachimo,  and  then  leaves  him, 

lach.  The  hcavinefs  and  guilt,   within  my  bofom. 
Takes  off  my  manhood  ;    I've  bely'd  a  lady. 
The  Princefs  of  this  country  ;   and  the  air  on't 
Revsngingly  enfeebles  me  ;  or  could  this  carle, 

A  yZTf: 
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A  very  drudge  of  nature,   have  fubdu'd  me 

In  my  profeffion  ?   Knighthoods,  and  Honours  born. 

As  I  wear  mine,   are  titles  but  of  fcorn : 

If  that  thy  gentry,  BritainCy  go  before 

This  lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,   the  odds 

Is,  that  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  Gods.   {Exit. 

The  battle  continues i  the  Britons  /y,  Cymbeline  is 
taken  ;  then  enter  to  his  re/cue,  Belarius,  Guiderius, 
and  Arviragus. 

BsL  Stand,  (land;  we  have  th*  advantage  of  the 
ground  ; 
That  lane  is  guarded  :    nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Guid.  Aw.   Stand,   fland,   and  fight. 

Efiter  Pofthumus,  andfeconds  the  Britons,     they  re/cue 
Cymbeline,  and  exeunt. 

Thtn  Enter  Lucius,   lachimo,   and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  fave  thyfelf^ 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and.  the  diforder's  fuch 
As  war  were  hood  wink'd. 

lach.    'Tis  their  frefh  fupplies. 

Luc.   It  is  a  day  turn'd  ftrangely.     Or  betimes 
Ltt's  re-inforce,  or  fly.  \_E.xeuni» 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  a  Britifh  Lord. 

Lord.  •^Am'ft   thou   from   where    they  made    the 
V>  Stand  ? 

Pof.  I  did. 
Though  you,  it  feems,  came  from  the  fliers. 

Lord.  I  did. 

Poji.  No  blame  be  to  you.   Sir,   for  all  was  lofr^ 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  the  King  himfelf 
*  Of  his  wings  deftitatep  the  army  broken, 
I  And  but  the  i>ack5  of  Briiaine  feen  h  all  %ing 

O5,  I  Through-- 
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*  Through  a  ftraight  lane,  the  enemy  full-hearted, 

*  Lolling  the  tongue  with  Haughtering,   having  work 

*  More  plentiful,    than  tools  to  do't,  flruck  down 

«  Some  mortally,   fome  flightly  touch'd,  fome  falling 

*  Meerly  through   fear,    that  the  ftraight    Pafs  was 

'  damm'd 

*  With  dead  men,    hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 

*  To  die  with  lengthened  fliame. 

Lor^.   Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Toft.  Clofe  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  vvalPd  with. 

turf, 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  foldier, 
(xAn  honeil  one,   I  warrant)  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
In  doing  this  for*s  Country.     'Thwart  the  lane. 
He,   with  two  llriplings,  (lads,   more  like  to  run 
The  country  Bafe,    than  to  commit  fuch  flaughter ; 
With  faces  lit  for  mafks,    or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  '  for  prefervation  cas'd,  or  fhame,) 
JV'lade  good  the  pallage,  cry'd  to  thofc  that  fled. 
Our  Britaine's  Harts  die  flying,    not  our  men  ; 
To  darknefs   fleet  fouls,   that  fly  backwards !    (land ;, 
Or  we  are  Romans,   and  will  give  you  That 
Like  beafls,  which  you  fhun  beaftly,  and  may  fave 
$ut  to  look  back  in  frown  :  fland,  (land.    .         Thefie 

three. 
Three  thoufand  confident,  in  aft  as  many  ; 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file,    when  all 
The  reft  do  nothing;)   with  this  v/ord.  Stand,  ftand.,. 
Accommodated  by  the  place,    (mere  charming 
With  their  own  Noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 
A  diftafF  to  a  lance)  gilded  pale  looks ; 
Fart,  ftiame,  part,  fpirit-renew'd  ;  *  that  fome,  turn'd. 

coward 
But  by  example,    (oh,  a  fin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  firft  beginners')   *gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 

■for prefervation  cas'd,  6r  fhame.]  Shame j  For  modefty* 
■— «  tbet  fome,  turrPd  {0'ward'\  Some,  for  that  part 

Upon 
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upon  the  pikes  o'  th'  hunters.     Then  began 
A  ftop  i'  th'  chafer,  a  retire  ;   anon, 
9  A  rout,  confulion-thick.     Forthwith  they  flic 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoop'd  eagles :   flavcs. 
The  ftrides  they  vidlors  made  j  and  now  our  cowards. 
Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 
The  life  o'th'  need;  having  found  the  back  door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  heav'ns,   how  they  wound 
Some  flain  before,   fome  dying  j  fome,    their  friend* 
O'er  -  borne  i'th'  former  wave;   ten,  chac'd  by  one. 
Are  now  each  one  the  flaughter-man  of  twenty  ; 
Thofe,  that  would  die  or  ere  refill,   are  grown 
The  mortal  hugs  o'th'  field. 

Lord.  This  was  ftrange  chance, 
A  narrow  lane !  an  old  man,  and  two  boys  I 

Pojl.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it ;  you  are  made 
Rather  ta  wOnder  at  the  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhime  upon't  ? 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?   here  is  one  : 
liuQ  hoysy    an  old  many  (tiuice  a  ^oy,)   a  lane, 
FrefernPd  the  Britons,  n.vai  the  Romans'  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry.  Sir. 

Foji.  Lack !  to  what  end  ? 
Who  dares  not  ftand  his  foe,    I'll  be  his  friend  1 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I^know,  he'll  quickly  fly  myfriendlhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhimes. 

Lord,  Farewel,   you  are  angry.  [Exit, 

PoJ}.   This  is  a  lord  oh  noble  mifery. 

To  be  i'th'  field,  and  afic  what  news,   of  me  ! 
To  day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To've  fav'd  their  carcalies?   took  heel  to  do't. 
And  yet  died  too  ?  "  -*  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 

*'  Could 

3  A  rout,  confufion  thick. — ]  This  is  read  as  if  it  was  a  thick 
confujton,  and  only  another  terrii  for  rout ;  whereas  confujion-thick 
fhould  be  read  thus  with  an  hyphen,  and  it  is  a  very  beautiful  com- 
pound epithet  to  rout.  But  Shake/pear's  fine  diction  is  not  a  little 
obfcured  throughout  by  thus  disfiguring  his  compound  adjedtives, 

4  ■  /,  in  mine  civn  tvoe  charm'd,]  Alluding  to  the  com- 
mon fuperftition  of  Charms  being  powerful  enough  to  keep  men 
tmhurt  in  battle.    It  was  derived  ixom  our  ^uMn  anceilorSj  and 

io 
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**  Could  not  find  death,    where  I  did  hear  him  groan  ;-. 
**  Nor  feelhim3,wherje  he  ftruck.  This  ugly  moniler, — .. 
•*  *Tis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frefh  cups,  foft  beds, 
*^  Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  miniilers  than  we, 
"  That  draw  his  knives  i'  th'  war—Well,    I  will  find; 

him  : 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Briton, 
No  more  a  Briton,    I've  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.     Fight  I  will  no  more. 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieft  hindj  that  (hall 
Once  touch  my  (houlder.     Great  the  llaughter  is 
Kere  made  by  th'  Roman  ;  great  the  anfwer  be, 
Britons  mull  take.     For  me,    my  ranfom's  death  5; 
On  either  iidc  1  come  to  I'pend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,   nor  bear  again, 
Sut  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen^ 

Enter  i'vjo  ^iiKi^  Captains,  and  Soldiers  * 

1.  Cap.    Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd,    Lucius  is  taken  V 
"Tis  thought,   the  old  man,   and  his  fons,   were  angels.. 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit,. 
That  gave  th'  iiifront  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported  ; 

But  none  of  them  can  be  found.     Stand,   who's  there  ? 

PoJ},    A  Roman 

"Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  Seconds 
Hzd  anfv/er'd  him. 

2  Cap,  Lay  hands  on  him  j   a  dog! 
A  leg  of  Rome^^W.  not  return  to  tell 

What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here;    he  brags  hii 

fervice, 
Az  if  he  were  of  note;  bring  him  to  th'  King,. 

fo  is  common  to  us  with  the  Germans,  who  are  above  all  other' 
people  given  to  this  fuperftition,  v,hich  made  Erafmus^.  where,  in 
h-h  Moria;  Encomium,    he  gives  to  each  natiorj  its  proper  charac- 
teriiHcj.  fay,  Germani  cor  forum  proceritate  &  magias  coguitione  fi-  - 
M  jl'actat :  and  Frivr^   in  his  Alma, 

North  Britons  hetue  hai's  Jecond^gbt ; . 

^wGerEoans :fr€3  frorii  guii-fiiot  lights, 
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Enter  Cymbeline,.  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pi- 
fanio,  c^d  Roman  captives.  The  captains  preftnt 
Poilhumus  to  Cymbeline,  'who  delinjers  him  o'ver  to 
a  Goaler.     After  n»hich,  all  go  out:, 


\ 


SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  a  Prifon, 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  tifjo  goalers. 


jiGoal.'XTOU  {hall  not  now  be  iloPn,  you've  locks 
I  upon  you  ; 

So,  graze,  as  you  find  pafture. 

2  Goal.   Ay,   or  ftomach.  [Exeunt  Goalers, 

?oft.   Moft  welcome,  bondage !  for  thou  art  a  way, 

r  think,  to  liberty;   yet  am  I  better 

Than  one  that's  ficko'th'  gout,  fmce  he  had  rather 

Groan  fo  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 

By  th'  fure  phyfician,  death  ;   who  is  the  key 

T' unbar  thefe  locks.  My  conicience  !  thou  art  fetter'd^ 

More  than  my   (hanks  and    wrifts  ;  you  good  Gods^, 
give  me 

The  penitent  inftrument  to  pick  that  bolt ; 

Then,  free  for  ever.     Is't  enough,  Tm  forry  ? 

So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appeafe  ; 

Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy. Mull  I  repent  ? 

I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves,. 

Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  ;  5  to  fatisfie, 

I  d'ofF. 


to  fatisf.e, 


If  of  my  freedom  "'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  jlr'iBer  Render  of  me,  than  my  all.^  What  we  can  dif- 
cover  from  the  nonfenfe  of  thefe  lines  is,  that  the  fpeaker,  in  a 
fit  of  penitency,  ccnnpares  his  circumftances  with  a  debtor's,  who 
is  willing  to  furrender  up  all  to  appeafe  his  creditor.  This  being 
the  iz':\\e  in  general,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  the  true  reading  muft 
have  been  this. 

—  .^,~ .,,   to  fatisfie,  . 

I    ^''oS  my  freedom  ;  'm  the  main  part '^  take 

No  jiriBer  Render  of  me,  thanm'v  all. 

This  verb  d'off  is  too  frequently    ufed  by  our  author  to  need  any  • 

inftances  ;  and  is  here  employ'd  with  peculiar  elegance,  /.  e.  To 

give .  ail  the .  fatisfadion  I  am  able  to  ypur  ofiended  Godheads,  I 

volun= 
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I  d'off  my  freedom ;  'tis  the  main  part  ;  tak^ 

^  No  Itridler  Render  of  me,  than  my  all. 

I  know,  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men. 

Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 

A  fixth,  a  tenth,   letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement ;    that's  not  my  delire. 

For  Imogens,  dear  life,  take  mine  ;   and  though 

'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life ;  you  coin'd  it. 

•Tween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  flamp 

Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  ; 

You  rather,  mine  being  yours :   and  {q,  great  Powers^* 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life. 

And  cancel  thofe  old  bonds.     Oh  Imogen  t 

I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  filence. \He  (leept, 

7  Solemn  mufick  :  Enter ^  as  in  an  apparition^  Sicilius 
Leonatus,  father  to  Pofthumus,  an  old  man^  attired 
like  a  ^warrior  ;  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  matron, 
his  ivifey  and  mother  /c  Pofthumus,  runth  mufick  he- 
fore  them.  Then,  after  other  mufick^  follow  the  tivo- 
young  Leonati,  brothers  to  Pofthumus,  ijuitb  ivounds 
as  they  died  in  the  ivars.  They  circle  Pofthumu? 
round,  as  he  lyesjleeping.^ 

Sici.  No  more,   thou  th under- mafter,   fhsw 

Thy  fpite  on  mortal  flies  : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide,. 

That  thy  Adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges. 

Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

Whofe  face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'd,   whilft  in  the  womb  he  ftay'd^ 

Attending  Nature's  Law. 

volimtarily  diveft  my  felf  of  ray  freedom  :  'tis   the  only  tiling  ^ 
have  to  atone  with, 

NoJiriBer  Render  of  me,  tkan  my  all. 

6  No  fritter  Render — j      Render,  for  mul6l. 

7  Solemn  viufick  :  ccc.J  Here  follow  a  injion,  a  tnafque^  and  a 
ff'Ophefy,  which  interrupt  the  fable  without  the  leaft  nec>.'flity, 
and  unmeafurably  lengthen  this  a£l,  I  think  it  plainly  foifted  in  at- 
tfrwards  for  meer  fliow,  and  apparently  not  of  Sbakefpear. 

Mt.  Pope. 

Whofe 
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Whofe  father,    Jonje  !  (as  men  report. 

Thou  orphans'  father  art  ;) 
Thou  (hould'll  have  been,   and  (hiclded  him 

From  his  earth-vexing  fmart. 
Math.  Lucina  leat  not  me  her  aid^ 

But  took  me  in  my  throes ; 
That  from  me  my  Pojihumus  ript,. 

Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 

A  thing  of  pity  ! ' 

Ski.  Great  Nature,  like  his  anceilry^ 

Moulded  the  rtufffo  fair ; 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'lh'  world. 

As  great  Siciliui   heir. 

1  Bro,  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man^ 
In    Britaine  where  was  he. 

That  could  fland  up  his  parallel. 

Or  rival  objecl  be 
Iti  eye  of  Imogen,  that  befi: 

Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Moth.  With  marriage  therefore  was  he  mockt,. 

Tobeexil'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonatus'  feat,    and  caft 

From  her  his  deareft  one  ? 

^VJ en  Imogen  I 

Sici.  Why  did  you  fuffer  lachimtr. 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  noble  heart  and  brain 

With  needlefs  jealoufie, 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 

O'th'  other's  villany  ? 

2  Bro.  For  this,   from  ftiiler  feats  we  came 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain. 
That,  ftriking  in  our  country's  caufe. 

Fell  bravely  and  were-flain; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tena?jtius''  right,  i 

With  honour  to  maintain. 
I  Bro.  Like  hardirnent  Pofihumus  hath 

To  Cymheline  perform'd  ; 
Then,  Jupiter,  thou  King  of  Gods, 

Why  haft  thou  thus  adiourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 

Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  \.  Si^i, 
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Ski.  Thy  cryftal  window  ope  ;  lookout;. 

No  longer   exercife, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,    thy  harfli 

And  potent  injuries. 
Mot^:  Since,   Jupiter,  our  fon  is  good. 

Take  off  his  miferies.  * 

Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marbl.e  manfion,  help  f 

Or  we  poor  ghofis  will  cry 
To  th'  fhining  fynod  of  the  reft, 

Againft  thy  Deity. 
2  Broth.  Help,    Jupiter^  or  we  appeal. 

And  from  thy  jaftice  flie. 

Jupiter  defcends  in  thunder  and  lightnings  fitting  upon  an 
eagle',  he  thrones  a  thunder -holt.  The  ghofis  fall  on 
their  knees. 

Jupit:  No  more,  you  petty  fpirits  of  region  low, 

Offend  our  hearing.;  hulh!  —  how  dare  you,  Ghofts,. 
Accufe  the  Thunderer,  whofe  bolt  you  know. 

Sky  planted,    batters  all  rebelling  coafts  ? 
Poor  Ihadows  of  Elyjium    hence  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft. 

No  care  of  yours  it  is  *.   you  know,  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,    I  crols  ;   to  make  my  gift. 
The  more  delayed,  delighted.     Be  content. 
Your  low- laid  fon  our  godhead  will  uplift : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  tryals  well  are  fpent ; 
Our  Jonjiai  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married  :   rife,  and  fade  \ 
He  fhall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  aiRiclion  m^de. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft,  wherein 

[Jupiter  drops  a  tahlet. 
Our  pleafure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine  ,• 

And  fo,  away  ; no  farther  with  your  din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine  ; 
Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  cryftalline.        [/(fcends, 
Sici.  He  came  in  thunder,  his  cceleftial  breath 
V/as  fulphurous  to  fmell  i  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd^.as  to  fooc  us  5  his  afcenfion  is: 

Mors 
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More  fweet  than  our  bleft  fields ;  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak. 
As  when  his  God  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thanks,    Jut'iter  ! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  roof:  away,  and  to  be  bleft 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  {Vanijh. 

Poji.  \jwaklng.']  Sleep,   thou  haft  been  a  grandfire^ 
and  begot 
A  fatiier  to  me  :    and  thou  haft  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers.     But,  oh  fcorn  \ 
Gone—  they  went  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born  5 
And  fo  I  am  awake—  Poor  wretches,  that  depend 
On  Greatnefs'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done  ; 

Wake,  and  find  nothing. But,  alas,  I  fwerve  : 

Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve  j 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  favours ;  fo  am  I 

That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why  : 

What  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?   a  book  !  oh  rare  onef 

Be  not,  as  in  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers.     Let  thy  efFeds 

So  follov/,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtiers  j. 

As  good  as  prooaifs. 

[Reads] 
IJ/HENasthe  lion's  nx^help  Jhall,  to  himfelf  unhno'wn^ 
<ifj'uhoutfet  king  find,  and  he  embraced  hy  a  piece  of 
tender  air  i  andvjhen  from  a  flately  cedar  Jh all  he  lopt 
branches,   nAjhich^  being  dead  many  years ^ /hall  after  re- 
<vi've,  be  jointed  to  the  old  ftock^  andfrejhly  grow,  then 
Jhall  Pofthumus  end  his  miftries,   Britaine  befortunatr, 
andflouri/h  in  peace  and  plenty. 
8  'Tis  ftill  a  dream  j  or  elfe  fuch  ftufr,   as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not— do  either  both,  or  nothing-* 

8  'I'isj'lilla  dream-y  or  elfe  fuchjiuffy  as  madmen 

Tongue,  and  brain  not— do  cither  both,   or  nothir.g  — 
Or  fenfelefs  fpeakitigy  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  fenfe  cannot  untie. J    The  obfcurity  of  this  paffage 

arifes  frcmi  part  of  it  being  fpoke  o/"  the  prophefy,  and  part  ro  it. 
This  writing  on  the  Tablet  (fays  he)  is  ftill  a  dream,  or  eVfe  the 
raving  of  madnefs.  Do  thou,  O  Tdhht,  either  both,  o-- nothing  y 
either  let  thy  words  and  itn^t  go  together,  or  be  thy  bofoni  a 
rafa  tabula.  As  the  words  now  ftand  they  are  nonfenfe,  or  at 
leaft  involve  in  them  a  fenfe  which  I  cannot  divelope..  Or 
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Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  fer/fe  cannot  untie.     But  what  it  is, 

^e  aaion  of  my  life  is  like  it,    which  I'll  kee» 

If  but  forfympathy. 

Enter  Goaler. 
Goal  Come,   Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Toji.  Over-roafted  rather :  ready  long  ago.  ' 
Goal  Hanging  is  the  word.  Sir  j  if  yo^  be  ready 
for  tr.at,  yoa  are  well  cookt. 

Poft    So  if  it  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  fpeftators. 
the  difn  pays  the  iliot. 

G.«/.   A  heavy  reckoning  for  you.  Sir  ;  but  the  com- 
fort IS,  you  fhall  be  call'd  to  no  more  payments,  fear 
no  more  tavern- bills,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of 
partmg,  as   the  procuring  of  mirth  :   you  come  in  faint 
for  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink  ; 
lorry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry  that  you 
are  paid  too  much  i  purfe  and  brain,   both  empty,  the 
brain  the  heavier,    for  being  too  light  ;  the  purfe \oo 
light,  being  drawn  of  heavinefs.     Oh,   of  this  contra- 
didion  you  fliall   now  be  quit :    oh,   the  charity  of  a 
penny  cord,  it  fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice  ;  you  have 
110  true  debtor,  and  creditor,  but  it  ,•  of  what's  paft, 
IS,  and   to   come,   the  difcharge  ;    your  neck.  Sir,  is 
pen,   book,   and  counters  ;  fo  the  acquittance  follows. 
Poji.   I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 
Goal.    Indeed,  Sir,    he    that  lleeps,    feels  not   the 
tooth -ache  :  but  a   man  that  were  to  fieep  your  fleep, 
and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,   I  think,  he  would 
change  places  with  his  oihcer  :   for  look  you,  Sir,  you 
know  not  which  way  you  fiiall  go. 
Pofl.   Yes.  indeed,  do  I,   fellow. 
Goal    Your  death  has  eyes  in's   head  then  j   I  have 
not  feen  him  fo  piclur'd  :   you  mufi  either  be  direded 
by  fome  that  take  upon  them   to  knov/ ;   or  to   take 
upon  your  felf  that,   which,   I  am  fure,   you  do  not 
know  J  or  lump  the  after-enquiry  on  your  own  peril; 
and  how  you  fliall  fpeed  in  your  journey's-end,  I  think, 
you'll  never  return  to  tell  one. 

Foji.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes, 
to  direa  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink, 
and  will  nofufe  them.  Qq^L 
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Goal.   What   an  infinite  mock  is   this,  that  a  man 
fhould   have  the  bell  ufe  of  eyes,  to  fee  the   way  of 
blindnefs  !  I  am  fure,  hanging's  the  way  of  wink'%'. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Knock  off  his  manacles,  bring  your  prifoner  to 
the  King. 

?oJ},  Thou  bring'ft  good  news  ;  I  am  called  to  be 
made  free. 

Goal.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

?ofl.  Thou  (halt  be  then  freeer  than  a  goaler;  no  bolts 
for  the  dead.  [Exeu-nt  PoUhumus  and  Mejfenger. 

Goal.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and 
beget  young  gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet, 
on  my  confcience,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to 
live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman  :  and  there  be  feme  of  them 
too,  that  die  againft  their  wills  j  fo  fhould  I,  if  I  were 
one.  I  v^ould,  we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and  one 
mind  good  ;  O,  there  were  deiblation  of  goalers  and 
gallowfes ;  I  fpeak  againft  my  prefent  profit,  but  my 
wifh  hath  a  preferment  ia't.  [Exit, 

SCENE     IV. 

CymbelineV  Tent. 

Enter  Cymbeline,    Belarius,     Guiderius,    Arviragus, 
Piianio,   and  lords. 

C>'w.QTAND  by  my  fide,  you,  whom   the  Gods 

O     have  made 
Prefcrvers  of  my  Throne.     Wo  is  my  heart. 
That  tiie  poor    oldier,  that  fo  richly  fought, 
(Whofe  rags  fham'd  gilded  arms ;  wnofe  naked  breaft 
Stept  before  fhields  of  proof,)    cannot  be  found  : 
He  fhall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Gur  grace  can  make  him  fo» 
Bel.  9  I  uever  faw 

Such. 

'  9  /  never  faw 

Such  noble  fury  irfo  poor  a  thing  ;  _ 
Suchpr:cious  deeds  ia  cne  that  promiz'd  nought 
But  begg'ry  and  poor  hooks. ^     But  how  can  it  be   faiJ,    that 
•r.e,  whofe  ^carLcc-^ipromife  beggary ^  promircd  poor  Looks  too  ? 


goS  Cymbelin-e. 

Such  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing  : 

Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  nought 

But  begg'ry  and  poor  Luck. 

Cj»j.  No  tydings  of  him  ? 

P:/.  He  hath   been  fearch'd  among  the  dead  and 
living, 
But  no  trace  of  him.. 

Cym.  To  my  grief,   I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward  ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,   (theliver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britaim  i) 

\_7o  Bel.  Guid.  and  Arviragw 
By  whom,  I  grant,  (he  lives.     'Tis  now  the  time 
To  £ik  of  whence  you  are.     Report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  Gentlemen  : 
Farther  to  boall,  were  neither  true  nor  mcdell, 
Unlefs  I  add,  we're  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees ; 
Arife  my  Knights  o'th'  battle;   I  create  you. 
Companions  to  our  perion,  and  will  hi  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

r^/^r  Cornelius,  and  Ladies, 

There's  bufinefs  in  thefc  faces :  why  {o  fadly 
Greet  you  our  vidory  ?  you  look  like  Romani^. 
And  not  o'ch'  Court  of  Brztaine. 

Cor,  Hail,  great  King  ! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  1  mud  report 
The  Queen  is  dead. 

Gytn.  Whom  worfe  than  a  phyilcian 
Would  this  report  become  ?  but  I  confider, 
By  med'cine  life  may  beprolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  Dodtor  too.     How  ended  fhe  ? 


it  was  not  the  -  -)or  look  which  was  promiied  :  that  Vv'as  vi/ible- 
We  muft  read. 

But  begg'ry  and  poor  Luck. 

This  fets  the  matter  right,  and  makes  Beldrius  fpeak  (tn(t  and  to 
the  purpofe.  For  there  was  the  extraordinary  thing  ;  he  promis'd^ 
nothing  h^xt  poor  Luck,  and  yet  perform'dall  thefe  wonders. 

Con- 
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Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  herfelf  i 
Who,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Moil  cruel  to  her  felf.     What  fhe  confeft, 
I  will  report,  fo  pleafe  you  :  Thdfe  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err ;  who,  with  wet  cheeks, 
Wereprefent  when  (he  finifh'd. 
Cym.  Pr'ythee,  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  (he  confefs'd,  (lie  never  lov'd  you  :  only 
Affedled  Greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  Royalty,  was  wife  to  your  Place ; 
Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this  : 
And,  but  file  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  Daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to 
love 
With  fuch  integrity,  fhe  did  confefs. 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight ;  whofe  life. 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fne  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poifon. 

Cym.  O  moll  delicate  fiend  ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?  is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.  She  did  confefs,  fhe  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral  ,•  which,  being  took. 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring 
By  inches  waile  you.     In  which  time  fhe  purposed. 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kifTing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  fhew  :  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  fhe  had  fitted  you  with  her  craftj  to  work 
Her  fon  into  th'  adoption  of  the  Crown  : 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  ftrange  abience, 
Crew  fhamelefs,  defperate;  open't:,  in  defpight 
■  Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purp.ifes :  repenred. 
The  ills  fhe  haica'd  were  not  efiected  ;  fo, 
Defoairing,  dy'd. 

Cym.  Heard  you  ail  tni.%  her  Women  ? 
Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  youi  Highncfs. 
Cym    Mine  eyes 
Were  r;ot  in  fauk,  for  Hie  was  beautiful : 
Mine  ears,  thit  heivrd  her  Hatlery  j  nor  my  heart. 
That  thought  her  like  her  Seeming,  It  had  been  vicious 

To 
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To  have  miflrufted  her.     Yet,   oh  my  daughter  I 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thoumay'ft  fay, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.     Heav*n  mend  all  f 

SCENE     \^. 
£ttter  Lucius,  lachimo,  a/id  other  Roman  prifoners ; 

Leonatus  behind,  and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'ft  not,  Caius,  now  for  Tribute  ;  That 
The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one  ;  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  fuit. 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  flaughter 
Of  you  their  Captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted. 
So,  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war ;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  fhould  not,    when   the  blood  was  cold,    have 

threatned 
Our  Prifoners  witH  the  fword.     But  fince  the  Gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ranfomc,  let  it  come.     SufHceth, 

A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  fufFer. ... 

Augujius  lives  to  think  on't— — -And  fo  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 

I  will  intreat :  my  boy,  a  Briton  born. 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd  ;  never  mafter  had 

A  pagefo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent. 

So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true. 

So  feat,  fo  nurfe-like  j  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requeft,  which,  I'll  make  bold,  yourHighncfs 

Cannot  deny  :  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm. 

Though  he  hath  ferv'd  a  Roman.     Save  him.  Sir, 

And  fpare  no  blood  befide. 

Cym.  I've  furely  feen  him  i 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me.  Boy, 
Thou  haft  look'd  thy  felf  into  my  grace. 
And  art  mine  own.     I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore. 
To  fay,  live,  boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter,  live  i 
And  alk  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt. 
Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  ftate,  I'll  give  it : 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner, 
Jhenobleft  ta'cn.  Jtm, 
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Imo,  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad  ; 
And  yet,  I  know,  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  No,  no,  alack, 
There's  other  work  in  hand  ;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  mc,  as  death ;  your  life,  good  mailer, 
Muft  fhuffle  for  it  fclf. 

Luc.  The  boy  difdains  me. 
He  leaves  me,  (corns  me  :  briefly  die  their  joys. 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys  I 
Why  (lands  he  fo  perplext  ? 

Cym.  What  would'll  thou,  boy  ? 
I  love  thee  more  and  more :  think  more  and  more. 
What's  beft  to  aik.     Know*ll  him   thou  look'Il  on  ? 

fpeak. 
Wilt  have  him  live  ?  is  he  thy  kin  ?    thy  friend  ? 

Imo.  He.  is  a  Roman  ;  no  more  kin  to  me. 
Than  I  to  your  Highnefs :  who,  being  born  your  vafTal, 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  eye'fl  him  fo  ? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  pleaf? 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  lend  my  beft  attention.     What's  thy  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page; 
I'll  be  thy  matter  :  walk  with  me,  fpeak  freely. 

[Cymbel.  and  Imo.  fujalk  ajide, 

Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death  ? 

Arnj.  '  One  fand  another 
Not  more  refembles,  than  He  th*  fwect  rofie  lad. 
Who  dy'd  and  was  Fidele.     What  think  you  ? 

Guid.  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

Bil.  Peace,  peace,  fee  more  j  he  eyes  us  not ;  for- 
bear. 


1  One  fand  another 

Not  more  refembles  THAT  fweet  rojie  lad,]  A  flight  corrup- 
tion has  made  nonfenfe  of  this  paflage.  One  grain  might  refemblc 
another,  but  none  a  human  form.     We  ihould  read. 

Net  tnore  refembles  f   than   hk   'XiC  Jivect  roJie  lad. 

Creature* 
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Creatures  may  be  alike  :  were't  he,  Pm  fure. 
He  would  have  fpoke  fus. 

Guid.  But  we  faw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent :  let's  fee  further. 

Pif.  'Tis  my  miftrcfs [Jfide, 

Since  (he  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on. 

To  good  or  bad.        [Cymb.  and  Imog.  come  forvjard. 

Cym.  Come,  fiand  thou  by  our  fide. 

Make  thy  demand  aloud. Sir,  Step  you  forth, 

[Tolachimo;. 
Give  anfwer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely  ; 
Or,  by  our  Greatnefs  and  the  Grace  of  it. 
Which  is  our  Honour,  bitter  torture  fiiall 

Winnow  the  truth  from  falfliood^ On  ;    fpeak  tO> 

him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  Gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ririg. 

Poji.  What's  that  to  him  ? 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay, 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

lach,  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken  That, 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How  ?  me  ? 

lacb.  I  am  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  what 
Torments  me  to  conceal.     By  villany 
I  got  this  ring  ;   'cwas  Leonatus'  jewel, 
Whom  thou   didft  bani(h :    and     (which  more  may 

grieve  thee, 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
'Tvvixt   iky  and  ground.     Will  you   hear  more,  my 
lord  ? 

Cym.  AD  that  belongs  to  this. 

lach.  That  paragon  thy  daughter. 
For  vi hom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember, give  me  leave,  I  faint.' 

Cym.    My   daughter,     whac  of    her  ?    renew   thy 
ftrengrh  ? 
I'd  rather  thou  fhould'ft  live,  while  nature  will. 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more  :  urive,  man,  and  fpeak. 

lach.  Upon  a  time,    ^uiihappy  va-  tiie  clock. 
That  flruck  iht  hour  i)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 

The 
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The  manfion  where)  'twas  at  a  feaft,  (oh,  would 

Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd  !  or  at  lead, 

Thofe  which  1  heav'd  to  head  :)  the  good  Pofthumus  — 

(What  Ihould  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 

Where  ill  men  were  ;  and  was  the  beft  of  all 

Amongft  the  rar'fl  of  good  ones) .  fitting  fadly. 

Hearing  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy 

For  Beauty,  th.it  mads  barren  the  fwell'd  Boaft 

Of  him  that  bell  could  fpeak ;  *  for  feature,  laming 

The 

s  For  isTLtMXCy  laming]   Feature,  for  proportion  of  parts,  wliich 
Mr,  Theobald  not  undcrftanding,  would  alter  to  Jlature. 


—  '         '  ' '         f°^  feature,  la:nii7^ 

The  fnrine  of  Venus,    or  Jirdight-pight  Minerva, 
Pnjlnres  beyond  brief  nature  ;  ~]  /'.  e.   The  anc:ej)t  ft5tues  of 
Ver.us  and  Alifier-va,  which  exceeded,   in  beauty  of  ex?.a  propor- 
tion, any  living  bodies,  the  work  o'i  brief  nature,    i.e.  of  ha(lv 
unelaboratc  nature.     He  gives  the  fame  charadler  of  the  beauty  of 
the  Antique  in  Antony  and  Cleopatra  : 

O'er. pis? uring  that  Venus  ivhere  lue  fee 
The  fancy  out- work  nature. 

It  appears,  fronn  a  number  of  fuch  pafTages  as  thefe,  that  our  au- 
thor was  not  ignorant  of  the  fine  arts.  A  paffage  in  Dc  PilcC 
Cours  de  peinture  par  privcipes  will  give  great  light  to  the  beauty  of 
the  text.  —  Peu  de  fentimcns  cnt  ete'partagex  fur  la  beaute'  de 
r  antique.  Les  gens  d'efprit  qui  aiment  les  beaux  arts  ont  eftime 
dans  tous  les  terns  ces  merveilleux  ouvrages.  Noui  njoyons  dam  les 
anciem  Auteurs  quantite' de  pafjages  on  potir  loiier  les  beautez  vi- 
vantes  on  les  comparoit  aux  ftatues.  Ne  'vows  imagine^:,  (dit 
Maxime  de  Tyr)  de  fowvoir  jamais  trowver  une  beaute  naturelle 
qui  h  dijpute  aux  ftatu'es.  Ovid,  ou  ilfait  la  defcription  de  Cyllare* 
le  plu%  beau  de  Centaures,  dit  Qu'  il  avoit  une  fi  gr^nde  vivacite 
dans  le  vifage,  que  fe  col,  les  epaules,  les  mains,  Sc  V  cflomac  en 
etolent  fi  beaux  qu'  on  pouvoit  ailurer  qu'  en  tout  ce  qu'il  avoit  de 
r  hommec'etoit  la  menie  beaute  que  Ton  remarqnedans  les  fta^ues 
les  p'us  parfaites,  Et  Pbilcfrate,  parlant  de  la  bcuutc  dcNcoptcleme 
&  de  la  resemblance  qu  'il  avoit  avec  fon  pere  Achille,  dit,  Qu'en 
beaute  fon  pere°  avoit  autant  d'  avantage  fur  lui  que  les  Ihtues  en 
ont  fur  les  beaux  Ifommes.  Les  auteurs  modernes  ont  fuivi  ces 
memes  fsntimens  fur  hibeaute  de  V  Antique,  je  reporterai  feule- 
ment  celui  de  Scaliger.  Le  Moyen,  dit  il,  que  nous  puiflions 
rienvoir  qmaproche  de  la  perfedtion  des  belles  ftatuej,  puifqu'  il 
eftpermis  a  1'  art  de  choifir,  deretrancber,  d'  adjouter,  dc  diriger, 
&  qu'  au  contrarie,  la  nature  s'eft  toujours  akeree  dcpuis* 
Vot.VII,  p  ^    1^ 
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The  fhrine  of  Venusy   or  ftraight-pight  Minervxt 

Poftures  beyond  brief  nature  ;  for  condition, 

A  /hop  of  all  the  qualities,  that  man 

Loves  woman  for ;  befides  that  hook  of  wiving, 

Fairnefs,  which  (Irikes  the  eye- * 

Cypt.  I  fland  on  fire. 

Come  to  the  matter. 

lach.  AW  too  foon  I  (hall, 

Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quickly.— This  Poflhumus^ 

(Mod  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 

That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint ; 

And,   not  difpraifnig  whom  we  prais'd,  (therein 

He  v/as  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 

His  miilrefs'  pidlure;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made. 

And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 

Were  crack'd- of  kitchen-trulls,  or  his  defcription 

Pfov'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  th'  purpofe. 
lach.  Your  daughter's  chaftity;  —  there  it  begins: 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  fhe  alone  were  cold  ;  whereat,  I,  wretch!    ■ 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife  j  and  wag'd  with  iim 
PJere:^  of  gold,  'gainft  This  which  then  he  wofc 
Upo'.i  his  honour'd  finger,    to  attain 
Jn  fuit  the  place  of 's  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery.     He,  true  Knight, 
No  lelTer  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  Ikkcs  this  ring  ; 
And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Pl'ophus^  wheel;  and  might  fo  fafely,  had,  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  's  Car.     Away  to  Britaine 
FolH  inthis  defign  :   well  may  you,  Sir, 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught 
"By  your  challe  daughter  the  wide  difference 

la  creation  du  premier  homme  en  qui  Dieu  joJgnit  la  beaute  de  la 
forme  a  celle  de  T  innocence.  This  laft  <juotation  from  Scaliger 
well  explains  what  Shakejpcar  meant  by 
Brief  Nature ; 
/.  e.  inelaborate,  hnfty,  and  carelefs  as  to  the  elegance  of  form,  in 
tfXptOiof  art,  wliich  ufes  the  peculiar  addrefs,^ above  explained, 
toMihs  at  perfedion. 

'Twixt 
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'Twixt  amorous,  and  villainous.     Being  thus  quench*d 

Of  Hope,  not  Longing,  mine  Italian  brain 

*Gan  in  your  duller  Britatne  operate 

Moft  vilely  :  for  my  vantage  excellent ; 

And,  to  be  brief,    my  pradice  fo  prevail'd. 

That  I  return'd  wich  fimular  proof  enougk 

To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad. 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown. 

With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 

Of  chamber- hanging,  pidures,   this  her  bracelet  ; 

(Oh,  cunning !  how  I  got  it)  nay,  fome  marks 

Of  fecret  on  her  perfon  ;  that  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  chaftity  quite  crack V, 

I  having  ta*en  the  forfeit ;  whereupon, 

Methinks,  I  fee  him  now 

Poft.  Ay,  fothoudo'ft,  [Coming forward. 

Italian  fiend  !  ah  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murtherer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  villains  paft,  in  Being, 
To  come— oh,  give  me  cord,   or  knife,  or  poifon, 
Some  upright  jufticer!  Thou,  King,  fend  out 
For  torturers  ingenious  j  it  is  I 
That  all  th'  abhorred  things  o'  th'  earth  amend, 
By  being  worfe  than  they.     I  am  Pojlhumus 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter  ;— villain-like,  I  lie  ; 
That  caus'd  a  leffer  villain  than  myfelf, 
A  facrilegious  thief,  to'do't.     The  temple 
Of  virtue  was  (he,  yea,  and  She  herfelf.  — 
Spit,  and  throw  ftones,  call  mire  upon  me,  fet 
The  dogs  o*  th'  ftreet  to  bay  me:  every  villain 
Be  caird  Pojlhumus  Leonatus,  and 

£e  villany  lefs  than  'twas ! Oh  Imogen! 

My  Queen,  my  life,  my  wife  I  oh  Imogen! 
Imogen,    Imogen  ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord,  hear,  hear « 

Pojl.  Shall's  have  a  Play  of  this  ? 
Thou  fcornful  page,  there  lie  thy  part. 

[Striking  her,  Jhe  falls, 

Pif  Oh,  gentlemen,  help. 
Mine,  and  your  miftrefs— Oh,  my  lord  Pojlhumus ! 

P  2  Vou 
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You  ne^erkiird  Imogen  'till  now, — help,  help, 

Mine  honourM  lady  — . 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Poji.  How  come  thefe  ftaggers  on  me  ? 

Pif.  Wake,  my  miftrefs ! 

Cym,  If  this  be  fo,    the  Gods  do  mean  to  flrihe  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pif.  How  fares  my  rni.'^refs  ? 

hno.  O,  get  thee  from  my  (3ght; 
Thou  gav'H  me  poifon  :  darg'rous  fellow,  hence  ! 
Breaths  not,  where  Princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen  ! 

Pif.  hzAy,  the  Gods  throw  flones  of  fulphur  on  me. 
If  what  I  gave  you  was  not  riiought  by  me, 
A  precious  thing  :  I  had  it  from  the  Qjieen, 

Cyfn.  New  matter  ftill  ? 

Imo.  It  poifon'd  me. 

Ccr.  Oh  Gods  f 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confefs'd, 
Vvhich  muft  approve  thee  honeft.     li  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  Hie,  giv'n  his  mifiTefs  that  confedion. 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  fhe  is  ferv'd 
As  I  would  ierve  a  rat. 

C-jfn.  What's  this,  Cornelius  f 

Cor.  The  Queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importun'd  me 
To  temper  poifons"  for  her  i  ftill  pretending 
The  fatiffadion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,   as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  elteem  ;  I,  dreading  that  herpurpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  ItufF,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  life  ;  but,  in  ihort  time. 
All  ofiices  of  nature  ftiould  again 
Po  their  di.  '^  fund'ons.     Have  you  ta'en  of  ic  \ 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel-  My  boys,   theie  was  our  error. 

Cuid.  This  is,  fure,  Fidtle. 

hno.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from 
yoLi  ? 

Think, 
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3  Think,  that  you  are  upon  a  mock,  and  now 
Throw  me  again.       [Thro'whjg  her  arms  about  his  neck, 

Poft.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul, 
'Tiil  the  tree  die  ! 

Cym.  How  now,   my  flefli  ?  my  child  ? 
What,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  ail  ? 
Wile  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  Bleffing,  Sir.  [Kneel/ag, 

Bel.  Tho'  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not. 
You  had  a  motive  for't.  [To  Guid.  Arvif. 

Cym.  My  tears,  that  fall. 
Prove  holy- water  on  thee!  Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I'm  forry  for't,  my  lord. 

Cy?n.  Oh,  (he  was  naught ;  and  long  of  her  it  was. 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangely  j   but  her  fon 
Ib  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where, 

Pif.  My  lord. 
Now  fear  is  from  me.  Til  fpeak  truth.     Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  miinng,  came  to  me 
With  his  fword   drawn,  foam'd   at  the   mouth,  and 

Avore, 
If  Idifcover'd  not  which  way  fhe  v/ent. 
It  was  my  inilant  death.     By  accident 
I  had  a  feigred  letter  of  my  mafter's 
Then  in  my  pocket;  which  direded  her 
To  feek  him  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford : 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mailer's  garments. 
Which  he  inforc'd  from"  me,  away  he  polls 
With  unchalle  purpofe,  and  with  oath  10  violate 
My  lady's  honour:  What  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not.  • 

3  Thir.hy   that  you   are  upon  a  rock,  and  tio^ 

Throiv  me  again. \     What  occafioncd  thefe  words,   was  h-r 
hu/band's  linking  her  before  he  knew  her,  and  faying, 
Shall' s  have  a  Play  of  this, 
Thou  fcornful  Page,  there  lye  thy  part. 
So  that  'tis  plain  the  true  reading  is, 

Think,  that  you  are  upon  a  MOCK. 
?.  ^.  a  farce,      ftage-play,     Eefides,  the  common  veading  is  non- 
fenfe. 

P  3  Guid. 
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Ciiid.   Let  ir.e  end  the  flory ; 
1  ilew  him  there. 

C  ?n.  Marry,   the  Gods  forefend  ! 
I  would  not,    thy  good  Qttds  fhould  from  mylips 
Fluck  a  hard  fcntence  :    pr'ythee,   valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Guid.  I've  fpoke  it,   and  I  did  it. 

Cym.    He  was  a  Prince. 

Guid.    A  moft  inciv'il  one.     The  wrongs  he  did  me,, 
Were  nothing  prince  like;    for  he  did  provoke  me 
Wiih  language  that  would  make  me  fpurn  the  fea. 
Could  it  fo  rear  to  me.     I  cut  cff's  head  ; 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  itanding  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.   Pm  forry  for  thee  j 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  mufl 
Jliid'.re  our  law  :   thouVt  dead. 

Jmo.    That  headlefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  ofFender, 
Arid  take  him  from  our  prefence. 

Be/   Stay,  Sir  King, 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
Ac  well  defcendcd  as  thy  ielf ;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,    than  a  band  ot   Clotens 

Had  ever  fear  for.' —Let  his  arms  alone  ; 

f  TV  the  Guardi 
They  were  not  born  f<:)r  bondage. 

Cym.    Why,    old  Soldier, 
Wile  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
+  By  haili!?g  o^  our  wrath  }   how  of  defeeut 
As  good  af  we  ? 

J}^j.    In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

4-  Py  TASTING   of  our  ivrcth  ? ]  But  how  did  Belarius 

v)uio  or  fcrfeit  his  merit  by  tajiing  or  feeling  the  King's  wrath? 
We  /hould  re?d. 

By  HASTING  of  our  ivrath  f 

I.  c.  by  haftcnirjj;,  provoking  j  and  as  fuch  a  provocation  is  'jndu>- 
tifal,  th;  de.-Ticrit,  coj-ieq/.entJy,  undces  cr  makes  void  his  lbrn:-.cc 
"v.crch.,  c:id  aii  prLtcnfiti^i  re  iev.  aid,. 

Cxm». 
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Cym.  And  thou  fhalt  die  for't. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three, 
But«  1  will  prove,   that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  Tvegiv'n  out  of  him.     My  fons,   1  maft. 
For  my  own  part,   unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech. 
Though,    haply,    well  for  you, 

Jr<v.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guid.   And  our  good,  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave : 
Thou  had'il,  great  King,  a  fubjea^  wha  was  caird 
BeJarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?   a  banifti'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 
Affum'd  this  age ;    indeed,  a  banifliM  man  ; 
I  know  not  how,   a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence. 
The  whole  world  (hall  not  fave  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot  : 
Firft,  pay  me  for  the  nurfing  of  thy  fons  J 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo   fooa 
As  I've  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.    Nurfmg  of  my  fons  ? 

Bel.    I  am  too  blunt,  and  faucy  ;   here's  my  knee  t 
Ere  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  fons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father. 
And  think  they  are  my  fons,  are  none  of  mine; 
They  are  the  ilTue  of  your  loins,   my  liege. 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.    How  ?    my  iffue  ? 

Bel.  So  fure,  as  you,  your  father's:   I,    old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  fometime  bani(h'd  j 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  offence,  my  punifnment 
It  felf,  and  all  my  treafon  :    That  I  fuffer'd, 
V/as  all  the  harm  I  did.     Thefe  gentle  Princes 
(^or  fuch  and  fo  they  are,)   thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up ;  fuch  arts  they  have,   as  I 
Could  put  into  them.     Sir,  my  breeding  was. 
As  your  Grace  knows.     Their  nurfe  Euripbiie, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,   ftole  thefe  children 

F  4  Upon 
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Upon  my  banifliment  :  I  mov'd  her  to't ; 
Having  receiv'd  the  punifhment  before. 
For  1  hat  which  I  did  then.     Beaten  for  loyalty. 
Excited  me  to  treafon.     Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  (hap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  ftealing  them.     But,    Sir, 
Here  are  your  fons  again  ;    and  I  muft  lofe 
Two  of  the  fwcet'ft  companions  in  the  world. 
The  benediction  of  thefe  covering  heav'ns 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  !  fo^they  are  worthy 
-*  To  in-lay  heav'n  with  ftars. 

Cym    Thou  weep'ft,  and  fpeak'ft  : 
The  fervice,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  than  this  thou  teH'ft.  I  loft  my  children  — 
If  thefe  be  they,   I  know  not  how  to  wilh 
A  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

Be/.  Be  pleas'd  a  while- 

This  gentleman,   whom  I  call  Paladour, 
Moft  worthy  Prince,   as  yours,   is  true  Guiderius  : 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwoall,  Ar^iragus, 
Your  younger  princely  fon  ;    he.  Sir,   was  lapt 
In  a  moft  curious  mantle,   wrought  by  th'  hand 
Of  his  Queen- mother,  which,   for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  Aiole,  a  fanguine  ftar  -, 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he  ; 
Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  nat'ral  ftamp  : 
It  was  wife  Nature's  end,  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  \    ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more ;  bleft  may  you  be. 
That,   afxer  this  ftrange  ftarting  from  your  orbs. 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  !  oh  Imogen, 
Thou'ft  loft  by  this  a  kingdom. 

5  To  in-lay  hea-v'n  ivitbjian.']  The  thought  is  in  charafter, 
and  finely  expreffed  :  It  alludes  to  the  cuilom  of  deifying  heroic 
men,  and  coiiverting  them  into  ftars. 
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Into.  No,  my  lord  : 
I've  got  two  world's  by't.     Oh,  my  gentle  brothers. 
Have  we  thus  met  ?   oh,   never  fay  hereafter, 
But  I  am  trueft  fpeaker.     You  cail'd  me  brother. 
When  I  was  but  your  fifter  :   I,  you  brothers, 
When  ye  were  fo,   indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 

Aw.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Guid.  And  at  iirft  meeting  lov'd  ; 
Continued  (o,   until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor.  By  the  Queen's  dram  fhe  fwallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  inftinft  ! 
When  fball  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  cjrcumftantial  branches,    which 
Diftindion  fhould  be  rich  in. — Where  ?  how  liv'd  you  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers  ?   how  firft  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court  ?  and  whither  ?  —  Thefc, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  ihould  be  demanded  ; 
And  all  the  other  by- dependances 
From  chance  to  chance  :  but  not  the  time,  nor  plac^ 
Will  ferve  long  interrogatories.     See, 
Poji humus  anchors  upon  Imogen  ;  - 
And  fhe,  like  harmlefs  lightning,   throws  her  eye 
On  him*,  her  brothers,    me,  her  maimer  j   hitting 
Each  objeft  with  a  joy.     The  counter- change 
Is  fev'rally.  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground. 
And  fmoak  the  temple  with  our  facrilices. 
Thou  art  my  brother  j  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 

[To  Eslarius,' 

Imo.  You  are  my  father  too,   and  did  relieve  me. 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon  ! 

Cym:  All  o'erjoy'd. 
Save  thefe  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  fhall  tafte  our  comfort. 

Imo.  My  good  mafler, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 

Luc.  Happy  be  you  ! 

CjOT.  The  forlorn  foldier,  thatfo  nobly  fousht, 

?  5  He 
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He  would  have  well  become  this  place,  and  gracM 

The  thankings  of  a  King. 
Pojl.  'Tis  I  am.   Sir, 

The  foldier,    that  did  company  thefe  three. 

In  poor  Befeeming  :    'twas  a  fitment  for 

The  purpofe  I  then  followed.     That  I  wns  he. 

Speak,    lachltno,    I  had  you  down,    and  might 

Have  made  your  finifh. 
lack.   I  am  down  again  : 

But  now  my  heavy  confeience  ffnks  my  knee,   IKneels^ 

As  then  your  force  did.  Take  that  life,  'befeech  you,. 

Which  I  fo  often  owe  ;   but,  your  ring  firft  i 

And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truefl  Princefs, 

That  ever  fwore  her  faith. 
Poji.  Kneel  not  to  me  :• 

The  power,  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpareyou  :. 

The  malice  tow'rds  yru,   to  forgive  you.     Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better  ! 

Cym.    Nobly  doom'd  : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  fon-ia-lavv  ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

At'v.  You  help'd  us.  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean,  indeed,  to  be  our  brother  ; 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

PbJ}-.  Your  fervant.  Princes.  Good  my  lord  of  Komi^ 
Call  forth  your  Boothfayer.  As  I  llept,    methought. 
Great  Jupiter^    upon  his  eagle  back'd, 
Appear'd  to  me,    v^ith  other  fprightly  (hews 
Of  mine  own  kindred.     When  I  wakM,   I  found 
This,  label  on  my  bofom  ;   whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,   that  I  can 
Make  no  coiletlion  of  it.     Let  him  Ihew. 
His  {kill  in  the  conftrudion. 

Luc.   Philarmojius^ • 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning-.. 

[Reads. J 
"P^HEN  as  a.  lien's  nvhelp  Jhall,    to  himfelfun^m^n, 
iKhhout  fe  eking  find,  and  be  emhrac'dby  apiece  of 
tendsr  air  I  and  <whcn  from  d  fiat  ely  cedar /halt  be  lopt 
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h-anches,  nvhichy  ^ding  dead  many  years ^Jh all  after  re- 
*vinje\  he  jointed  to  the  old  Jlock^  and  frejhly  f^roiv  \  then 
Jhall  Pollhamus  end  his  miferies,  Bumne  he  fortunate, 
and  fiourijh  in  peace  and  plenty, 

ThoiT,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp  ; 

The  lit  and  apt  conftrudion  of  thy  name, 

Being  Leonatus^  doth  import  fo  much  : 

The  piece  of  tender  air,   thy  virtuous  daughter, 

\^o  Cymbclinc. 
Which  we  call  ^^.ollis  Aer  ;  and  Mollis  Aer 
We  term  it  Mulier  :  which  Mulier,  I  divine, 
Is  this  mort  conrtant  wife  ;    who,  even  now, 
Ant'wering  the  letter  of  the  Oracle, 
Unknown  to  you,  unfought,   were  dipt  about 
With  this  mod  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  has  fome  fecming. 

Sooth.  The  lofty   cedar,   royal  CymbeUne^, 
Penbnates  thee  ;  and  thy  lopt  branches  point 
Thy  two  fons  forth  :   who,  by  Belarius  ftol'n. 
For  many  years  thougiit  dead,  are  now  reviv'd, 
To  the  majellick  ceaar  join'd ;    whofe  Inue 
Promifes  Briiaine  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  My  peace  we  will  begin,  and,  Caius  Lucius.) 
Although  the  vidor,  we  fubmit  to  Cafar^ 
And  to  the  Roman  Empire  ;  promifing 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,    from  the  which 
We  were  difluaded  by  our  wicked  Queen  ; 
On  whom  heav'n's  juilice  (both  on  her,  and  hers) 
Hath  laid  moll  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  the  Powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace  :  the  vifion, 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  ftroke 
Of  tnis  yet  fcarce-ccld  battle,   at  this  inftant 
Is  full  accomplifh'd.     For  the   Roman  eagle. 
From  fouth  to  welt  on  wing  foaring  aloft, 
Leffen'd  her  felf,   and  in  the  beams  o'th'  fun 
So  vaniili'd  ;  which  fore-ihewM  our  princely  eagle, 
Th'  impenal  Canary  fhould  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymheline^ 
Which  ihines  here  in  the  wefC 

Cm, 
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Cym.  Laud  we  the  Gods ! 
And  let  the  crooked  fmoaks  climb  to  their  NoMs 
From  our  bleft  altars !  publifh  we  this  Peace 
To  all  our  Subjeds.     Set  we  forward  :  let 
A  Roman  and  a  Britijh  Enfign  wave 

AndtnrlX^"';  ^V^''""^^  ^«^'s  town  march: 
And  m  the  Temple  of  great  Jupiter 

Our  Peace  we'll  ratifie.     Seal  it  with  feafts. 
Set  on,  there  :     Never  was  a  War  did  ceafe, 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wafli'd,  with  fuch  a  Peace. 

[Exeunt  dmnef. 


TROJLUS 


T  R  0  I  L  U  S 


AND 
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PROLOGUE. 

TN  Troy,  there  Ves  the  fcene  :  from  If.es  of  Greece. 

The  Princes  orgl/7ous,  their  high  blood  chaf  d^ 
Have  to  the  Port  o/Athens/ent  their  Jhips^ 
Fraught  ivith  the  minijl&n  and  infirument s 
Of  cruel  ivar.      Sixty   and  nine,   thativore 
Their  Crqpvnets  regal,  from  M' Athenian  bav 
Put  forth  to^vard  Phrygia,    and  their  <VQnjj  is  made 
To  ranfack  Troy  i    njuithin  ^vhofe  ftrong  Immures , 
The  ranjijh'd  Helen,    Menelaus'  ^een. 
With  nvanton  Y2iU%fleeps  ;  andThai' s  the  parrel. 

To  Tenedos  they  come • 

jind  the  deep-dranving  Barks  do  there  di forge 

Their  ^warlike  fraughtpo^e.      Noixj  on  Dardan  plains^ 

Ihe  frejh,    and  yet  unbruifed,   Gretk.'i  do  pitch 

Their  brave  Pavillicns.      Prmm'sfx  Gates  i^th'  City, 

(Dardan,  and  Thymbria,  Ilia,    Scaea,  Troien, 

u^'nd  Antenorides,)  ivith  maffy  Jiaples 

And  correfponfive  and  fulfilling  bolts y 

*  S per  re  up  the  fons  of  Troy .  — — — . 

Noiv  expectation  t!ckling  skitt[ih  fpirit^ 

On  one  and  other  (tde^   Trojan  and  Greek, 

Sets  all  on  hazard.      And  hither  am  I  come 

A  Prologue  arm'' d,  (but  not  in  confdence 

Of  Author'' s  pen,    or  Atior  s  ixoice  ',   hut  fuited 

In  like  conditions  as  our  Argument  •-,) 

To  tell  you y    (fair  Beholders)  that  our  play 

Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and  firjilings  of  thofe  broils, 

'^Ginning  ith'  middle :  Jlarting  thence  aiuay^ 

To  nvhat  may  be  digejled  in  a  Play. 

Like,  or  fnd  fault ^—^  do y  as  your  pleafures  are  y. 

No'W  goody  or  had,    ^tis  but  the  chance  ofnxar, 

\  Stirre  up  the  fom  of  Troy—]    Vulg.  Gorreiled,  as  ih  the 
text;  by  Mr.  Theobald, 

Dramatis^ 
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Dramatis  Perfonge. 

PRIAM,     -) 

Hedor,, 

Troilus, , 

Paris, 

Deiphobus,       J^TROJANS. 

Helenas, 

^neas, 

Pandarus, 

Antenor, 

ji  baflard  Son  of  Priam. 

Agamemnon, 
Achilles, 
Ajax, 
Menelaus,. 
Ulyffes, 
Neflor, 
Diomedes, .       | 
Patroclus,  I 

Therfites,.        f 
Galchas,  J ' 

Helen,  Wife  to  Menelaus,   in  Lo*vi  njoifi  Paris. 
Andromache,   Wife  to  Hedlor. 
Caflandra,   Daughter  to  Priam,  a  Propletefs. 
Creffida,  Daughter  to  Calchas,   in  k^e  ^itb  Troilu*] . 

Alexander,    Creffida' j  Man, 
Boy,  Page  tol^xo\\\i%. 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  nuith  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  Troys  andthi  Grecian  Camp,  befort  iL 


^GREEKS, 


[  3^9  ] 


'  Troilus  and  CreJJida. 

ACTL       SCENE     I. 

The  Palace   In    T  R  o  Y. 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Troilus^ 

T  R  o    I  L  u  3. 

C^  A  L  L  here  my  varlet ;    Pll  unarm  agam. 
.   Why  ihould  I  war  without  the  walls  of  T^royy 
That  find  fuch  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojany   that  is  mafter  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  field ;   7roilus,   alas !   hath  none. 
Pan.   Will  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended  ? 
Troi.  *  The  Greeks  are  ftrong,  and  Ikilful  to  their 
ftrength, 

*  Fierce  to  their  fkill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant. 

*  But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 

*  'Tamer  than fheep^   *  fonder  than  ignorance  ; 

1  Trcilus  and  CreJJida,']  Before  this  play  of  Troilus  and  CreJJida y 
printed  in  i6oo,  is  a  Bookfeller's  preface,  fhewing  that  firft  im» 
preflion  to  have  been  before  the  play  had  been  adled,  and  that  it 
was  pubhfhed  without  Shake/pear's  knowledge,  from  a  copy  that 
had  falFn  into  the  Bookfeller's  hands.  Mr.  Dryden  thinks  this 
one  of  the  firft  of  our  author's  plays  ;  but  on  the  contrary,  it 
may  be  judged  from  the  forementioned  preface  that  it  was  one  of 
his  laft  ;  and  the  great  number  of  obfervations  both  moral  and  po- 
litick, (with  which  this  piece  is  crowded  more  than  any  other  of 
his)  feems  to  confirm  my  opinion.  Mr.  Pope^ 

a     ■     '■■■  i^n^txtban  ignorance  jj  Fondsr,  for  more  childifh. 

^  Lefs 
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I  Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night, 
•  And  ikiJl-lefs  as  unpradis'd  infancy. 

Pa»  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  :  for  my 
part  1 JI  not  meddle  nor  make  any  farther.  He,  that 
Will  have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat,  mull  needs  tarry  the 
grinding.  ^ 

Trot.  Have  I  not  tarried  } 
boi^tin*.  ^^'  '^^  Sending;   but  you   mufl  tarry  the 

Troi.  Have  I  not   tarried  ? 

Pa».  Ay,  the,  boulting  ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the 
ieav  ning.  ^ 

Troi.  ^\\\\  have  I  tarried. 

Pan  Ay  to  the  leav'ning  :  but  here's  yet  in  the 
word  hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  of  the 
cake,  the  heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking  ^  nay, 
youmuft  %  the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  o 
Durn  your  hps. 

n  ^w'/^u?"'^^  ^'^  ^'^^  ^^^^'  ^°^^«^^^  e'er  fhe  be, 
i->oth  leffer  blench  at  fufFerance,    than  I  do. 
At  Priam^s  royal  table  do  I  fit ; 
And  when  fair  Gy^^^  comes  into  my  thoughts, 
5>o,  traitor  \—  when  Ihe  comes  ?  when  is  <he  thence  ?" 
Pan.  Well,  fhe  looked  yeiler night  fairer  than  ever  I 
law  her  look,    or  any  woman  dk. 

Troi    J  was  about:  to  tell  thee,    when  mv  heart. 
As  wedged  with  a  figh,   would  rive  in  twain, 
i-eft  Hefzor  or  my  father  fhould  perceive  me  ; 
I  have  (as  when  the  fun  doth  light  a  florm) 
Buried  this  ^^n  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 
But  forrow,   that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefs, 
Us  like  tnat  mirth  Fate  turns  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  thaa 
^elen  s—  w^M  go  to,  there  were  no  more  comparifon 
between  the  women.  But,  for  my  part,  fhe  is  my 
Kinl woman  ;  I  would  not  (as  they  term  id  piaifeher— . 
but  I  would,  fomebody  had  heard  her  talk  yefterday, 
as  1  did  :  I  will  not  difpraife  your  filler  CaJTandra't 
wit,    but, -^ 

vJ^'^'t  ?  ^^'^'^^^^-^  •'  ^  '^^^  fhee,  Pandarus 

v>  nen  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lye  drown'd, 

Reply 
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Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 

They  lyeindrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 

In  Creffidf^  love.     Thou  anfwer'ft,  Ihe  is  fair  5 

Pour'ft  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 

Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  voice  j 

Handled  in  thy  difcourfe— -O  that !  her  hand  ! 

(In  whoie  comparifon,  all  whites  are  ink 

Writing  their  own  reproach)  to  whofefoft  feizure 

The  cignet's  down  is  harfh,   ?  and  (ipite  of  fenfe) 

Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman.  This  thou  teil'll  mej 

(As,  true  thou  tell'ft  me  \)  when  I  fay,   I  love  her  : 

But  faying  thus,  inftead  of  oil  and  balm. 

Thou  lay'rt,  in  every  gafh  that  love  hath  given  mc,^ 

The  knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  fpeak  no  more  than  truth, 

Tm.  Thou  doll  not  fpeak  fomuch. 

Pan.  'Fairh,  Til  not  meddle  in't.    Let  her  be  as  Ihc 
is,  if  fhe  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her  ;  an  fhe  be  not^ 
4-  fhe  has  the  'mends  iii  her  own  hands. 

^roi.  Good  Pandartti  \   how  now,  Fandarus  ? 

Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought 
on  of  her,  and  i  1  thought  on  of  you  :  gone  betweenand 
between,  but  fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Troi.   What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus  ?  what,  with 
me  ? 

Pan.  Becaufe  (he  is  kin  to  me,  therefore  Ihe's  not 
fo  fair  as  Helen  ;  an  (he  were  not  kin  to  me,  (he 
would  be  as  fair  on  Friday^  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But 
what  care  I  ?  1  care  not,  an  (lie  were  a  black  a-moor  j 
'tis  all  one  to  me. 

Troi.  Say  1,  (he  is  not  fair  T 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether   you  do  or  no.     She*s  a 

3 ar.ci  sviKlT  of  fcnfe 

Ha' d  as  the ^alm  of  ploughman. — ]  Read,  and  {sPlTT..  of 
/^;r/I'j  in  a  parenthefis.  Th^  n-.eaning  is,  tho'  our  lenfes  contra- 
dicl  it  never  fo  much,  yet  the  cigrec''s  dotvn  is  not  only  harfh, 
wlien  compared  to  the  lortnefs  of  Crejfid^  hand,  but  ha  d  fis  the 
handof  plo::ghman.  Spit:,  I  fuppofe,  was  fiift  corruptsd  to^?-/f<?, 
and  from  thence  zro^t/pin't. 

4  Jb:  has  the  ^a-ends  in  her  cti'r  hands. 1     i.  e.  fhe  may  paint  ani 
mend  her  con^Flsxion, 

fool 
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fool  to  ftay  behind  her  father  ;  let  her   to  the  Qreeh 
.nd  fo  I'll  tell  her  the  next  ti.e  I  fee  her  :  for^Ta/ti 
1  W  meddle  nor  make  no  more  i'th'  matter. 

^r^/.  Pandarus,' — -. 

Pan.  Not  I. 

^m.  Sweet  Pandarus,  - 


P«;?.  Pray  you,  fpeak  no  more  to  me  ;  I  will  leave 
all  as  I  found  it,  and  there's  an  end.     [Exit  Pandarus. 

cr    '    r3  .  {.^ound  Alarum, 

im.  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours !  peace,  rude 
founds  ! 

Fools  on  both  fides Helen  mull  needs  be  fair 

When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus.' 

1  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument, 

It  is  too  ftarv'd  a  fubjea  for  my  Iword  : 

But  Pandarus^ O  Gods  I  how  do  you  placxue  me  ' 

I  cannot  come  to  6V<^^,  hnt  hyPandar;    '^ 
And  he's  as  teachy  to  be  woo'd  to  wooe, 
As  fhe  is  ftubborn-chali  againft  all  fute. 
Tell  me,  Jpollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
Wiiat  CreJ/ld  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  wc  : 
Her  bed  is  India,  there  ihe  lyes,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  fhe  refide's. 
Let  it  be  cali'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood  - 
Our  felf  the  rnerchant,  and  this  failing  Pandlr, 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

SCENE    ir. 

[Jlarum.']     Enter  ^neas. 

^«^.  How  now.   Prince  Troilus  ?    wherefore  not 
1  th'  field  ? 

Trot,  Becaufe  not  there  ;  this  woman^s  anfwer  forts. 
For  womanifli  it  is  to  be  from  thence  : 
What  news,  JEneas,  from  the  field  to  day  ? 

^ne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 

Iroi,  By  whom,  jEneas  ? 

Mne,   Troilus,    by  Menelaus, 

Troi.  Let  Paris  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  to  fcorn  : 
farti  IS  gor'd  with  Menelaus'  horn.  {Alarum. 

jSne-, 
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jEne.  Hark,  what  good  fport  is  out  of  town  to  day  > 
7roi.  Better  at  home,  if  'would  1  might,  were  may—^ 

But  to  the  fport  abroad are  you  bound  thither  ? 

Mne.  In  all  fwift  hafte. 

IroU  Come,  go  we  then  together.  {Exeunt^ 

SCENE    III. 

Changes  to  a  publick  Street,   near  the  Walls  of  Troy. 

Enter  CrefTida,  and  her  Servant, 

Cre.  TT  7  HO  were  thofe  went  by  ? 

VV       ^^^'  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cre.  And  whicher  go  they  ? 

Ser'v.  Up  to  th'  eaftern  tower, 
Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjcdl  all  the  vale. 
To  fee  the  fight.     ^  He^or,  whofe  patience 
Is,  as  the  Virtue,  fix'd,    to  day  was  mov'd  : 
He  chid  Andromache,   and  ilruckhis  armorer  ; 
And  like  as  there  were  husbandry  in  v/ar, 
7  Before  the  Sun  rofe,  he  was  harneft  light. 

And 


6   ■  Heftor,  inhere  patience 

Js^  ^i  A  ViR  T  UE,  fix  d, ]  Patience  fure  was  a  virtue, 

and  therefore  cannot,  in  propriety  of  exprefiion,  be   faid  to  be  like 
one.     We  ihould  read, 

/:,  aj  THE  Yiv.Tvie.jfix'd. 
i.  e.  his  patience  is  as  fixed  as  the  Goddefs  Patience  itfelf.     So  we 
iiftd  Troiiu:  a  iittle  before  laying, 

Patience  herfelf,  ivhst  Goddefs  erejhe  be. 
Doth  leffer  blench  at  fuffcrance,  than  I  do,  * 
It  is  remarkable  that  Drydct,  when  he  alter'd  this  play,  and  found 
this  faife  reading,  alter'd  it  with  judgment  to, 

' ivhofe  patience  ^ 

Is  fix'' d  like  that  of  Heav''n, 
which  he  would   not  have  done  had  he   {ecn  the   right   reading 
here  given,   where   his  thought  is    fo   much  better  and   nobler 
exprefled. 

7  Before  the  Sun  rofe,  he  ivas  harneft  light,]  Does  the  poet 
mean  (fays  Mr.  Theobald)  that  Hedlor  had  put  on  light  armour  ? 
mean!  what  elfe  could  he  mean  ?  He  goes  to  fight  on  foot  j  and 
was  not  that  the  armour  for  his  puipofe.  So  Fairfax  in  TaJJ'o^t 
Jerufaleri, 

The  other  Princes  put  on  harnefs  1 1  c  H  T 

As  footmen  ufe  —.»■-«  Vet, 
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And  to  the  field  goes  he ;  where  evVy  flower 
Did  as  a  prophet  weep  what  it  forefaw. 
In  He£Ior's  wrath. 

Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 

Ser.  The  noife  goes  thus ;  There  is  among  i\itGreeh 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  He^or, 
They  call  him  Jjax. 

Cre.  Good  ;  and  what  of  him  ? 

Ser.  They  fay,  he  is  a  very  man  per  fe,  and  (lands 
alone.  » 

Cre.  So  do  all  men,  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  fick,  or 
have  no  legs. 

Ser.  This  man,  lady,  hath  robbM  many  bealls  of 
their  particular  additions ;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lyon, 
churlifh  as  the  bear,  flow  as  the  elephant ;  a  man  into 
whom  Nature  hath  focrouded  humours,  ^  that  his  va- 
lour is  crufted  into  folly,  his  folly  fauced  with  difcre- 
tion :  there  is  no  man  hath  a  virtue,  that  he  hath  not  a 
glimpfe  of ;  nor  any  man  an  attaint,  but  he  carries 
ibme  (lain  of  it.  He  is  melancholy  without  caufe, 
and  merry   againd  the   hair  j    he  hath  the  joints  of 

Yet,  as  if  this  had  been  the  higheft  abfurdity,  he  goes  on,  Or  does 
he  mean  that  Hedlor  ivas  fprigbtly  in  his  arms  even  before  fun- 
rife  f  or  is  a  conundrum  aim'd  at,  in  Sun  rofe  and  karnfl  light  ? 
Was  any  thing  like  it  ?  but  to  get  out  of  this  perplexity,  he  telli 
us  that  a  'vgry  JJight  alteration  makes  all  thefe  conftruElions  un- 
necejjary,  and  fo  changes  it  to  harnefs-dight.  Yet  indeed  the 
veryilighteft  alteration  will  at  any  time  let  the  poet's  fenfc  ihro' 
the  critic's  fingers  :  And  the  Oxford  Editor  very  contentedly 
takes  up  with  what  is  left  behind,  and  reads  harnefs-digkt  too, 
in  otder,  as  Mi*.  Theobald  well  exprefles  it.  To  make  allconjiruEiion 
unnecejfary, 

8  that  his  -valour  is  crusht  into  folly,  his  felly  fauced  tvith 
d'fcretion  ;]  Valour  erupt  into  folly  is  nonfenfe  ;  but  it  is  of  the 
firft  editor's  making  ;  who  feeing  croudcd  go  before,  concluded 
that  erupt  (v/hich  is  oft  indeed  the  confequence)  muft  needs  fol-  j 
low.  He  did  not  obferve  that  the  poet  here  employs  a  Kitchen-  \ 
metaphor,  which  would  have  led  him  to  the  true  reading,  His 
-Nalour  is  crusted  into  folly,  his  folly  fauced  w/Vift  difcretion. 
Thus  is  Ajax  difhed  up  by  the  poet.  The  expreffion  is  humourous. 
His  temper  is  reprefented  as  fo  hot  that  his  valour  becomes  over- 
baked,  and  fo  is  crujied  or  hardned  into  folly  or  temerity  :  yet 
the  hardnefs  of  his  folly  h  fauced  or  foftcncd  with  difcretion,  and 
fo  made  palatable. 

every 
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zvtxy  thing,  but  every  thing  fo  out  cf  joint,  that  he  is 
a  gouty  Briareus,  many  hands  and  no  ufe  ;  or  purblind 
Argusy  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre.  But  how  fhould  this  man,  that  makes  mefmile, 
make  HeSior  angry  ? 

Ser.  They  fay,  he  yefterday  cop'd  He^or  in  the 
battle  and  firuck  him  down,  the  difdain  and  fharae 
whereof  hath  ever  fmce  kept  Hedor  failing  and 
waking. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Who  comes  liere  ? 

Ser.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus, 

Cre.  HeSior's  a  gallant  man. 

Ser.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Pan.  What's  that  ?  what's  that  ?     • 

Cre.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  CreJ/td ;  what  do  yoa 
talk  of  ?  9  Good  morrow,  Alexander  ;  —how  do  you, 
■coufin  ?  when  were  you  at  Ilium  ? 

Cr£,  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ?  was 
Eeaor  arm'd  and  gone,  ere  you  came  to  Ilium  ?  Helen 
was  not  up  ?  was  ihe  ? 

Cre.  Heaor  was  gone  ;  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

Pan.  E'en  fo  ;  Hedor  was  ftirring  early. 

Cre.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry  ? 

Cre.  So  he  fays,  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  fo  ;  I  know  the  caufe  too  :  he'll 
lay  about  him  today,  lean  tell  them  that;  and  there's 
^Lroilus  will  not  come  far  behind  him,  let  them  take 
heed  of  Troilus ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cre.  What  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.   Who,  Troilus? Troilus  is  the  better  man  of 

the  two. 


9  Good  morroiv^  Alexander  j]  .  This  h  added  in  all  the  edition! 
^?cry  abfurdly,  Paris  not  being  on  the  ftage.  Mr.  Pope. 

Cre. 
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Cre.  Ohy  Jupiter!  there's  no compariTon. 

Pan.  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  He/Ior  ?  do 
you  know  a  man,  if  you  fee  him  ? 

Cre.  Ay,   if  I  ever  faw  him  before,   and  knew  him. 

Pan.   Well,  I  fay,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cre.  Then  you  fay,  as  I  fay  ;  for,  1  am  fure,  he  is 
not  HeBor, 

Pan.  No,  nor  UeSior  is  not  Troilus,  in  fome  degrees. 

Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them,  he  is  himfelf. 

Pan.  Himfelf?  alas,  poor  Troilus  !  I  would,  he  were. 

Cre.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  'Condition,  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  India, 

Cre.  He  is  not  He£lor. 

Pan.  Himfelf?  no,  he's  not  himfelf;  'would,  he 
were  himfelf!  well,  the  Gods  are  above;  time  mull 
friend,  or   end;    well,   Troilus,    well,  I   would,   my 

heart  were  in  her  body  ! no,  Hedorh  not  a  better 

man  than  Troilus. 

Cre.  Excufeme. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th'  ether's  not  come  to't ;  you  ihall  tell  me 
another  tale,  when  th"'  other's  come  to't  :  HeSor  (hall 
not  have  his  wi:  this  year. 

Cre.  He  fliall  not  need  it,   if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Nor  his  Qualities. 

Cre.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.  'T would  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no  judgment,  Niece  ;   Helen  htxitli 
fwore  th'  other  day,  that  Troilus  for  a  brown  favour, (for 
fo  'tis,  1  muil  confefs)  not  brown  neither—— 

Cre.  No,  but  brown. 

Pan.  Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 

Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Paris* 

Cre.  W'hy,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Pan.  So  he  has. 

Cre.  Then  Troilus  fliould  have  too  much  ;  if  fhe 
prais'd  him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his ; 
he  having   colour  enough,  and  the  other  higher,   is 

too 
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too  flaming  a  praife  for  a  good  complexion.  I  had  as 
lieve  Helen  s  golden  tongue  had  commended  Troilus  for 
a  copper  nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves  him  better 
than  Paris. 

Cre.  Then  (he's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 

Pan.  Nay,  lamfure,  fhe  does.  She  came  to  him 
th'  other  day  into  the  compafs-window ;  and,  yoa 
know,  he  has  not  paft  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cre.  Indeed,  a  tapller's  arithmetick  may  focn  bring 
his  particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pa*t.  Why,  he  is  very  young  ;  and  yet  will  he 
within  three  pound  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  HeSIor. 

Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter  ?  - — • 

Pan.   But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him,  flic 
came  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin. 
r     Cre.  Juno^  have  mercy  !  how  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled.  I  think,  his 
fmiling  becomes  him  better,  than  any  man  in  all 
Phrygia. 

Cre.  Oh,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 

Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre,  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan.  Why,  go  to  then but  to  prove  to  yoa 

that  Helen  loves  Troilus. • 

Cre.  Troilus  will  iland  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove 
it  fo. 

Pan.  Troilus  f  why,  he  eileems  her  no  more  than  I 
efteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg,  as  well  as  you  love 
an  idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'th'  (hell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  think  how  (he 
tickled  his  chin  ;  indeed,  (he  has  a  marvellous  white 
hand,  I  muft  needs  confefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  Rack. 

Pan.  And  (he  takes  upon  her  to  fpy  a  white  hair  on 
his  chin. 

Cre.  Alas,  poor  chin  !   many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan  But  tliere  was  fuch  laughing.  Queen  Hecuha. 
laughi,  that  her  eyes  run  o'er. 

Vol.  VII.  CL  Cre. 
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Cre.  With  milftones. 
Pan.   And  Cajfandra  laught. 

Cre.  But  there  was   more  temperate  fire   under  the 
pot  of  her  eyes  j  did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  ? 
Pan.  And  Heaor  laught. 
Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 
Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  fpied  on 
^rGilus's  chin. 

Cre.  An't  had   been  a  green  hair,  I   fhould  have, 
laught  too. 

Pan.  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  hair,  as  at  hi* 
pretty  anfwer. 

Cre.  What  was  his  anfwer  ? 

Pan.   Quoth  (he,  here's  but  one  and  fifty  hairs  on 
your  chin,  and  one  of  them  is  white. 
Cre.  This  is  her  queftion. 

Pan,  That's  true7  make  no  queftion  of  that :  one  and 
fifty  hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white ;  that  white  hair 
is  my  father,  ard  all  the  reft  are  his  fons.  Jupiter  f 
quoth  ftie,  which  of  thefe  hairs  is  Parisy  my  hufband  ? 
the  forked  one,  quoth  he,  pluck  it  out  and  give  it  him  : 
but  there  was  fuch  laughing,  and  Helen  fo  blufti'd,  and 
Paris  fo  chaf 'd,  and  all  the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  paft. 
Cre.  So  let  it  now,  for  it  has  been  a  great  while 
going  by. 

Pan.  Well,  coufin,  I  told  you  a  thing  Yefterday ; 
think  on't. 

Cre.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  fworn,  'tis  true;  he  will  weep  you,  an 
'twere  a  man  born  in  Jpril.  \_Sound  a  retreat. 

Cre.  And  I'll  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere  a 
nettle  againft  May. 

Pan.  Hark,  they   are  coming  from  the  field  ;  ihall 
we  ftand  up  here,  and  fee  them,    as  they  pafs  towards 
Ilium  ?  good  niece,  do  ;  fweet  niece  CreJJida. 
Cre.  At  your  pleafure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place,  here  we 
may  fee  moft  bravely  ;  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their 
names  as  they  pafs  by  ;  but  mark  Iroilui  above  the 

r«ft. 

-/Eneas 
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^neas  paj/es  over   the  Jiage, 

Cre.  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pan.  That's  jEneas ;  is  not  that  a  brave  man  ?  he's 
one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy^  I  can  tell  you  j  but  mark 
Troilus i  you  {hall  fee  anon. 

Cre,    Who's  that? 

Antenor  pajfes  over  the  Jiage. 

Tan,  That's  Anterior^  he  has  a  ihrewd  wit,  I  can 
tell  you,  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  ;  he's  one 
o'  th'  foundeft  judgment  in  Troy  whofoever,  and  a 
proper  man  of  perfon  ;  when  comes  Troilus  ?  I'll  fhew 
you  Troilus  anon  ;  if  he  fee  me,  you  ihall  fee  him  nod 
at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 

Tan.  You  fliall  fee. 

Cre.  If  he  do,  '  the  mich  (hall  have  more. 
He£lor  pajfes  over. 

Tan,  That's  BeBor^  that,  that,  look  you,  that : 
there's  a  fellow  !  go  thy  way,  HeSIor  ;  there's  a  brave 
man,  niece:  O  brave  HeSlor  I  look  how  he  looks  I 
there's  a  countenance  !  is't  not  a  brave  man  ? 

Cre.  O  brave  man  \ 

Pan.  Is  he  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good,  * 

look  you,  what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet,  look  you 
yonder,  do  you  fee  ?  look  you  there  !  there's  no  jeftr- 
ing ;  there's  laying  on,  take't  off  who  will,  as  they 
fay,  there  be  hacks. 

Cre,  Be  thofe  with  fwords  ? 

Paris  pajfes  over. 

Tan,  Swords,  any  thing,  he  cares  not,  an  the  devil 
come  to  him,  it's  all  one  ;  by   godflid,  it  does  one's 

I  ■    ■  the  RICH  Jhall  have  more.^     To  give  one  the  nod, 

was  a  phrafe  fignifying  to  give  one  a  mark  of  folly.  The  reply 
turns  upon  this  fenfe  alluding  to  the  expreffion  gi-ve,  and  fhould 
be  read  thus, 

-  T^he  MICH  Jhall  have  men;, 

i.  e.  much.  He  that  has  much  folly  already  fhall  then  have  more« 
This  was  a  proverbial  fpeech,  irBp!yii-:g  that  benefits  fall  upon  the 
rich.     The  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to, 

Ihe  refi  Jhall  have  none, 

Q^z  heart 
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heart  good.  Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris : 
look  ye  yonder,  niece,  is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't 
not?  why,  this  is  brave  now:  v/ho  faid,  he  came 
home  hurt  to  day  ?  he's  not  hurt;  why,  this  will  do 
He/eti's  heart  good  now,  ha  ?  'would,  I  could  fee  Troilus 
now  ;  you  fliall  fee  Troilus  anon. 
Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

Helen  us  pajfes  o'ver. 
Pan.  That's  Helenus.      1  marvel,    where  Troilus  is  : 
that's  Helenus  ■  I  think,  he  went  not  forth  to  day  ; 

that's  Helenus. 

Cre.  Can  Helenus  fight,    uncle  ? 

Pan.  Helenus,  no yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well 

— —  I  marvel,   where  Troilus  is  ?    hark,  do  you  not 
hear  the  people  cry  Troilus  ?  Helenus  is  a  prieft. 
Cfs.  What  fneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 

Troilus  pajfes  ever. 
Pan.  Where  !  yonder  ?  that's  Deiphohus.     'Tis  Troi- 
lus J   there's  a  man,  niece— hem~brave  7ro;7«j  /  the 
prince  of  chivalry ! 

Cre.  Peace,  for  fhame,  peace. 
Pan.  Mark  him,  note  him  :  O  brave  Troilus !  look 
well  upon  him,  niece,  look  you  how  his  fword  is 
bloodied,  andhi^  helm  more  hack'd  than  He^orh,  and 
how  he  looks,  and  how  he  goes !  O  admirable  youth ! 
he  ne'er  faw  three  and  twenty.  Go  thy  way,  Troilus^ 
go  thy  way ;  had  I  a  filler  were  a  Grace,  or  a  daugh- 
ter a  Goddefs,  he  (hould  take  his  choice.  O  admira- 
ble man!  Paris? Paris   is  dirt  to  him,  and, 

I   warrant,  Helen   to  change  would  give    money  to 
boot. 

Enter   common   Soldiers. 
Cre.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Afles,  fools,  dolts,  chaff  and  bran,  chaff  and 
bran  ;  porridge  after  meat.  I  could  live  and  dye  i'  th' 
eyes  of  Troilus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look  ;  the  eagles 
are  gone ;  crows  and  daws,  crows  and  daws.  I  had 
rather  be  fuch  a  man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and 
all  Greece. 

Cre.  There  is  among  the  Gieeks  Achilles^  a  better 
man  than  Troilus. 

Pan. 
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Pan.  Achilles  ?  a  dray- man,  a  porter,  a  very  camel- 

Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well why,  have  you  any  difcretion  ? 

have  you  any  eyes  ?  do  you  know,  what  a  man  is  ?  is 
not  birth,  beauty,  good  (hape,  difcourfe,  manhood, 
learning,  gentlenefs,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  fo 
forth,  the  fpice  and  fait,  that  feafons  a  man  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  a  minc'd  man  ;  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with 
no  date  in  the  pye,  for  then  the  man's  date  is  out.  — 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another  woman,  one  knows  not 
at  what  ward  you  lye. 

Cre.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly  ;  upon  my 
wit  to  defend  my  wiles  ;  upon  my  fecrefie,  to  defend 
mine  honefiy  ;  my  mafk  to  defend  my  beauty,  and 
you  to  defend  all  thefe  j  and  at  all  thcfe  wards  I  lye, 
at  a  thoufand  watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that,  and  that's  one  of 
the  chiefeft  of  them  too  ;  If  I  cannot  ward  what  I 
would  not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I 
took  the  blow ;  unlefs  it  fwell  paft  hiding,  and  then  it 
is  paft  watching. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another. 

Enter  Boy, 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  inftantly  fpeak  with  you. 

Pan.  Where? 

Boy.  *  At  your  own  houfe,  there  he  unarms  him. 

Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  j  I  doubt,  he  be 
hurt.     Fare  ye  well,  good  niece. 

Cre.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  ril  be  with  you,  niece,    by  and  by. 

Cre.  To  bring,  uncle 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  7*ro//a/ . 

Cre.By  the  fame  token,  you  are  a  bawd.  [Exit  Pan. 
Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  love's  full  facrifice. 
He  offers  in  another's  enterprize  : 
But  more  in  ^roilus  thoufand-fold  I  fee. 
Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandur*^  praife  may  be  ; 

2  At  your  own  houfe^  there  he  unarms  hi'm.^  Thefe  neceffary 
words  added  from  the  quarto  edition.  Mr.  Pope. 

0.3  Yet 
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Yet  hold  I  ofF.     Women  are  angels,  wooing  ; 
Things  won  are  done  ;  the  foul's  joy  lyes  in  doing  t 
That  She  belov'd  knows  nought,  that  knows  not  this> 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd,  more  than  it  is. 
That  She  was  never  yet,   that  ever  knew 
Love  got,  fo  Tweet,  as  when  Defire  did  fue  : 
Atchievement  is  Command  ;  ungain'd,   befeech. 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach  ; 
That  though  5  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear^ 
Nothing  of  That  fnall  from  mine  eyes  appear.     {ExiU 

8  C  E  N  E    V. 

Changes   to    Agamemnon's    7ent    in    the  Greciaft; 
Camp. 

trumpets.     Enter  Agamemnon,  Neftor,  Ulyfles,  Dio. 
mcdes,  Menelaus,  Kjoith  others, 

R  I N  C  E  S, 
Wi  at  grief  hath  fet  the  Jaundice  on  your 
cheeks  ? 

The  ample  propofition,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  defjgns  begun  on  earth  below. 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largenefs :     Checks  and  difallcrs 
Glow  in  the  veins  of  actions  higheft  rear'd  ; 
As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap 
Infed  the  found  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor,  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us. 
That  wecomefhort  of  our  Suppofe  fo  far, 
That  after  fev'n  years'  fiege,  yet  7>oy- walls  fland  j 
Sith  every  adion  that  hath  gone  before. 
Whereof  we  have  record,  tryal  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart ;  not  anfwering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gave't  furmifed  fhape.     Why  then,  you  Princes, 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abafh'd  behold  our  Works  ? 
And  think  them  fhame,  which  are,  indeed,  nought  elfe 
But  the  protradive  tryals  of  great  Jo've^ 

3  my  keatfi  content]     Content^  for  capacitv. 

To 
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To  find  perfiftive  conftancy  in  men  ? 

The  finenefs  of  which  metal  is  not  found 

In  fortune's  love  ;  for  then,  the  bold  and  coward^ 

The  wife  and  fool,   the  artifi:  and  unread, 

The  hard  and  foft,    feem  all  affin'd,   and  kin ; 

But  in  the  wind  and  tempeft  of  her  frown, 

Diftindlion  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan. 

Puffing  at  all,   winnows  the  light  away  ; 

And  what  hath  mafs,   or  matter  by  it  felf. 

Lies  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Neji.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  goodly  Seat, 
Great  Agamemnon,  ^  Nejior  Ihall  fupply 
Thy  lateft  words.     In  the  reproof  of  Chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  the  Sea  being  fmooth. 
How  many  fhallow  bauble  boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  breaft,  making  their  way 

4  ■  ■  ■■'    ■  Neftor  Jhall  a p P x T 

Thy  lateji  ivords.     -•]  What  were  thefe   lateft  words  ?  A 

common-place  obrervation,  illuftrated  by  a  particular  image,  that 
eppojitior.  and  ad-verfity  ivere  u(:ful  to  try  and  dijlinguijh  betioectt 
the  valiant  man  and  the  coioard,  the  ivife  man  and  the  fool.  The 
application  of  this  was  to  the  Greeks  j  who  had  remained  h)ng 
unfuccefsful  before  Troy,  but  might  make  a  good  ufe  of  tlieir 
misfortunes  by  learning  patience  and  perfeverance.  New  Nejior 
promifes  that  he  will  make  this  application  j  but  we  find  nothing 
like  it.  He  only  repeats  Agamcvmon"^  general  obfcrvation,  and 
iliuilrates  it  by  another  image  j  from  whence  it  appears,  \\M\.^haU- 
Jt>ear  wrote. 

— ——Neftor  Jhail  supply 

Thy  lateji  ivords.  

And  it  muft  be  owned,  the  poet  never  wrote  any  thing  more  in 
charadler.  Nijior,  a  talkative  old  man,  was  glad  to  catch  at  this 
common  place,  as -it  would  furnifti  him  v.ith  much  matter  for 
prate.  And,  therefore,  on  pretence  that  ^^iJ»2cwKon  had  not  been 
full  enough  upon  it,  he  begs  leave  to  fupply  the  topic  with  feme 
diverfified  flouri/hes  of  his  ov,?n.  And  what  could  be  more  natu- 
ral than  for  a  wordy  old  man  to  call  the  repetition  of  the  fame 
thought,  a  fnpplial  ?  We  may  obfcrve  further,  that  according 
to  this  reading  the  introduftory  apology. 

With  due  objer-vance  of  thy  goodly  Seat, 
is  very  proper  :  it  being  a  kind  of  infinuation,  to  the  prejudice  of 
Agamcynnon'' %  facundity,  that  A^'^cr  was  forced  to  fupply  his  fpeech. 
Whereas  had  the  true  reading  been  apply,  the  apv)logy  had  been 
impertinent :  for  in  fuch  a  cafe  we  muft  have  fuppofed,  this  was 
a   preconcerted  djvifion  of  the  argument  between  the  two  orators. 

0^4.  .        With 


544  Troilus  and  Cressida, 

With  thofe  of  nobler  bulk  ? 

But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 

The  gentle  \:hetis,  and  anon,  behold, 

The  ftrcng-ribb'd  Bark  through  liquid  mountains  cuts  ; 

Bounding  between  the  two  moifl  elements, 

Like  Perfeus*  horfe  :  Where's  then  thefawcy  boat, 

Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 

Co-rival'd  Greatnefs  ?   or  to  harbour  fled. 

Or  made  a  toaft  for  Neptune.     Even  fo 

Doth  valour's  fl^.ew  and  valour's  worth  divide 

Jn  ftorms  of  fortune.     For  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs. 

The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 

Than  by  the  tyger  :  but  when  fplitting  winds 

li^ake  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks. 

And  flies  get  under  fhade ;  ^  the  thing  of  courage. 

As  rowz'd  with  rage,   with  rage  doth  fympathize  ; 

And,   with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf-fame  key, 

^  Returns  to  chiding  fortune. 

Vlv//'.  AgamemnQtiy 
Thou  great  commander,   nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  foul,  and  only  fpirit. 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  fliut  up  :  hear,    what  Ulyjfes  Ipeaks. 
Befides  th'  applaufe  and  approbation 
The  which,  moil  mighty  for  thy  place  and  fway, 

[To  Agamemnon. 
And  thou,  moft  reverend  for  thy  ftretcht-out  life, 

[To  Neftor. 
I  give  to  both  your  fpceches  ;  which  were  fuch. 
As  Jgamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brafs ;    and  fuch  again. 
As  venerable  Nejior  (hatch'd  in  filver) 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air,  iUong  as  the  axle-tree 
On  which  heav'n  rides,   knit  all  the  Grecians'  ears 
To  his  experienced  tongue :  yet  let  it  pleafe  both 
(Thou  great,  and  wife)   to  hear  Uhjlei  fpeak. 

The  thing  of  courage,']  It  is  faid  of  the  tiger,   that  in 


ftorms  and  high  winds  he  rages  and  roars  moft  furioufly.     Oxford 
Editor. 

6  Returns  to  chiding  fortuneS\  i.  e,  replies  adverfely  to  adverfe 
fortune. 

Jga» 
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Aga,  Speak,  Prince  oi  Ithaca :  we  lefs  expcft, 
That  matter  needlefs,  of  importlefs  burthen. 
Divide  thy  lips ;  than  we  are  eonfident. 
When  rank  Iherfites  opes  his  maftifFjaws, 
We  (hall  hear  mufick,  wit,  and  oracle. 

Vlyjf.  Troy,  yet  upon  her  bafis,  had  been  down. 
And  the  great  Heaor's  fword  had  lack'd  a  mailer. 
But  for  thefe  inftances. 
The  fpeciality  of  Rule  hath  been  neglefled  ; 
And,  look,    how  many  Gr^r/^«  Tents  do  ftand 
Hollow  upon  this  Plain,  fo  many  hollow  faftions. 
7  When  that  the  General  not  likes  the  hive, 
To  whom  the  Foragers  fhall  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expeded  ?  degree  being  vizardcd,. 
Th'  unworthieft  fhcws  as  fairly  in  the  mafk. 
*  The  heavens  themfelves,  the  planets,   and  this  center, 
Obferve  degree,   priority  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,    form, 
OfEce  and  caftom,  in  all  line  of  order: 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet  Sot 
In  noble  eminence  enthron'd  and  fpher'd 
Amidft  the  reft,  whofe  med'cinable  eye 
Correfts  the  ill  afpe<^s  of  planets  evil. 
And  pofts  like  the  commandment  of  a  King, 

7  When  that  the  General  is  Kox  like  the  hi-ve,]  The  image 
is  taken  from  the  government  of  bees.  But  what  are  we  to  ufider- 
ftand  by  this  line  ?  either  it  has  no  meaning,  or  a  meaning  con- 
trary to  the  drift  of  the  fpealier.  For  either  it  fignifies,  that  the 
General  and  the  hinje  are  not  of  the  fame  degree  or  [pedes,  where- 
as the  fpeaker's  complaint  is,  that  the  hive  a£ls  fo  perverfely  as 
to  deftroy  all  difference  of  degree  between  them  and  the  General  : 
or  it  muft  figni'fy,  that  the  General  has  fri-vatc  ends  and  intenjis 
diJiinB  from  that  of  the  hi've  ;  which  defeats  the  very  end  of  the 
fpeaker  ;  whofe  purpofe  is  to  juftify  the  General,  and  expofe  the 
difobedience  of  the  hive.     We 'fhould  certainly  then  read. 

When  that  the  General  not  likes  the  hi've  : 
i.  e.  when  the  foldiers  like  not,  and  refufe  to  pay  due  obedience 
to  their  General :   This  being  the  very  cafe   he  would  defcnbe, 
and  fhew  the  mifchiefs  of. 

8  The  hea-vens  the^rfehes,  the  planets,  and  this  center,]  /.  e. 
the  center  of  the  earth  5  which,  according  to  the Pro/m(?;V  Syftem 
tiiea  in  vogue,  is  the  center  of  the  Solar  Syftem, 

0^5  Sans 
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Sans  check,   to  good  and  bad.     9  But  when  the  Planets 
In  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander, 
What  plagues,  and  what  portents,  what  mutiny  ? 
What  raging  of  the  Sea  ?  fhaking  of  earth  ? 
Commotion  in  the  winds  ?   frights,   changes,   horrors^ 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  ftates 
Quite  from  their  fixure  ?  Oh,   when  degree  is  fhaken^ 
(Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  defigns) 
The  enterprize  is  Tick.     How  could  communities. 
Degrees  in  fchools,   and  brotherhoods  in  cities. 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  ihores. 
The  primogeniture,   and  due  of  birth. 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,    fcepters,  lawrels, 
(But  by  degree)  ftandin  authentick  place? 
Take  but  degree  away,   untune  that  ftring. 
And  hark  what  difcord  follows ;  each  thing  meets 
In  meer  oppugnancy.     The  bounded  waters 
Would  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  fliores. 
And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  folid  Globe  : 
Strength  would  be  lord  of  imbecillity, 
And  the  rude  fon  would  ftrike  his  father  dead  : 
•  force  would  be   Right  ;    or  rather,     »  Pvight  and 
*  Wrong 

*  (Between 

9  ■  '■ But  ivhen  the  Planets 


In  evil  mixture  to  dijorder  ivunder,  &-c,  j  By  Planets  Shake, 
^ear  here  means  Comets,  which  by  fome  were  fuppofed  to  be  ex- 
centrical  planets.     The  evil  effects  here  recapitulated  were  thole 
which  fuperilition  gave  to  the  appearance  of  Comets. 
1  Right  and  TVrong 

(^Berween  luhofe  endlefs  jar  'J-ufiict  resides) 
Would  loje  their  names,  —  ]     The  Editor,    Mr.  Theolalcl^ 
thinks  that   the  fccond  line  is   no  had  comment  upon  ivhat  Hornet 
bas  /aid  an  this  jubjeB  j 

I   I  funt  certi  den' que  fines, 

Sluos  ultra  citraque  nequit  confijlere  reElum, 
But  if  it  be  a  comment  on  the  Latin  poet,  it  is  certainly  the  vvoril- 
that  ever  was  made.  Horace  fays,  with  extreme  good  fenfe,  that 
there  are  certain  bounds  beyond  lohich,  and  foort  of  ivbich,  Juftice 
or  Right  cannot  exift.  The  meaning  is,  becaufe  if  it  h&jhort  uf 
thofe  bounds,  tvrong  prevails  j  if  it  goes  beyond,  Jujiice  tyran^ 
■nijis  J  accordiag  to  the  common  proverb  of  Summum  jus  fumtha 

injuria^ 


Troilus  and  Cressida.         347 

'  (Between  whofe  endlefs  jar  Juftice  prefides) 

•  Would  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  would  Juftice  too. 
«  Then  every  thing  includes  it  felf  in  power, 

•  Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite  i 

•  And  appetite    (an  univerfal  wolf, 

•  So  doubly  feconded  with  will  and  power) 

•  Muft  make  perforce  an  univerfal  prey, 
And  laft  eat  up  it  felf.     Great  Agamemnon  f 
This  Chaos,  when  degree  is  fuffocate. 
Follows  the  choaking  : 

And  thisnegleaion  o'f  degree  is  it, 
That  by  a  pnce  goes  backward,  in  a  purpofe 
It  hath  to  climb.     The  General's  difdain'd 
By  him  one  ftep  below  ;  he,  by  the  next  ; 
That  next,    by  him  beneath  :    fo  every  ftep, 
Exampled  by  the  firft  pace  that  is  fick 
Of  his  Superior,    grows  to  an  envious  feaver 
Of   pale  and  bloodlefs  emulation. 
And  'tis  this  feaver  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot. 
Not  her  own  finews.     To  end  a  Tale  of  length,- 
^roy  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrength. 
AV/.  Moft  wifely  hath  Vlyjfes  here  difcover'd 

injuria,  Shakefpear  fays,  that  Juftice  refidez  bci^veen  the  endkfi 
jar  of  right  and  wong.  Here  the  two  extremes,  between  which 
juftice  refides,  are  right  and  iv^ong ;  in  Horace  the  two 
extremes,  between  which  Juftice  refides,  are  both  ivrong.  A  very 
pretty  comment  this  truly,  which  puts  the  change  upon  us  ;  and 
inftead  of  explaining  a  good -thought  of  Horace,  gives  us  a  non- 
fenfical  one  of  its  own.  For  to  fay  the  truth,  this  is  not  only  no- 
comment  on  Horace,  but  no  true  reading  of  ShaT^efpear  Juftice 
is  here  reprefented  as  moderating  between  Right  and  Wrong,  and 
a£Ving  the  over-complaifant  and  ridiculous  part  of  Don  Ad-ncno- 
ie  Armado  in  Lo've'%  Labour  i  Lofty  who  is  called,  with  inimitable 
humour, 

A  man  of  Compliments,  whom  Right  and  Wrong 
Have  chofe  as  Umpire  of  their  Mutiny. 
This  is  the  exaft  office  of  Jiftice  in  the  prefent  reading  :  But  we 
are  not  to  think  that  Shake/pear  in  a  ferious  fpeech  would  drcfs 
her  up  in  the  garb  of  his  fantaftick  Spaniard.     We  muft:  rather 
conclude  that  he  wrote, 

Befween  ivhcfe  endlefs  jar  Juftice  p  resides  : 
7.  e.  always. determines  the  controverfy  in  favour  of  Right^  ;  and 
thus  Juftice  is  properly  charafterifed  without  the  authoi's  ever 
dreaming  of  commenting  Horace, 

Iil9 
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The  feaver,  whereof  all  our  power  is  (ick. 

Jga.  The  nature  of  the  ficknefs  found,  Ulyfes, 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Vlj/J^.  ••  The  great  Achilles^  whom  opinion  crowns 
**  Thefmew  and  the  fore- hand  of  our  Hoft, 
•♦  Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame, 
**  Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
**  Lies  mocking  our  defigns.     With  him,  Patroclusy 
"  Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  live- long  day 
•*  Breaks  fcurril  jeftsj 
**  And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  aaion 
•*  (Which,    flanderer,   he  imitation  cajls) 
**  He  pageants  us.     Sometimes,   great  Agamemnon^ 
"  *  Thy  ftoplefs  Deputation  he  puts  on  ; 
"  And,  like  a  flrutting  Player,    (whofe  conceit 
•'  Lies  in  his  ham-firing,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
**  To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  found 
"  'Twixt  his  ftretch'd  footing  and  the  fcaftbldage) 
*•  Such  to  be-pitied  and  o'er-wrelled  Seeming 
•*  He  ads  thy  Greatnefs  in  :  and  when  he  fpeaks, 
*'  'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending  :  with  terms  unfquar'd : 
«*  Which,   from  the  tongue  of  roaring  T:yphon  dropt, 
•'  Would  feem  hyperboles.     At  this  fufty  Huff 
•'  The  large  Achilles,    on  his  preft- bed  lolling, 
'*  From  his  deep  cheil  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe  : 

••  Cries .  excellent  I 'tis  Agamemnon  juft 

"  Now  play  me  hhflor hum,  and  ftroke  thy  beard> 

"  As  he,  being  'd.x^'i^i  tofome  oration. 

**  That*s  donC' -as  near  as  the  extremeft  ends 

**  Of  parallels  ;  as  like,    as  Vulcan  and  his  wife  : 

•*  Yet  good  Achilles  ftill  cries,    excellent  f 

'•  'T\^  Nejior  right!  now  play  him  me,  Patro<lus, 

"  Arming  to  anfvver  in  a  night-alarm  : 

•'  And  then,  forfcoth,  the  faint  defers  of  age 

*•  Mull  be  the  fcene  of  mirth,  to  cough  and  fpit, 

**  And  with  a  palfie  fumbling  on  his  gorget, 

"  Siake  in  and  out  the  rivet —and  at  this  fport, 

2  Thy  TOPLESS  deputation  —  ]  I  don't  know  what  can  be 
meant  by  toplefs,  but  the  contrary  to  what  the  fpeaker  would 
infinuate.  I  fufpe^:  the  poet  wrote  stopless^  /.  f,  unlimited  j 
\vhich  was  tl^  cafe, 

Sty 
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Sir  Val9ur  dies ;  cries  O ! —  enough,  Patroclus  ■ 
Or  give  me  ribs  of  fteel,   I  fliall  fplit  all 
In  pleafuf e  of  my  fpleen.     And,  in  this  falhion, 
3  All  our  abilities,  gifts,   natures,    (hapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  ;  exads, 
Atchievements,   plots,  orders,  preventions. 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  fpeech  for  truce, 
Succefs  or  lofs,   what  is,   or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ftufF  for  thefe  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Neji.  And  in  the  imitation  of  thcfe  twain, 
(Whom,  as  Ulyffes^zySf   opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice)  many  are  infed  : 
Jjax  is  grown  felf-will'd,   and  bears  his  head 
In  fuch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  pace, 
As  broad  Achilles  ;   and  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Makes  faftious  feafts,  rails  on  our  ftate  of  war. 
Bold  as  an  Oracle  ;    and  fets  Tberfttes 
(A  flave,  whofe  gall  coins  flanders  like  a  mint) 
To  match  us  in  comparifon  with  dirt  ; 
To  weaken   and  difcredit  our  expofure, 
How  hard  foevcr  rounded  in  with  danger. 

3  All  our  abilities^  S'fi^i  natures,  Jhapcs, 
Severals  and  generals  o/"  grace  exact, 
Atchievements,  plots,  &c.]  The  meaning  is  this.  All  our 
good  qualities,  fe-verals  and  generals  of  grace :  i.  e.  whether  they 
be  fcueral  and  belong  to  particular  men,  as  prudence  to  Ulyjfes, 
experience  to  Nejior,  magnanimity  to  Agamemnon,  valour  to 
Ajax,  &c.  or  whether  they  be  general  and  belonging  to  the 
Greek  nations  in  general,  as  valour,  polifhed  manners,  &fr.  all 
thefe  good  qualities,  together  with  our  atckienjcments,  plots,  or- 
ders, icQ.  are  all  turned  into  ridicule  by  the  buffoonery  o{ Achilles 
and  Patroclus.  This  is  the  fenfe  :  but  what  then  is  the  meaning  of 
grace  exaSi  f  no  other  can  be  made  of  it,  than  that  Achilles  and 
Patroclus  exaBly  mimic  all  our  qualities  and  aBions.  But  the 
fpeaker  thought  very  differently  of  their  buffoonery  :  the  imita- 
tion, he  fays,  being  as  unlike  the  original  as  Vulcan  to  his  ivife. 
The  fault  lies  here  j  exaB  fhould  be  exuBs;  ami  belongs  to  the 
fecond  divifion,  namely  the  enumeration  of  the  anions  ;  and 
Ihould  be  read   thus  ; 

All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  Jhapes, 
Se-verals  and  generals  of  grace -^    exacts, 
Atchie'vements,  plots,  &c. 

7.  e.  exaSimentSf  publick  taxes,  and  contributions  for  carrying  oa 
the  war, 

Vfyff'. 
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Ulyjjr.  They  tax  our  policy,   and  call  it  cowardifc. 
Count  wifdom  as  no  member  of  the  war  ; 
Fore- flail  our  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  Ad 
But  that  of  band  :  *   The  ftill  and  mental  parts, 

*  That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  ihall  ftrike, 

*  When  fitnefs  call  them  on,  and  know  by  meafure 

*  Of  their  obfervant  toil  the  enemies'  weighty 

*  Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  ; 

«  They  call  this  bed-work   MappVy,  clofet  war  :: 

*  So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall, 

*  For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize, 

*  They  piace  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine  ,r 

*  Or  thofe,    that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  fouls 

*  By  reafon  guide  his  execution. 

iW/?.   Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles''  horfe 
Makes  many  Uetis'  fons.  [Tucket  founds. 

Jga.  What  trumpet  ?  look,   Menelaus, 
Men.   From  Troy. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  JEnQ&s. 

Aga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent  ? 

^ne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon^  tent,   I  pray  you  ? 

Aga.  Even  this. 

Mne.   May  one,  that  is  a  Herald  and  a  Prince, 
Do  a  fair  meflage  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aga.  With  furety  flronger  than  Achilles'  arm, 
*Fore  all  the  GreekiJ/j  heads,   which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  Head  and  General. 

jEne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.  How  may 
A  ftranger  to  thofe  moft  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Jga.  How  ? 

JEne.  I  afk,  that  I  might  waken  Reverence, 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blufti 
Modeft  as  morning,  when  ihe  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  P.^^^«j  ; 
Which  is  that  God  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agaf0hnnon? 

Aga.  This  Trojan  fcorns  us,  or  the  men  of  Trov 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers^ 
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JSne.  Courtiers  as  free,   as  debonair,  unarm'd. 
As  bending  Angels ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  : 
But  when  they  would  feem  foldiers,  they  have  galls. 
Good  arms,  ftrong  joints,  true  fwords  -,  and,  (Jove\ 

Accord,) 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  JEneas ; 
Peace,    Ttojan  ;  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  ; 
The  worthinefs  of  praife  diftains  his  worth. 
If  he,  that's  prais'd,  himielf  bring  the  praife  forth  : 
What  the  repining  enemy  commends. 
That  breath  Fame  blows,   that  praife  fole  pure  tran- 
fcends. 
j^ga.  Sir,   you  o(  Troy,    call  you  your  (e\{  ^neas  P 
^ne.  Ay,  Geek,   that  is  my   name. 
Jga.   What's  your  aifair,    I  pray  you  .? 
u^ne.    Sir,  pardon;  'tis  for  Agamemnon  stSin. 
Jga.  He   hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from 

Troy, 
j^ne.  Nor  1  from  Trov  come  not  to  whifper  him  ? 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  Ear, 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  bent. 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Jga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind. 
It  is  not  Jgamemnon^  fleeping  hour  ; 
That  thou  (halt  know,    Trojan,  he  is  awake. 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

jEne.   Trumpet     blow  loud  : 
Send  thy  brafs  voice  through  all  thefe  lazy  tents  ; 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him   know 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  fhall  be  fpoke  aloud. 

[^The  trumpets  found]. 
We  have,   great  Agamemnon    here  in  Troy 
A  Prince  cali'd  He^or  (  Priam  is  his  father) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long  continu'd  truce 
Is  rufty  grown  ,•   he  bad  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak  :  Kings,  Princes.'  Lordsi, 
If  there  be  one  amongll  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  eafe. 
That  feeks  his  praife  more  than  he  fears  his  peril. 
That  knows  his  valour  and  knows  not  his  fear^ 

That 
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That  loves  his  miflrefs  +  more  than  in  confeflion, 

(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips,  he  loves,} 

And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth 

In  other  arms  than  hers :  to  him  this  Challenge. 

Heaor,   in  view  of  Trojans  and  oi  Greeks,      * 

Shall  make  it  good,  (or  do  his  beft  to  do  it) 

He  hath  a  lady,   wifer,  fairer,   truer. 

Than  ever  Greek  did  compafsin  his  arms; 

And  will  to  morrow  with  his  trumpet  call, 

Midway  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 

To  rouze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 

If  any  come,   Heaor  Ihall  honour  him  :    . 

If  none,    he'll  fay  in  Troy^  when  he  retires. 

The  Grecian  Dames  are  fun-burn'd,   and  not  worth 

The  fplinter  of  a  lance  j  —  even  fo  much. 

Jga.  This  fhall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  jEneas. 
If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We've  left  them  all  at  home  :   but  we  are  foldiers; 
And  may  that  foldier  a  meer  recreant  prove. 
That  means  not,  hath  not,    or  is  not  in  love  ! 
If  then  one  is,   or  hath,   or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Heaor  ;  if  none  elfe,  I'm  he. 

NeJ}.  Tell  him  of  l^ejior  ;  one,  that  was  a  marj 
When  Heaor  s  Grandfire  fuckt ;    he  is  old  now. 
But  if  there  be  not  in  oar  Grecian  Hoft 
One  noble  man  that  hath  one  fpark  of  fire. 
To  anfwer  for  his  love  :    tell  him  from  me, 
1\\  hide  my  filver  beard  'n\  a  gold  beaver 
5  And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  wither'd  brawn  j 
And,   meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandam,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  world  :    his  youth  in  flood, 
I'll  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 
uEne.  Now  heav'ns  forbid  fuch  fcarcity  of  youth  ^ 
UiyJ.   Amen. 

Aga.  Fair  lord  jEneas,  let  me  touch  your  hand  : 
To  our  Pavilion  ftialJ   I  lead  you  iiril : 
AchiiUs  Ihall  have  word  of  this  intent, 

4  more  than  in  confefllonj   Confejpon,  for  profeflion. 

5  Andin  my  vantbrace—]  An  armour  for  the  arm,  a-vant^ 
*''*'^  Mr,  Fope. 
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So  fhall  each  lord  of  Greece  from  tent  to  tent : 

Your  felffhallfeaft  with  us  before  you  go. 

And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE     VII. 
Manent  Ulyfles  and  Neftor. 

Ulyjf.    Nejfor. 

Ne/i.  What  fays  L//v_/r^j  P 

Ulilf.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain. 
Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  fhape. 

Neji.  What  is't  ? 

Ulyf,  This 'tis: 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots ;  the  feeded  pride. 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles^   muft  or  now  be  cropt. 
Or,  fliedding,  breed  a  nurfery  of  like  evil. 
To  over  bulk  us  all. 

NeJl.  Well,  and  how  now  ? 

Vlyjf.  This  Challenge  that  the  gallant  lleSlor  fends. 
However  it  is  fpread  in  general  name. 
Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles. 

NeJi.  ^  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  Subftance, 
Whofe  groflhefs  little  chara<5lers  fum  up. 
And,  in  the  publication,   make  no  drain. 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya,   (tho',   Apollo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough,)  will  with  great  fpeed  of  judgment. 
Ay,   with  celerity,  find  HeSler'^  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him. 

UlyJJ'.  And  wake  him  to  the  anfwer,  think  you  ? 

NeJi.    Yes,   'tis  moft   meet  ;  whom   may  you  elie 
oppofe. 
That  can  from  He^or  bring  his  honour  off, 

6  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuouz  even  as  Subjiancc, 

TVkoJe grojfiiefs  little  chara&ers  fum  up.'\  That  is,  the  pur- 
pofe is  as  plain  as  bcdy  or  fubftance  ;  and  tho'  I  have  colledled 
this  purpofe  from  many  minute  particulars,  as  a  grofs  body  is 
made  up  of  fmall  infenfible  parts,  yet  the  refult  is  as  clear  and 
certain  as  a  bcdy  thus  made  up  is  palpable  and  vifible.  This  is 
the  thought,  tho'  a  little  obfcured  in  the  concifenefs  of  the  ex^ 
preiTion. 
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If  not  Achilles  ?  though  a  fportful  combat. 

Yet  in  this  tiyal  much  opinion  dwells. 

For  here  the  Trcjans  tafte  our  dear'il  Repute 

With  their  fin'll  palate  :    and  truft  to  me,  Vlx/J}:^ 

Our  imputation  (hall  be  oddJy  pois'd 

In  this  wild  adion.     For  the  fuccefs, 

Although  particular,  fhall  give  a  fcantling 

Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general : 

And  in  fuch  indexes,  although  fmall  pricks 

To  their  fubfequent  volumes,  there  is  feen 

The  baby  figure  of  the  giant-mafs 

Of  things  to  come,  at  large.     It  is  fuppos'd, 

He,   that  meets  UeSlor,  iflues  from  our  Choice  j 

And  Choice,  being  mutual  a6l  of  all  our  fouls. 

Makes  merit  her  election  ;  and  doth  boil. 

As  'twere,   from  forth  us  all,   a  man  diftiil'd 

Out  of  our  virtues  ;    who  mifcarrying. 

What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conquering  part,^ 

To  fteel  a  ftrong  opinion  to  themfelves ! 

Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  inftruments, 

In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  fvvords  and  bows 

Diredive  by  the  limbs. 

VljJJ.  Give  pardon  to  my  Speech  ; 
Therefore  'tis  meet,    Achilles  meet  not  Heaor. 
Let  us,   like  merchants,  fhew  our  fouleft  wares^ 
And  think,   perchance,   they'll  fell;  if  not. 
The  luftre  of  the  better,    yet  to  fliew, 
Shall  (hew  the  better.     Do  not  then  confent. 
That  ever  HeSlor  and  Achilles  meet  : 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  (hame  in  this 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  followers. 

l<!eft.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes :  what  are  they ;? 
Vlyjf.  What  Glory  our  Achilles  Ihares  from  Eeaory 
%Vere  he  not  proud,  we  all  fhould  ihare  with  him  : 
But  he  already  is  too  infolent ; 
And  v.'e  were  better  parch  in  A/rick  Sun, 
Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  tye$. 
Should  he  'fcape  Heaor  fair.     If  he  were  foil'd, 
Why,   then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crufh 
In  taint  of  our  beft  man.     No,  make  a  Lott'ry  : 
And  by  device  let  blockifh  Ajax  draw 

The 


Troilus  and  Cressida.         ^c^^ 

The  Sort  to  fight  with  HeSior :  'mong  our  felves. 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthier  man. 
For  that  will  phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon^ 
Who  broils  in  loud  applaufe,  and  make  him  fait 
His  creft,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 
Jf  the  dull  brainlefs  Jjax  come  fafe  off. 
We'll  drefs  him  up  in  voices :  if  he  fail. 
Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  ftill, 
That  we  have  better  men.     But,  hit  or  mifs. 
Our  projeft's  life  this  fhape  of  Senfe  affumes, 
Jjaxy  imploy'd,  plucks  down  Achi lies'  plumes, 

Neji.  Ulyjfes,  Now  I  relifli  thy  advice. 
And  1  will  give  a  tafle  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon  ;  go  we  to  him  ftreight  ; 
Two  curs  Ihall  tame  each  other  j  pride  alone 
7  Muft  tar  the  raaftiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone. 

[Exeunf. 


ACT     11.     SCENE     I. 

The  Grecian  Camp, 

Enter  Ajax  and  Therfites. 

Jjax.  q^HE  R  S  ITE  S, 

Ther.  Agamemnon- --\iO'^  if  he  had  boiles-fult,. 
all  over,  generally.  \flalking  to  himfelf^ 

Ajax.   Therjitesy 

*Ther.  And  thofe  boils  did  run fay  fo did  not 

the  General  run  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 

Ajax.  Dog  I 

^her.  Then  there  would  coQie  fome  matter  from 
him  :  I  fee  none  now. 

7  Muji  tar  the  majiiffs  on.        i  ]     Tarre^    an   old  EngUp  wori 
Sgnifying  to  provoke  or  urge  on.     See  King  John^  A£f  4.  Save  i, 

— — — —  — like  a  Dog, 

Sr.atcb  at  bis  Mafier  that  ditb  tar  bim  on, 

Mr.  Pope. 


Ajax. 
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JJax.  Thou  bitch- wolf 's  fon,  canft  thou  not  hear  ? 
feel  then.  [Stni^es  hm. 

T^er.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thoumungrel 
beef-witted  lord  ! 

u^Jax.  »  Speak  then,  thou  windyeft  leaven,  fpeak  ; 
I  will  beat  thee  into  handfomnefs. 

Tier.  I  fhall  foon  rail  thee  in  to  wit  and  holinefs;  but, 
I  think,  thy  horfe  will  fooner  con  an  oration,  than 
thou  learn  a  prayer  without  book  :  thou  canft  ftrike, 
canft  thou  ?  a  red  murrain  o'  thy  jade's  tricks  ! 

^Jax.  Toads-ftool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Tier.  Doeft  thou  think,  I  have  no  fenfe,  thou  ftrik'ft 
me  thus  ? 

y(jax.  The  proclamation- 

Tier.  Thou  art  proclaim'd  a  fool,  I  think. 

u^Jax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not  ;  my  fingers  itch. 

Tier.  I  would,  thou  didft  itch  from  head  to  foot, 
and  I  had  the  fcratching  of  thee  ;  1  would  make  thee 
the  loathfom'ft  fcab  in  Greece. 

JJax.  I  fay,  the  proclamation- 

Tier.  Thou  grumbleft  and  raileft  every  hour  on 
Achilles,  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  Greatnefs, 
as  Cerberus  is  at  Proferpina'%  Beauty  :  ay,  that  thou 
bark'ftathim. 

Ajax.  Miftrefs  Tlerfttes  ! • 

Tier.  Thou  ftiouldft  ftrike  him. 

Jjax.   Cobloaf  I 

Tier.  He  would  pound  thee  into  ftiivers  with  his  fift, 
as  a  failor  breaks  a  bifliet. 

yijax.   You  whorfon  cur  !  [Beating  him. 

Tier.   Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  ftool  for  a  witch  f 

Tier.  Ay,  do,  do,  thou  fodden-witted  lord  ;  thou 
haft  no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  my  elbows  :  an 
JJJinego  may  tutor  thee.  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  afs !  thou 
arc  here  but  to  thrafti  Trojans ^  and  thou  art  bought  and 

T  Speak  rhen,  thou  whinid'st  leaven,']  This  is  the  reading  of 
the  old  copies:  It  fliould  be  windyest,  i.  e.  moft  windy  j 
leaven  being  made  by  a  great  fermentation,  Tills  epithet  agrees 
veil  with  Therjites'%  charader. 

fold 
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fold  among  thofe  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  flave. 
Jf  thou  ufe  to  beat  me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel, 
and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches,  *  thou  thing  of  no 
bowels,  thou  ! 

Jjax.  You  dog  1 

Ther.  You  fcurvy  lord  ! 

Jjax.  You  cur  !  [Beating  him, 

7ber.  Mars  his  ideot  !    do,  rudenefs ;    do,  camel, 
do,  do. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

AchiL  Why,  how  now,  Jjax  ?  wherefore  do  you 
this? 
How  now,  Therfites  ?  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 

Iker.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  ? 

Acbil.  Ay,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Iher.  Nay,  look  upon  him. 

AchiL  So  I  do,  what's  the  matter  ? 

T^her.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 

Achil.  Well,  why,  I  do  fo. 

Iher.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him :  for  who- 
foever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Achil.  I  know  that,  fool. 

^her.  Ay,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himfelf. 

Ajax,  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

'[her.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  ut- 
ters ;  his  evafions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd 
his  brain,  more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones :  I  will  buy 
nine  fparrows  for  a  penny,  and  his  ?/«  Mater  is  not 
worth  the  ninth  part  of  a  fparrow.  This  lord  ( dch'illes) 
AjaXf  who  wears  his  wi.t  in  his  belly,  and  his  guis  in 
his  head,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  fay  of  him. 

AchiL  What  ? 

[Ajax  offers  to  flrike  him,  Achilles  interpofes. 

a  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,]  Tho'  this  be  fenfe,  yet  I  believe 
it  is  not  the  poet's,  vvh:  makes  Totr/Tr-j  iffleft  altogether  on  yi/d* 
his  want  of  luit,  not  v/ant  of  compajfion.  I  fhould  imagine,  there- 
fore, the  true  reading  was, 

Thou  tling  of  no  vowels. 
/'.  e.  without  fanfe  ;   as  a  v/ord  without  vowels  't"  jargon  and  contains 
no  idea.     This  is  much  m  the  phrafeology  given  to  'Iberjites. 

Ther, 
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7her.  I  fay,  this  Ajax^^ 

Achil.  Nay,  good  /Jjax. 

Iher.  Has  not  fo  much  wit 


Achil.  Nay,  I  muft  hold  you. 

Iker.  As  will  flop  the  eye  of  Heletii  needle,  for 
whom  he  c-omes  to  fight, 

Achil.  Peace,  fool  f 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool 
will  not :  he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damn'd  cur,  I  (hall — . 

Achil.  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 

Tber.  No,  I  warrant  you  ;  for  a  fooPs  will  fhame  it. 

Pat.  Good  words,  Hherfites, 

Achil.  What's  the  quarrel  ? 

Ajax.  I  bad  the  vile  owl  go  learn  me  the  tenour  of 
the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me, 

Ther.  I  ferve  thee  not. 

Ajax.   Well,  go  to,  go  to. 

l^her.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Achil.  Yourlaft  fervice  was  fufFerance,  'twas  not  vo- 
luntary ;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary ;  Ajax  was  here 
the  voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  imprefs. 

Iher.  Ev'n  fo a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies 

in  your  fmews,  or  elfe  there  be  liars.  Heaor  fhall 
have  a  great  catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your 
brains ;  he  were  as  good  crack  a  fully  nut  with  no 
kernel. 

Achil.  What,  with  me  too,  Therfttes  F 

Ther.  There's  Uljfes  and  old  Ne/lor,  (whofe  wit 
was  mouldy  J  ere  your  Grandfires  had  nails  on  their 
toes,)  yoke  you  like  draft  oxen,  and  make  you  plough 
up  the  wair. 

Achil.   What !  what  I 

^her.  Yes,  good  footh ;  to,  Achilles f  to,  Ajax/  to — 

Ajax.  I  fhall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Ther  'Tis  no  matter,  I  fhall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou 
afterwards. 

'i  ere  T HZIK  Grandjtres}  We  {hould  read,  ere  y OVR  grand- 
^res, 

Faf, 
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Pat.  No  more  words,  Therfites. 

Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace,  when  AchilUi'  brach 
bids  me,  (hall  I? 

Achil  There's  for  you,  Fatroclus. 

Iher.  I  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  clotpoles,  ere  I 
come  any  more  to  your  Tents.  I  will  keep  where 
there  is  wit  flirring,  and  leave  the  fadion  of  fools. 

Pat.  A  good  riddance. 

Achil.  Marry,  this,  Sir,  is   proclaimed  through  all 
our  Hoft, 
That  HeSiory  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  Sun, 
Will,  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  Tents  and  7roy^ 
To  morrow  morning  call  fome  Knight  to  arms. 
That  hath  a  ftomach,  fucha  one  that  dare 
PJaintain  I  know  not  what :  'tis  tralb,  farewel. 
Ajax.  Farewel !   who  Ihall  anfwer  him  ? 
Achil.  I  know  not,  'tis   put  to  lott'ry  ;    otherwife 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax,  O,  meaning  you  :  I'll  go  learn  more  of  it. 

\_Exeunt, 
SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  Priam'j  Palace  in  Troy. 

£«/^r  Priam,  Heftor,  Troilus,  Paris  ««^Helenus. 

Pri.     A   Fter  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeeches  fpent, 

x\^  Thus  once  again  fays  Nefior  from  the  Greeks : 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(As  honour,  lofs  of  time,  travel,  expence. 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  elfe  dear  that  is  confum'd 
In  hot  digeftion  of  this  cormorant  war) 
Shall  be  ftruck  off.     Heaor,  what  fay  you  to't  ? 

Hea.  Though  no  man  lelTer  fear  the  Greeks  than  I, 
As  far  as  touches  my  particular,  yet 
There  is  no  lady  of  more  fofcer  bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear. 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  fwho  knonjus  n.vhatfollonxjs  ? 
Than  Heaor  is.     The  Wound  of  Peace  is  Surety, 
Surety  fecure  ;    but  modeft  Doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wife  i  the  tent  that  fearches 

To 
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To  th'  bottom  of  the  worft.     Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  fword  was  drawn  about  this  queftion, 
Ev'ry  tithe  foul  'mongft  many  thoufand  difmes 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen.     I  mean,  of  ours. 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  tenths  of  ours 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  not  worth  to  us 
(Had  it  our  name)  the  value  of  one  ten  ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reafon  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Tro,  Fie,  fie,  my  brother : 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
(So  great  as  our  dread  father)  in  afcale 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters  fum 
The  vaft  proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 
And  buckle  in  a  wafte  moft  fathomlefs. 
With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reafons  ?  fie,  for  godly  fhame  ! 

Hel.  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  fo  fliarp  at  reafons. 
You  are  fo  empty  of  them.     Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  affairs  with  reafons  ; 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Troi.  You  are  for  dreams  and  flu mbers,  brother  Prieft, 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reafons.  Here  are  your  reafons 
You  know,  an  enemy  intends  you  harm  ; 
You  know,  a  fword  imploy'd  is  perilous  j 
And  reafon  flies  the  objeft  of  all  harm.^ 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  fword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels, 
+  And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  ftar  diforb'd  !— Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reafon, 
Let*3  fliut  our  gates,  and  fleep  :  manhood  and  honour 
Should  have  hare-hearts,    would   they  but  fat  their 

thoughts 
With  thiscramm'd  reafon  :  reafon  and  refpedl 
Make  livers  pale,  and  luftyhood  dejed. 

He£i,  Brother,  flie  is  not  worth  what  ftie  doth  coft 
The  holding. 

4  Andfiy  like  chidden  MeYCMYs  from  Jove, 

or'like  ajiar  diforb'd  /— ]    'thele  two  lines  are  mifp laced  in 
all  the  folio  editions.  .  Mr,  Pope. 

Trot, 
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To-  What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valued  ? 

Ha7.  Ba  vate  d -.veils  net  in  particular  will; 
It  holds  i.i  elliinare  and  cignity 
As  well  wherein  '!:i^  precious  of  it  felf, 
As  in  the  prizer :   'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  the  fervice  greater  than  the  God  j 
5  And  the  Will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infeftioufly  it  felfaffeds, 
^  Without  fome  image  of  th'  altedled's  merit. 

Troi.  I  take  to  day  a  wife,  and  my  eledioii 
Is  led  on  in  the  condud  of  my  will ; 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 
Two  traded  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  fhores 
Of  Will  and  Judgment ;  how  may  I  avoid 
(Although  my  Will  diftafte  what  is  eleded) 
The  wife  I  chufe  ?  there  can  be  no  evafion 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  Hand  firm  by  honour. 
We  turn  not  back  the  filks  upon  the  merchant, 
When  we  have  fpoil'd  them  ;  nor  th'  remainder  viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpedive  place, 
Becaufe  we  now  are  full.     It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  (hould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks  : 
Your  breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  fails ; 
The  feas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce. 
And  did  him  fervice  :  he  touch'd  the  Ports  defir'd  ; 
And  for  an  old  aunt,  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive. 
He  brought  a  Grecian  Queen,  whofe  youth  and  frefhnefi 
Wrinkles  Jpollo'Sy  and  makes  ftale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  {he  worth  keeping  ?  why,  Ihe  is  a  pearl, 
Whofe  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thoufand  IhJps, 

And  turn'd  crown'd  Kings  to  merchants 

If  you'll  avouch,  'twas  wifdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  mud  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd,  go,  go: ) 
If  you'll  confefs,  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 

5  Jtid  the  ivill  dctes,   that  is  inclinable]  Old  Edition,  not  fo 
well,   has  it,  attributi've.  Mr.  Pope. 

6  Without  Jome  image  of  th''   AFFECTEn  merit. '\     We  fhould 
read, 

■     th''    AFFECTEo'i    merit ^ 
T,  e.  without  fome  mark  of  merit  in  the  thing  affeded. 

Vol.  VII.  R  (As 
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(As  you  mufl  needs,  for  you  all  clapM  your  handi, 
And  cry'd,   ineftimable  f)   why  do  you  now 
The  iflue  of  your  proper  wifdoms  rate, 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 
Beggar  that  eftlmation  which  you  priz'd 
Richer  than  fea  and  land  ?  O  theft  moft  bafel 
7  What  we  have  ftol'n  that  we  do  fear  to  keep  ! 
Bafe  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftoPn. 
Who  in  their  country  did  them  that  difgrace, 
y^Q  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place  ! 

Caf,   ['jvitbtn.^   Cry,   Trojans,  cry  ! 

Pii.  What  noife,  what  fliriek  is  this  ? 

^roL  'Tis  our  mad  filler,  I  do  know  her  voice* 

Caf.  \jwithin.~\   Cry,  Ttojans  t 

Hea,  It  is  Cajfandra. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Caffandra,   ^iih  her  hair  about  her  earu 

Caf,  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  j  lend  me  ten  thoufand  ^yt%^ 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 

Heil.  Peace,  filler,    peace. 

Caf.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid -age  and  wrinkled  old. 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry. 
Add  to  my  clamour  I  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mafs  of  moan  to  come : 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  j  pradlife  your  eyes  with  tears. 
Iroy  mull  not  be,    nor  goodly  Ilion  Hand  : 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  a  Helen  and  a  wo  ; 
Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.         {Exit, 

Hea.    Now,  youthful  Troilus^  do  not  thefe  high 
ftrains 
Of  Divination  in  our  fifter  work 
Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  Or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon, 

7  What  ive  haveJloPn  that  ive  do  fear  to  keep  ! 
Bafe  thieiies, — Oxford  Editor.     Vulg. 

That  ive  haiiefiQVn  what  lue  do  fear  to  keep  ! 
Bm  .thieves. 

Nor 
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Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe. 
Can  qualifie  the  fame  ? 

Troi.  Why,   brother  He^or, 
We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  ad 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it  ; 
Nor  once  dejedt  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Becaufe  CaJJandra's  mad  ;  her  brain-fick  raptures 
Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel. 
Which  hath  our  feveral  honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.     For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam  ^  fons ; 
And,  Jove  forbid  f  there  fhoujd  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things,  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen 
To  iight  for  and  maintain. 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counfels : 
But  I  atteft  the  Gods,  your  full  confent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  (o  dire  a  projed. 
For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  fingle  arms  ? 
What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valour. 
To  ftand  the  puih  and  enmity  of  thofe 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  yet  I  proteft, 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties. 
And  had  as  ample  Power,    as  I  have  Will, 
Paris  Ihould  ne'er  retrad  what  he  hath  done. 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri,  Parisj  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotted  on  your  fweet  delights ; 
You  have  the  honey  ftill,  but  thefe  the  gall  s 
So,  to  be  valiant,  is  no  praifeat  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  merely  to  my  {df 
The  pleafures  fuch  a   Beauty  brings  with  it : 
But  I  would  have  the  foil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  ofT,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  Queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  fhame  to  me. 
Now  to  deliver  her  poffeflion  up. 
On  terms  of  bafe  compulfion  ?  can  it  be^ 
That  fo  degenerate  a  drain,  as  this. 
Should  once  fet  footing  in  your  generous  bofoms  ? 

R  z  There^ 
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There's  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  our  party, 
V/ithout  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fword  to  draw. 
When  Hele?j  is  defended  :  none  fo  noble, 
Whofe  life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam^d. 
When  Helen  is  the  fubjedt.      Then,  I  {^y^ 
Well  miy  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  know  well. 
The  world's  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel 

HeSi.  Paris  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well '. 
fa)  hut  on  the  caufe  and  queftion  now  in  hand 
Have  gloz'd  but  fuperficially  ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Jnjot/e  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philofophy. 
The  reafons,  you  alledgCj,   do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  paffion  of  dillemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
'Tvv'ixt  right  and  wrong  :  '*  for  pleafureand  revengft/ 
•*  Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders,  to  the  voice 
**  Of  any  true  decifion.     Nature  ciaves. 
All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  ovv'ners  j  now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 
Than  wife  is  to  the  hufband  ?     If  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  afiedion. 
And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benummed  wills,  refift  the  fame  ; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation. 
To  curb  thole  raging  appetites  that  are 
Moft  dKohzdjeht  and  refraclory. 
If  Hc/e^i  ther  be  wife  to  Sparta's  King, 
(As,  is  is  known,    (he  is)  thefe  moral  laws 
Of  Nature,  and  of  Nation,  fpeak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  recurn'd.     Thus  to  perfift 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong. 
But  makes  it  mucli  more  heavy.     Uedars  opinion 
Is  this  in  way  of  truth  ;  yet  ne'erthelefs. 
My  fprighlly  brethicn,  1  propend  to  you. 
In  refclution  to  keep  Helen  ftill  i 
For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hath  no  mean  depend.incc; 
Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  dignities. 

[  (a)  But  on  f/^e  r^;i/f .  — «— Mr.  Tbeohald,    Valg.  Jnd  on  thi' 

'irot. 
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Troi.  Why,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our  defign  : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  afFeded 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  fpleens, 
I  would  not  wiili  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.     Bat»  worthy  Heiior^ 
She  is  a  theam  of  honour  and  renown  ; 
A  fpur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds ; 
Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  Fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us. 
For,  I  prefume,  brave  He^or  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory. 
As  fmiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  a6lion. 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

EeSi,   I  am  yours, 
You  valiant  off-fpring  of  great  Priamus.  ■ 

I  have  a  roifting  challenge  fent  amongft 
The  dull  and  fadious  nobles  of  the  Greeh, 
Will  ftrike  amazement  to  their  drowlie  fpirits. 
I  was  advertiz'd,  their  great  General  flept, 
Whilft  emulation  in  the  army  crept : 
This,  I  prefume,  will  wake  him.  [Exeunf, 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

Bg/ore  Achilles' J  Tent,  in  the  Grecian   Camp. 

E?iter  Therfites  folus, 

TTOW  now,  Therfites?  what,  loft  in  the  labyrinth 
JL  a  of  thy  fury  ?  fhall  the  elephant  ^jax  carry  it 
thus  ?  he  beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  fatis- 
fadlion  !  'would,  it  were  otherwife  ;  that  I  could  beat 
him,  whilft  he  rail'd  at  me  :  'sfoot,  I'll  learn  to  con- 
jure and  raile  devils,  but  I'll  fee  fome  ilTue  of  my  fpite- 
ful  execrations.  Then  there's  ^<r^///^/,  a  rare  engineer. 
If  Troy  be  not  taken  'till  thefe  two  undermine  it,  the 
v/alls  will  ftand  'till  they  fall  of  themfelves.  O  thou 
great  thunder-darter  of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou  art 
Jo've  the  King  of  Gods  ;  and.  Mercury,  lofe  all  the 
ferpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus,  if  thou  take  not  that 
little,  little,  lefs  than  little  wit  from  them  that  they 
R  3  have  9 
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have  ;  which  (hort-arm'd  ignorance  it  felf  knows  is  fo 
abundant  fcarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a 
fly  from  a  fpider,  without  drawing  the  mafTy  irons 
and  cutting  the  web.  After  thi^  the  vengeance  on  the 
whole  camp!  or  rather  the  bone  ach,  for  that,  me- 
thinks,  is  the  curfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for  a 
placket.  I  have  faid  my  prayers,  and  devil  Envy  fay 
Amen.  What  ho  !  my  lord  JchilUs  ! 
Enter  Patroclus. 
Pair.  Who's  there?  Therfiies?  Good  Therfites, 
come  in  and  rail. 

TLer.  ]f  I  could  hnve  remember'd  a  gilt  counter, 
thou  could'il  not  have  flipt  out  of  my  contemplation  ; 
but  it  is  no  matter,  thy  felf  upon  thy  felf!  The  com- 
mon curfe  of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance,  be  thine 
in  great  revenue  !  heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  tutor,  and 
difciplipe  come  not  near  thee !  Let  thy  blood  be  thy 
direaion  'till  thy  death,  then  if  fhe,  that  lays  thee  out, 
fays  thou  art  a  fair  coarfe,  I'll  be  fvvorn  and  fwora 
upon't,  (he  never  ftirowded  any  but  Lazars ;  Amen. 
Where's  Jchilisi  P 

Patr.  What,  art  thou  devout  ?  waft  thou  in  prayer? 
7her,  Ay,  theheav'ns  hear  me  ! 
Enter  Achilles. 
Jchil.  Who's  there  ? 
Patr.   fher/ites,  my  lord. 

Achil.  Where,  where?  art  thou  come,  why,  my 
cheefe,  my  digeftk)n  —  why  haft  thou  not  ferved  thy 
felf  up  to  my  table,  fo  many  meals  I  come,  what^s 
jigamemnon  ! 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles  j  then  tell  me,  Pa- 
troclus,   what's  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Thy  lord,  Jher/ites :  then  tell  me,  I  pray 
thee,  what's  thy  felf  ? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus :  then  tell  me,  Patror 
c/us,  what  art  thou  ? 

Patr.  Thoj  may'ft  tell,  that  know'ft. 

Achil.  O  tell,  tell, 

7her.  Til  decline  the  whole  qucftion.  Agamemnon 
commands  Achilles,  Achilles  is  my  lord,  I  am  Patro- 
clus''^ knower,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

fair. 


Troilus  andCRESsiDA,  367 

Patr.  You  rafcal 

Ther.  Peace,   fool,  I  have  not  done. 

j4c^jiL  He  is  a  privileg'd  man.     Proceed,  Therfiteil 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool,  AchiUei  is  a  fool,  Ti&^r- 
^/f/  is  a  fool,  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

>^f^/V.  Derive  this;  come. 

7her.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  pfFer  to  command 
AchiUeSy  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Aga- 
memnon^  The^Jites  is  a  fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  fool,  and 
Patroclus  is  a  fool  politive. 

Pair.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  thy  creator;  "it 

faffices  me,  thou  art. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulyffcs,  Neftor,  Diomedes,  Ajajc, 
and  Calchas. 

Lock  you,  who  comes  here  ? 

AchiL  Patroclus^  I'll  fpcak  with  no  body  :  come  in 
with  me,  Therfitej.  [Exif. 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  patchery,  fuch  jugling,  and 
fuch  knavery  :  all  the  argument  is  a  cuckold  and  a 
whore,  a  good  quarrel  to  draw  emulous  faftions,  and 
bleed  to  death  upon  :  now  the  dry  Serpigo  on  the  fub- 
jeft,  and  war  and  lechery  confound  all!  [Exit, 

Aga.  Where  is  Achilles? 

P/z/r.  Within  his  tent,    but  ill  difpos'd,   my  lord. 

Aga.    Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here. 
^  He  (hent  our  meffengers,   and  we  lay  by 
Gur  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  fo,  left,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place; 
Gr  know  not  what  we  are. 

Pair.  I  fliall  fo  fay  to  him.  \Exitl 

8  Ue   SENT  our  meJJ'etigers,  ]  This  nonfenfe  /hculd   be 

read. 

He  SHENT  our  mejfhigersy         ■   ■ 
/.  e,  rebuked,  rated, 

R4  Vly/, 
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V'.yjf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent. 
He  is  not  fick. 

Jjax.  Yes,  lion-fick,  fick  of  a  provd  heart :    you 
may  call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour   the  man  i 

but,  hy  my  head,  'tis  pride  ;   but  why,   why  ? let 

him  fhew  us  the  caufe.     A  word,  my  lord. 

[To  Agamemnon. 

Neft.  What  moves  /jax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

Vlyjf.   AchilUi  h2th  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

iV>/?.   Who,    TberfJe:? 

Vhff.  He. 
^  NeJI.  Then  will  Jjax  lack  matter,    if  he  have  loft 
his  argument. 

V.'j/J.  No,  you  fee,  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  hi» 
argument,   Achilles, 

Neji.  All  the  better  ;  their  fraflion  is  more  our  wifh 
than  tlieir  faaion;  but  it  was  a  flrong  counfel,  that  a 
fcol  could  difunite. 

^^bJT-  The  amity,  that  wifdom  knits  not,  folly  may 
eafily  untye. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Patrodus. 
Here  comes  Patrodus. 

Nefl.  No  Acki/les  with  him  ? 

'Ulyjr.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  courtefic  i 
His  legs  are  for  neceffity,   not  flexure. 

Patr.  Jchilleshids  me  fay,   he  is  much  forry. 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  pleafure 
Did  move  your  greatnefs,    and  this  noble  ftate. 
To  call  on  him  ;   he  hopes,  it  is  no  other. 
But  for  your  health  and  your  digeftion-fake; 
An  after-dinner's  breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,   Patrodus  : 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anfwers  : 
But  his  evafion,    wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn. 
Cannot  outflie  our  apprehenfions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reafon 
Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him  ;  yet  all  his  virtues 
(Not  virtuoufly  on  his  own  part  beheld) 
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T>o  in  our  eyes  begin  to  lofe  their  glofs ; 

And  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholfome  difh, 

Are  like  to  rot  untafted.     Go  and  tell  him, 

We  come  to  fpeak  with  him  j  and  you  fhall  not  fin^ 

li  you  do  fay,  we  think  him  over  proud. 

In  felf-afTumption  greater  than  in  note 

Of  judgment :  fay,    men  worthier  than  himfelf 

Here  tend  the  favage  ftrangenefs  he  puts  on, 

Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command. 

And  under- go  in  an  obferving  kind 

His  humourous  predominance  ;  yea,  watch 

(a)  His  pettifh  lunes,    his  ebbs  and  flows ;    as  if 

The  paffage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  adion 

Rode  on  his  tide.     Go  tell  him  this,   and  add. 

That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much. 

We'll  none  of  him  ;    but  let  him,  like  an  engine 

Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report, 

Bring  adion  hither,   this  can't  go  to  war  : 

A  ilirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give. 

Before  afleeping  giant  j  tell  him  fo. 

Patr.  I  fliall,  and  bring  his  anfvver  prefently,  [^Exttl 

^^ga.  In  fecond  voice  we'll  not  be  fadsfied. 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him.  •   Vlyjfes,  enter. 

[Exit  Ulyfiei; 

j^jax.  What  is  he  more  than  another? 

j^ga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 

/Ijax.  Is  he  fo  much?  do  you  not  think,  he  think? 
himfelf  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 

Aga.   No  queftion. 

Jjax.  Will  you  fubfcribe  his  thought,  and  fay^  - 
he  is  ? 

Aga,  No,  noble  Jjax^  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant, 
as  wife,  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altoge- 
ther more  tradable. 

Ajax.  Why  fhould  a  man  be  proud  ?  how  doth 
pride  grow  ?  1  kno^v  not  what  it  is. 

Aga.  Your  mind  is  clearer,  Ajaxy  and  your  virtues 
the  fairer ;  he,  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf.  Pride 
is  his  own  glafs,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chronicle ^ 

[  (a)  His  fettijb  km,    Oxford  Editor— ^VuIg,/'e/^//J  //«<?j.  J 
R-^-:  _.  and- 
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and  whatever  praifes  it  felf  but  in  the  deed,  devours  the 
deed  inthepraife. 

SCENE   vnr. 

Re-enter  UJyiTes. 

j^jasc.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  theengend- 
ring  of  toads. 

Neft.  Yet  he  loves  hin>felf :  is't  not  ftrange? 

Ulyff^.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to  morrow. 

Aga.  What's  his  excufe  ? 

Vlyf.  He  doth  rely  on  none  ; 
But  carries  on  the  ftream  of  his  difpofe. 
Without  obfervance  or  refpe6\  of  any, 
5  In  will-peculiar,  and  in  felf-admiflion. 

Jga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Un-tent  his  perfon,   and  fhare  the  air  with  us  ? 

Ulyjf.  Things  fmall  as  nothing,  for  requeft's  fakft 
only, 
He  makes  important :   »  he's  poffeft  with  greatnefs. 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  felf-breath..     Im<igin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fwoln  and  hot  difcourfej 
That,  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  atflive  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  down  himfelf;   what  fhould  I  fay  ? 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death-tokens  of  it 
Cry.  no  recovery. 

Jga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 
Dear  lord,   go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent; 
'Tis  faid,  he  holds  you  well,   and  will  be  led 
At  your  requefl  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Vlj//'.   O,    Agamemnon^    let  it  not  be  fo. 
We'll  confecrate  the  fteos  that  Ajax  makes. 
When  they  go  from  Achilles.     Shall  the  proud  lord, 

9  /«  wpl-peculiar,  and  in  fclf-admijjiofu']  Will-peculiar  fhould 
Ije  read  like  felf-admifiion  with  a  hyphen.  The  meaning  is.  He 
does  nothing  but  what  his  own  will  diftates,  and  approves  of 
fcothing  but  what  his  ow«  fa,ncy  recommends. 

I  -  His  fcff:./}  ivirb greatnefs,]  i,  e.  greatnefs  faasgot  pof- 
icflion  of  him,  as  the  devil  of  a  witch^ 

Thai 
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That  baftes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  feam, 

And  never  fjfFers  matters  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts,    (fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 

And  ruminate  himfelf,)  fhall  he  be  worlhipp'd 

Of  That,  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he  ? 

No,    this  thrice- worthy  and  right- valiant  lord 

Muft  not  fo  ftale  his  palm,    nobly  acquir'd  ; 

Nor,    by  my  will,  affubjugate  his  merit, 

(As  amply  titled,  as  Achilles  is,)  by  going  to  Achilles: 

That  were  t'  inlard  his  pride,   already  fat, 

And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 

"With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

This  lord  go  to  him  ?  Jupiter  forbid. 

And  fay  in  thunder,  Achilles  go  to  him ! 

iV^y?.  O,  this  is  well,  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

Did.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  this  applaufe! 

Ajax.    If  I  go  to  him with  my  armed  fift 

I'll  paih  him  o'er  the  face. 

Aga.  O  no,  you  fhall  not  go. 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  PU  pheefe  his  pride; 
let  me  go  to  him. 

VlyJ.   Not  for   the   worth   that   hangs   upon  our 
quarrel. 

Ajax.  A  paltry  infolent  fellow ...  ■ 

Isefl,  How  he  defcribes  himfelf ! 

Ajax.   Can  he  not  be  fcciable  ? 

VhJI.  The  raven  chides  blacknefs. 

Ajax.   V\\  let  his  humours  blood. 

Agti.    He'll  be  the  phyfician,   that  fhould  be  the 
patient. 

Ajax,  An  all  men  were  o'  my  mind 

Vlyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  falhion. 

Ajax.  He  fhould  not  bear  it  fo,  he  fhould  eat  fworda 
£rft  :  fhalJ  pride  carry  it  ? 

Neji.   An  'twould,   you'd  carry  half. 

Vlyjf.  He  would  have  ten  fhares. 

^  Ajax.  I  will  knead  hirn,  I'll  make  him  fupple— 

2  Ajax.  I  win  knead  him  y  T'Umahe  him  fupph^  he's,  not  yet  through 
warm,^  The  latter pait of  tiusfpeeck  fhould  be  given  toNeJior. 

Mefi), 
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Nejl,  He  is  not  yet  through  warm  :  force  him  witli 
praifes;    pour  in,  pour  in  ;   his  ambition  is  dry. 

UlyJJ.  My  lord,   you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 

NeJ}.  Our  noble  General,   do  not  do  fo. 

Dio.    YoQ  muft  prepare  to  iight  without  /Achilles, 

TJlyJf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm^ 

Here  is  a  man but  *tis  before  his  face 

I  will  be  filent. 

Neji.    Wherefore  fhould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  JchiUes  is. 

UlyJjT.  Know  the  whole  world,    he  is  as  valiant. 

Jjax.  A  whorfon  dog  I    that  palters  thus  with  us— ■ 
Would  he  were  a  Trojan  ! 

Neft    What  a  vice  were  it  m  Jjax  now . 

UiyJ/.   If  he  were  proud. 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praife.. 

Vlyjf.  Ay,    or  farly  born. 

Dio.  Or  ftrange,   or  felf-affeaed  r 

U,yi/jr.  Thank  the  heav'ns,   lord,  thou  art  of  fweet 
compofure  ; 
Praife  him  that  got  thee,  her  that  gave  thee  fuckt 
Fam*^d  be  thy  Tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice  fam'd  beyond,   beyond  all  erudition  i 
Eut  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  £ght. 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain. 
And  give  him  half ;  and  for  thy  vigor^ 
Ball-bearing  Milo  his  Addition  yields 
To  finewy  Ajax  ;   I'll  not  praife  thy  wifdom,. 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fhore,  confine* 
Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts.     Here's  Nefor^. 
Inftrufled  by  the  Antiquary  times; 
He  muit,    he  is,    he  cannot  but  be  v^ife  : 
But  pardon,  father  N£j}cr3  vvere  your  days 
As  green  as  Jjax^  and  your  brain  fo  temper'd,. 
You  fhould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him^ 
Bat  be  as  Jja;^ 

Jjax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  } 

Vlyff,   Ay,  my  good  fon. 

P/V.   Be  ruPd  by  him,  lord  Aja:4, 

XJlyJf.  There  is  no  tarrying  h^re  ;    the  Hart  Achillea 
^«P3  iJucketi  pieafe  it  our  great  General 
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To  call  together  all  his  State  of  war  ;. 
Frefli  Kings  arc  come  to  Troy  r  to  morrow,  friends,. 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  povv'r  fland  faft : 
And  here's  a  lord,  come  Knights  from  Eall  to  Weft,, 
And  cull  their  flow'r,    Jjax  (hall  cope  the  beft. 
^ga.  Go  we  to  Council,    let  Achilles  fleep  ; 
Light   boats   fail  fvvift,    though   greater   hulks   draw 
deep..  [  E,xiunn 


A  C  T     III.       SCENE     I. 

Paris'j  Apartments  in  the  Palace^  in  Troy- 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  a  ^ernjant.     \MuJick  n.mthin.\ 

P^«..T?RrEND  !  you!   pray  you,    a  word  :   do  not 
J/    you  follow  the  young  lord  Paris  ? 

Ser.   Ay,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  him,   I  mean  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 

Pan.    You   depend   upon   a    noble    gentleman:    I. 
jnuft  needs  praiie  him. 

Ser,  The  lord  be  praifed  ! 

Pan.  You  know  me,   do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  Faith,,  Sir,  fuperficially. 

Pan.  Friend^   know  me  better;   lam  the  lord  P^*-- 
darui. 

Ser.   I  hope,  I  Ihali  know  your  honour  better..    . 

Pan.  I  do  defire  it. 

Ser.   You  are  in  the  ftate  of  Grace. 

Pan.  Grace  ?   not  io,  friend  ;  honour  and  lordfliip^v 
Ere  my  titles: 
What  mufick  is  this  ? 

Ser.  I   do  but  partly   know,  Sir  s  it  is  mufick  m^ 
parts. 

Pan.  Know  you  the  muficians  } 

Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to  .? 

5fr.  To  the  hearers,  Sir, 
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Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  friend  ? 

Ser.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  mufick. 

Pan,  Command,  I  mean,    friend. 

Ser.   Who  (hall  I  command.  Sir  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  another :  I  am 
too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  rc- 
queft  do  thefe  men  play  ? 

Ser.  That's' to't,  indeed,  Sir;  marry,  Snr,  at  the 
requeft  of  Paris  my  lord,  who's  there  in  perfon  ;  wit^Ii. 
him  the  mortal  Venus ^  the  heart- blood  of  beauty,, 
(a)  love's  vifible  foul. 

Pan.   Who,    my  coufm  CreJJtda  ? 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  He/en  ;  could  you  not  find  out  That 
by  her  attributes } 

Pan.  It  (hould  feem,  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen 
the  lady  Crejftda.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Paris  from- 
the  Prince  Icroilus :  I  will  make  a  compiemental  affault: 
apon  him,  for  my  bufinefs  feethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  buiinefc!  there's  a Hew'dphrafe,  indeed, 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 
Enter  Pans  and  Helen,  attended. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,    and  to  all  this  fair 
company  !   fair  Defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide- 
them  ;    efpecialjy   to  you,  fair   Queen,  fair  thoughts 
be  your  fair  pillow  ! 

Helen.  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  Queen  : 
fair  Prince,    here  is  good  broken  mufick. 

Par.  You  have  broken  it,  coufin,  and,  by  my  life,, 
you  (hall  make  it  whole  again  ;  you  fhall  piece  it  out-i 
with  a  piece  of  your  performance.  Kelly  he  is  full* 
of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  lady,   no. 

Helen.   O,    Sir  ■ 

Pan.  Rude,   in  footh  ;  in  good  footh,  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  faid,  rny  lord  ;  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fits, 

[  (a)  love's  vJJiilt  foul,.  Oxford  Editor,  —  Vulg.  love's  inviftble 

Pan* 
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Tan.  I  have  bufmefs  to  my  lord,  dear  Queen  ;  my 
lord,  will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  word  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  fhall  not  hedge  us  out ;  we'll  hear 
you  fing,   certainly. 

Pan,  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with 
me  ;  but  marry  thus,  my  lord  ;—  my  dear  lord,  and 
moft  efteemed  Friend,  your  brother  Troilus — — — 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus^  honey- fweet  lord,  — — 

Pan.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to . 

Commends  himfelf  moft  afTei^uonately  to  you. 

Helen,    You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody  : 
If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  ! 

Pan.  Sweet  Queen,  fweet  Queen,  that's  a  fweet 
Queen,   Pfaith— — 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  fweet  lady  fad,  is  a  fower 
offence.  Nay,  that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  fhall 
it  not  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  words, 
no,  no 

Pan.  And,  my  lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the 
King  call  for  him  at  fupper,  you  will  make  his  excufe. 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus^ — 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen,  my  y^Ty  vQxy 
fweet  Queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand,  where  fups  he  to 
night  ? 

Helen.  Nay,    but  my  lord,  ~ 

Pan..  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  coufin  will 
£all  out  with  you. 

Helen.  You  muft  not  know  where  he  fups. 

Par.  ril  lay  my  life,   *  with  my  difpoufer  CreJJtda. 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide;  come^ 
your  difpoufer  is  fick. 

Par.  Well,  I'll  make  excufe. 

Pan.  Ayy  good  my  lord  ;  why  fhould  yoa  fay, 
Crejfida  ?  no,   your  poor  difpoufer's  fick. 

Par.  Ifpy 

Pan.  You  fpy,  what  do  you  fpy  ?  come,  give  me 
an  inftrument  now,   fweet  Queen. 

I ixsith  ffy?  DISPOSER  Creffida.'\  I  think  difpofer  (hould,  in 

thefe  places,  be  read  djsi-ousir  5  fhe  that  v/ouid  feparate  Re/en 
from  him* 
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He/en.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  yea 
have,   fweet  Queen. 

He/en.  She  (hall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not  my 
lord  Pan's. 

Pan.  He  ?  no,  Ihe'll  none  of  him,   they  two  arc 
twain. 

Helem  Falling  in  after  falling  out,  may  make  them 
three. 

Pan.  Come,   come,   I'll  hearno  more  of  this.     I'll 
iing  you  a  fong  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now  ;  by  my  troth,  fweet 
lord,   thou  haft  a  fine  forehead. 

Pan.   Ay,  you  may,   you  may— — — 

Helen.  Let  thy  fong  be  love  :  this  love  will  undo  us 
all.     Gh,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid  ! 

Fan.  LovgI ay,   that  it  fnall,  i'faith.    . 

Par.  Ay,  good  now,  iove,  love,  nothing  but  love. 

Pan.  In  good  troth,   it  begins  lb. 

Lorue,  -  /ove^   ncthing  but  lofve,  fiill  mors  : ' 

Fof  O,    love'' s  boi'j 

Shoots  buck  and  doe', 

Ihejhaft  ccnfounds 

Not  that  it  ^wounds. 

But  tickles  Jiili  the  fore. 

Thefe  lonjers  cry,   oh  !  oh  t   they  dye : 

Yet  Thaty.^jjhich feems  the  njuound to  kill. 

Doth  turn,  oh!  ch  !  to  ha,  ha,   he  : 

So  dying  love  I  I've  s  fiill. 

O  ho,  a  nvhile  ;  bt4t  ha,  ha,   ha ; 

O  ho  groans  out  for  ha,  ha,  ha •  hey  ho  f  ' 

Helen.  In  love,   i'faith,  to  the  very  tipof  thenofe  f  ' 
Par.^  He  eats   nothing   but  doves,  i<5ve,  and  that  ^ 
breeds  hot  blood,  and  hot  blood   begets  hot  thoughts, 
and  hot  thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  artd  hot  deeds  are 
love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ?  why  they  are  vipers  -,  is  love 
a  generation  of  vipsrs  ?—  Swe^t  lord,  wiio's  a-iield  to 
day  } . 


Troilus  and  Cressida.  377 

Tar.  UeBor,  Deiphhus,  Eelenus,  Anterior,  and  all  the 
gallantry  of  7><?y.  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to  day, 
but  my  t^ell  would  not  have  it  fo.  How  chance  my 
brother  troths  went  not  ? 

Bden.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomething  ;  you  know 
all,   lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey  fweet  Queen  :  I  long  to  hear 
how  they  fped  to  day.  You'll  remember  your  bro- 
ther's excufe  ? 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pan.  Farewel,    fweet  Queen. 

Heltn.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pan.  I  will,  fweet  Queen.     \^Exit.  Sound  a  Retreat, 

Par.  They're  come  from  field  :  let  us  to  Priam's 
Hall, 
To  greet  the  warriors— Sweet  He/sn,  I  muft  wooe  yott 
To  help  unarm  our  HeHor:  his  ftubborn  buckles. 
With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  fingers  toucht. 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  fleel, 
Or  force  of  Greekijh  fmevvs :  you  Ihail  do  more 
Than  ail  the  ifland  Kings,  difarm  great  Heaor. 

Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  fcrvant,  Parts  : 
Yea,  what  he  (hall  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have, 
Yea,  over-ftiines  our  felf. 

Far.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 
Jn  Orchard  to  Pandarus'j  Hou/e. 
Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus^j  Man. 
Pan.  T^T  O  W,  where's    thy  mailer  ?  at  my  coufitt 
J[^  Creffidas  ? 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  ^  he  prays  you  to  conduft  him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 
Pan.  O,  here  he  comes ;  how  now,  how  now  ? 
*Troi.  Sirrah,  walk  off. 
Pan.  Have  you  feen  my  coulin  ? 
7roi.  No,   Pandarus :   I  ftalk  about  her  door. 
Like  a  flrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 

a be  STAYS you^l  We  ihould read, be  V¥i  ays  you. .~^ 

Staying 
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Staying  for  waftage.     O,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranfportance  to  thofe  fields. 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lilly  beds 
Propos'd  for  the  deferver  !  O  gentle  Vandarus, 
From  Cupid's  (houlder  pluck  his  painted  wings, 
And  fly  with  me  to  CreJ/td. 

Pan    Walk  here  i'th'  orchard,     I  will    bring    her 
.  ftraight.  [Exit  Pandarus'. 

Trot.  Vm  giddy;   expedation  whirls  mc  round. 
Th'  imaginary  relifli  is  fo  fweet. 
That  it  enchants  my  fenfe :  what  will  it  be, 
When  that  the  watry  palates  tafte,  indeed. 
Love's  thrice- reputed  neftar  ?   death,  1  fear  me  ; 
Swooning  deftrudion,  or  fome  joy  too  fine, 
Too  fubtle  potent,  and  too  (harp  in  fweetnefa. 
For  the  capacity  of  my  rude  powers ; 
I  fear  it  much,  and  I  do  fear  befides. 
That  I  fhall  lofe  diftindion  in  my  joys  j 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  flying  enemy. 

Re  enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready,  fhe'll  come  ftraight ; 
you  muft  be  witty  now.  She  does  fo  blufh,  and 
fetches  her  wind  fo  fhort,  as  if  fhe  were  fraid  with  a 
fprite  :  I'll  bring  her.  It  is  the  prettieft  villain,  fh€ 
fetches  her  breach  as  (hort  as  a  new-ta'en  fparrow. 

[Exit  Pandarus. 

7roi    Ev'n  fuch  a  paffion  doth  embrace  my  bofom  : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverous  pulfe  j. 
And  all  my  pow'rs  do  the^r  beilov/ing  lofe. 
Like  vaffahge  at  unawares  encountring 
The  eye  of  Ms  jelly. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  CrefTida. 

Pan.  Come,  come  ;  what  need  you  blufh  ?  Shame's 
a  baby.  Here  Ibe  is  now  :  fwear  the  oath;  now  to  her, 
that  you  have  fworn  to  me.  What,  arc  you  gone 
again  ?  you  mufl  be  watch  d  ere  you  be  made  tame, 
muil  you  ?  come  your  ways,   come  your  ways  j  if  you 

draw 
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draw  backward,  we'll  put  you  i'  th*  files  :  Why  do 
you  not  fpeak  to  her  ?  Come,  draw  this  curtain,  and 
let's  fee  your  pidure.  Alas  the  day,  how  loth  you  are 
to  offend  day-light  ?  an  'twere  dark,  you'd  clofe  foon- 
er.  So,  fo,  rub  on,  and  kifs  the  Mifirefs  ;  how  now, 
a  kifs  in  fee- farm  ?  build  there,  carpenter,  the  air  is 
fvveet.  Nay,  you  fhall  fight  your  hearts  out,  ere  I  part 
you.  The  faulcon  as  the  tercel,  for  all  the  dacks  i'th' 
river ,  go^o,  go  to. 

Trot.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Pan.  V.  ords  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds :  but  fhe'U 
bereave  you  of  deeds  too,  if  (he  call  your  aftivity  in 
queftion  :  what,  billing  again  ?  here's,  in  witnefs  where- 
of the  parties  interchangeably come  in,  come 

in,  I'll  go  get  a  fire.  [^Exit  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Trot.  O  CreJ/ida,  how  often  have  I  wifht  me  thus  ? 

Cre,  Wifht,  my  lord  !   the  Gods  grant ^Omy 

lord. 

Trot.  What  fhould  they  grant  ?  what  makes  this  pret- 
ty abruption  ?  what  too  currous  dreg  efpies  my  fweet 
lady  in  the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cre.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Trot.  Fears  make  devils  of  cherubims,  they  never 
fee  truly. 

Cre.  Blind  fear,  which  feeing  reafon  leads,  finds  fafer 
footing  than  blind  reafon  tumbling  without  fear.  To 
fear  the  worfl:,  oft  cures  the  worfe. 

Troi.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear  i  in  all  Ci^- 
ptd's  Pageant  there  is  prelented  no  monfter. 

Cre.  Nor  nothing  raonlirous  neither  ? 

Troi^  Nothing,  but  our  Undertakings  ;  when  we 
vow  to  weep  feas,  iive  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tygers ; 
thinking  it  harder  for  our  mittrefs  to  devife  impofition 
enough,  than  for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  impofed. 
This  is  the  moni^rofity  in  love,  lady,  that  the'will  is 
infinite,  and  the  execution  ccnfin'd  :  that  the  defire  is 
boundlefs,  and  the  aclailave  to  limit. 

Cre.  They  fay,  all  lovers  fwear  more  performance 
than  they  are  able  ;  and  yet  referve  an  ability,  that 
^hey  never  perform  :  vowing  more  than   the  perfedion 

of 
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of  ten,  and  difcharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  on^. 
They  that  have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  ad  of  hares, 
are  they  not  monflrous  ? 

Troi.  Are  there  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we  ;  praife  us 
as.  we  are  taded,  allow  us  as  we  prove  :  our  head  fhall 
go  bare,- 'till  merit  crown  it  ;  no  perfeftion  in  reverfion 
Ihall  have  a  praife  in  prefent ;  we  will  not  name  defert 
before  his  birth,  and,  bejng  born,  his  addition  (hall  be 
humble;  tew  words  to  fair  faith.  Troi/usCnaU  be  fuch  to 
Creffida,  as  what  envy  can  fay  worft,  fhall  be  a  mocic 
for  his  truth  ;  and  what  truth  can  fpeak  trueft,  not 
iruer  than  Troilus. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Pandarus. 
^    Tan.  What,  bluQiing  flill  ?  have  you  not  done  talk- 
ing yet  > 

Cre.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate 
to  you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  boy  of 
you  you'll  give  him  me  j  be  true  to  my  lord  ;  if  he 
njnch,  chide  me  for  it. 

7roi  You  know  now  your  hoftages  ;  your  uncles 
word  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'Jl  give  my  word  for  her  too  ;  our 
kindred,  though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  wooM,  they 
are  conflant,  being  won  ;  they  are  burrs,  I  can  tell  yon, 
they'll  Ihck  where  they  arc  thrown. 

Cre.   Boldnefs  comes   to    me  now,  and.  brings  me 
heart  ; 
Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lovM  you  night  and  day. 
For  many  weary  months. 

Troi.  V/liy  was  my  Creffid  then  fo  hard  to  win  ? 

Cre.  Hard  to  lecm  won  :   but  I  was  won,  my  lord, 

With  the  firp£  glance  that  ever— pardon  me - 

If  I  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant ;. 
I  love  you  now  ;  but  not  till  now,,  {o  much 

But  I  might  mailer  it in  faith,  I  lie — - 

My  thoughts  ^^xt,  like  unbridled  children,  grown 
Too  headftrong  for  their  mother  j  fee,  we  fools  \ 

Whx 
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Why  have  I  blabbM  ?  who  (hall  be  true  to  us. 

When  we  are  lb  unfecret  to  our  felves  ? 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 

And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wifht  my  felf  a  man  : 

Or  that  We  women  had  men's  privilege. 

Of  fpeakingfirrt.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue; 

For  in  this  rapture  I  fliall  furely  fpeak 

The  thing  I  fnall  repent ;  fee,  fee,  your  filence 

(Cunning  in  dumbnefs)  from  my  weaknefs  draws 

My  very  foul  of  counfel.     Stop  my  mouth. 

^roi.  And  (hall,  albeit  fweet  mufick  ilTues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Cre.  My  lord,  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me  j 
'Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  kifs  : 
I  am  alham'd  ;  —  O  heavens,  what  have  I  done  \  — - 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

^roi.  Your  leave,  fweet  Crejfid? 

Fan,    Leave  !  an    you  take   leave  'till  to   morrow 
morning 

Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

5>o/.  What  ofiends  you,  lady  ? 

Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Troi.  You  cannot  fhun  your  felf. 

Cre.  Let  me  go  try  : 
I  have  a  kmd  of  felf  refides  with  you  : 
But  an  unkind  ieS^  that  i.  felf  will  leave. 
To  be  another's  fool.     Where  is  my  wit  ? 
I  would  be  gone  :  I  fpeak,  I  know  not  v/hat. 

Trot.  "Well  know  they  what  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak  fo 
wifely. 

Cre.  Perchance,  my   lord,  I  fhew  more  craft  than 
love, 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confeffion, 
To  angle  for  your  thouglus  :  but  you  are  v/ife. 
Or  elfe  you  love  not  :  To  be  v/ife  and  love. 
Exceeds  man's  might,  and  dwells  with  Gods  above. 

Trui.  O,  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman, 
(As,  if  it  can,   I  will  prefame  in  youj 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love. 
To  keep  her  conilancy  in  plight  anci  youth 

Out- 
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Out-living  Beauties  outward ;  with  a  mind 

That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  blood  decays  ? 

Or,  that  pprfwafion  could  but  once  convince  me. 

That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 

Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 

Of  fuch  a  winnowed  purity  in  love  : 

How  were  I  then  up-lifted  !  but  alas, 

1  am  as  true  as  Truth's  fimplicity, 

2  And  Ampler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cre.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 
7roi.  O  virtuous  fight  f 
When    Right    with  Right  wars  who  fliall  be  moft 
right. 

*  True  fwains  in  love  (hall  in  the  world  to  come 

*  Approve  their  truths  by  7>w7«/;  when  their  rhimes, 

*  Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 

*  Want  fimiiies  :  truth,  tired  with  iteration, 

*  As  true  as  fteel,  as  4  Plantage  to  the  Moon, 
«  As  Sun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 

*  As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  th'  center  : 

*  Yet  after  all  comparifons  of  truth, 

;  5  As  truth  authentick,  ever  to  be  cited, 

3  Andfimphr  than  the  infancy  of  tnab.']     This   is  fine  :   and 
means.  Ere  truth,  to  defend  it  J'elf  againji  deceit  in  the  cemmerce  of 
the  IV  or  Id,  had,  out  of  necejjtty,  learn' d  ivorldly  tclicy. 
^    .—^Plantage  to  the  Moon.}     I  formerly  made  a  filly  con- 
jcfturc,  that  the  true  reading  was. 

Planets  to  their  Moons. 
But  I  did  not  reflect:  that  it  was  wrote  before  Galileo  had  difcovered 
the  Satellites  of  Jupiter-^  this  play  being  printed  in  1609,  and 
that  difcovery  made  in  1610.  So  xhdit  Plantage  to  the  Moon  is 
right,  and  alludes  to  the  common  opinion  of  the  influence  the 
Moon  has  over  what  is  planted  or  fown,  which  was  therefore  done 
in  the  increafe. 

Rite  Latonce  puerum  canentes. 

Rite  crefcentemface  noElilucam, 

Profperamfrugum --■  Hor.  L.  4.  Od.  6. 

5  As  truth's  auth  em  tic  author  to  be  cited]    This  line 
is  abfolute  nonfenfe.     We  ihould  read, 

As  truth  authentic,  ever  to  be  cited. 
2.  «.    when  all  cemparifons  of  truth  are  exhaufted,  they  fhall  be 
then  all  fummedup  in  this  great  one,  tills  authentic  tritik  e'uer  to 
be  cited,  as  true  as  Troilus, 

«  As 
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*  As  true  as  Iroilus^  fhall  crown  up  the  verfe, 

*  And  fandlifie  the  numbers. 

Cre.  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 

*  If  I  be  falfc,  or  fwcrve  a  hair  from  truth, 

*  When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  it  felf, 

*  When  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftonesof  7V^, 

*  And  blind  Oblivion  fwallow'd  Cities  up, 

*  And  mighty  States  charadlerlefs  are  grated 

*  To dufty  Nothing,'  yet  let  Memory, 

*  From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  maids  in  love, 

*  Upbraid  my  falfehood  !  when  they've  faid,  as  falfc 

*  As  air,  as  water,  as  wind,  as  fandy  earth  ; 

*  As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf; 

*  Pard  to  the  hind,  or  Hep-dame  to  her  fon  ; 

«  Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  falfehood, 
«  As  falfe  as  CreJJid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made  :  feal  it,  fcal  it,  I'll  be 
the  witnefs.— -Here  I  hold  your  hand  ;  here  my  coa- 
fm's  J  if  ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  I 
have  taken  fuch  pains  to  faring  you  together,  let  all  piti- 
ful Goers-between  be  call'd  to  the  world's  end  after  my 
name  ;  call  them  all  Pandars :  (a)  let  all  inconftant 
men  be  Troilus's,  all  falfe  women  Creffida's,  and  all 
brokers  between  P^W^r J  ;  fay.  Amen. 

Troi,  Amen  ! 

Cre.  Amen  i 

Pan.  Amen.     Whereupon  I  will   fhew  you  a  bed- 
chamber J  which  bed,  becaufe  it   fhall   not   fpeak   of 
your  pretty  encounters,  prefs  it  to  death  :  away. 
And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-ty'd  maidens  here, 
Bed,  chamber,  and  Pandar  to  provide  this  Geer  ! 

\_Exeu7rt» 

\{a)  let  all  inconfiant  men.     Oxford  Editor.' Vulg.  let  all 

xonjiant  men.J 
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SCENE    VI. 

Changes  to  the  Grecian  Camp, 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulyffes,  DIomedes,  Neftor,  Ajax, 
Menelaus,  ^WCalchas. 

Cal.  ^^yOW,  Princes,  for  the  fervice  I  have  done  you, 
X^    '1  h'  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompenie  :  ^  appear  it  to  you. 

That, 


^  I    ....  appear  it  to  you  ^ 

That,  through  thcjight  I  bear  in  things  to  come^ 

I  ba-ve  abandcti'd  Tioy. j   This  reafoning  perplexes  Mr, 

Theobald,  Heforefaiu  his  country  ivas  undone  ;  he  ran  ever  to  the 
Greeks;  and  this  he  makes  a  merit  of,  fays  the  Editor.  I  o"u:n 
(continues  he)  the  Kctives  of  his  oratory  feem  to  me  fomeivhat  per- 
verfe  and  unartful.  Nor  do  I  knoiv  hoiv  to  reconcile  it,  unlefs 
cur  poet  purpcfely  intended  to  make  Calchas  a£i  the  part  of  a  true 
DRIEST,  and  fo  from  tnotivcs  of  f elf -inter  eji  infnuate  the  merit 
cf  fervice.^  The  Editor  did  not  know  how  to  reconcile  this. 
Nor  I  neither.  For  I  don't  know  what  he  means  by  the  moti'ues 
•f  his  oratory,  or ,  from  motives  of  felf-intereji  to  infmuate  merit. 
But  if  he  would  infinuate,  that  it  was  the  poet's  delign  to  make 
his  prieft  felf-interefted,  and  toreprefent  to  the  Greeks  that  what 
ht  did  for  his  own  piefervation  was  done  for  their  fervice^  he  is 
miftaken.  Shah f pear  thought  of  nothing  fo  filly,  as  it  would  be 
to  draw  his  prieft  a  kna've,  in  order  to  make  him  talk  like  zfool, 
Tho'  that  be  the  fate  which  generally  attends  their  abufers.  But 
Shakefpearwzs  no  fuch  ;  and  confequently  wanted  not  this  cover 
for  dulnefs.  The  pcr-verfcnefs  is  ail  the  Editor's  own,  who  in- 
terprets, 

through  thejightlhavein  things  to  come 

I  have  abandoned  Troy- 

To  fignify,  by  my  po-zver  of  prcfcience  finding  my  country  muji  be 
ruined,  I  ha'vs  therefore  abandoned  it  to  fck  refuge  ivith  you  j 
whereas  the  true  (snfs  is.  Be  it  kr.oivn  unto  you,  that  on  account  of 
a  gift  or  faculty  I  haije  of  feeing  things  to  come,  loJyich  faculty  I 
fuppofe  zvould  be  ejiecm.^d  by  you  as  acceptable  and  ujeful,  I  have 
abandoned  Troy  my  native  Cour.try,  That  he  could  not  mean 
what  the  Editor  fuppofes,  appears  from  thefe  confiderations,  Firft, 
If  he  had  reprefented  himfelf  as  running  from  a  falling  city,  he 
could  never  have  faid, 

I  have expos'' d  my  f elf 

From  ztx^-iSxi  and pofjijs  dcon'veniencies, 

To  AzM\>'d\A  fortunes    - 

Secondly,  the  abfolute  knov/ledge  of  the  fall  of  Troy  was  a  fecret 
hid  from  the  inferior  Gods  themfelves  5    as  appears  from   the 

poetical 
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That,  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 

I  have  abmdon'd  Troy,  left  my  polTeffion, 

Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name,  expos'd  my  felf. 

From  certain  and  pofreil  conveniencie?, 

To  doabtful  fortanes ;  feqiiellred  from  all 

That  time,  acquaintance,  cuftom,  and  condition. 

Made  tame  and  moll  familiar  to  my  nature  : 

And  here,  to  do  you  ferWce,   am  become 

As  new  into  the  world,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 

I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  taHe, 

To  give  me  now  a  litrle  beneiit, 

Out  of  thofe  many  regirtred  in  promife, 

Which,  you  fay,  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga.  What  vvouldli  thou  of  us,'  Trojan?  make  de- 
mand. 

Cal.   You  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  call'd  Antenor^ 
Yefterday  took  :     7rcy  holds  him  \zvy  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore  i) 
Defir'd  my  Creffid  in  right-great  exchange. 
Whom  rroy  hath  (lill  deny'd  :  but  this  Jntenor, 
I  know,  is  fuch  a  wreft  in  their  affairs. 
That  their  negotiations  all  muft  flack. 
Wanting  his  Manage  ;   and  they  will  almoU 
Give  us  a  Prince  o'  th'  blood,  a  fon  oi  Priam, 
In  change  of  him.     Let  him  be  fent,  great  Princes, 
And  he  ihall  buy  my  daughter  :  and  her  prefence ' 

ww'^^-^°'^  of  that  war.  It  depended  on  many  contingence* 
whofe  exiftence  .^^jy  did  not  forefee.  All  that  they  knew  was, 
that  if  fuch  and  fuch  things  happened  T.^y  would  fall  And  this 
fecret  they  communicated  to  Cajfandra  only,  but  along  with  it 
the  fate  not  to  be  believed.  Several  others  knew  each  a  feveral 
part  of  the  fecret  j  .;;.,  that  Troy  could  net  be  taken  un^^s  2htl 

the  Falladiiun  j    and  fo  on.     But    the  fecret,  that  it  was   abfo 
luteiy  to  fall,  was  known  to  none.  "°' 

The  fenfe  here  given  will  admit  of  no  difpute  amon-ft  thofe 

That  thT'r  / 7  'Tr^''''  ^  '''"  ""^   ^--Sft  'he  g"1      So 
that  this    Calckas,  like  a  true  fri^^  if  it  mufl  needs   be  fo    went 

where  ne  could  exercife  his -profeffion  with  moft  advantrle      For 
Ih^^ri^L'treT^raSg^^^^^ 

Vol.  VII.  s  3,^^j 
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Shall  quite  flrike  off  all  fervice  I  have  done, 
(a)  In  mod  accepted  pay. 

y^ga.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him. 
And  bring  us  Crejfid\i\i\itx :  Calchas  (hall  have 
What  he  requells  of  us.     Good  Diomede^ 
FurniHi  you  fairly  for  this  enterchange  ; 
Withal,  bring   word,  if  He8or  will  to  morrow 
Be  anfwer'd  in  his  challenge.     Ajax  is  ready. 

Dio.  This  (hall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burthen 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  [Exif, 

SCENE     VII. 

Eafer  Achilles  and  Patroclus,  l^tfore  their  Tent. 

Ulyff.  Achilla  (lands  i'  th'  entrance  of  his  Tent, 
Pleale  it  our  General  to  pafs  fcrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot ;  and,  Princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  : 
I  will  come  laft  ;  'tis  like,  he'll  quellion  me. 
Why  fuch  unplaufive  eyes  are  bent  on  him  : 
Iffo,  I  have  decifion  medicinable 
To  ufe  between  your  ftrangenefs  and  his  pride. 
Which  his  own  will  (hall  have  defireto  drink. 
It  may  do  good  :  Pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  fhew  it  felf,  but  pride  ;  for  fupple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  prcud  man's  fees. 

Aga.  We'll  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along  ; 
So  do  each  lord  ;  and  either  greet  him  not. 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  fhall  fhake  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.     J  will  lead  the  way. 

Jchil.  What,  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 
You  knovv^  my  mind.     I'll  light  no  more  'gainft  Troy. 

Aga.  What  fays  AchilUs?  would  he  augiit  with  us? 

tleft   Would  you,  my  lord,  aught  with  the  General  ? 

AchiL  No. 

l^ejl.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Aga.  The  better. 

Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  Hov/  do  you?  how  do  you  ? 

[  (a)  Ininoji  accepted  pay.     Oxford  Editor.  — —  Vulg.   In  mofi 
gccepted  painA 

Achil, 
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Achil.  What,  does  the  cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Jjax.  How  now,  Patroclus  ? 

Achil.  Good  morrow,  Ajax, 

Ajax.  Ha  ? 

Achil.  Good  morrow. 

Ajax,  Ay,  and  good  next  day  too.  \ Exeunt, 

Achil.  What  mean  thefe  fellows  ?   know  they  not 
/.chilles  P 

Patr.  They  pafs   by  ftrangely  :    they  were  us'd  to 
bend. 
To  fend  their  fmiles  before  them  to  Achilles, 
To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 

*  'Tis  certain,  Greatnefs,  once  fall'n  out  with  fortune, 

*  Mu{l  fall  out  with  men  too  :   what  the  declin'd  is, 

*  He  {hall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 

*  As  feel  in  his  own  Fall :  for  men,  like  butterflies, 

*  Shew  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  fammer  ; 

*  And  not  a  man,  for  being  fimply  man, 

*  Hath  honour,  but  is  honour'd  by  thofe  honours 

*  That  are  without  him  j  as  place,  riches,  favour, 

*  Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 

*  Which,  when  they  fall,  (as  being  flippVy  danders) 

*  The  love  that  lean'd  on  them,  as  flippVy  too, 
'  Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 

*  Die  in  the  Fall.     But  'tis  not  fo  with  me  : 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends ;  I  do  enjoy 

At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  pofiefs, 

Sax'e  thefe  men's  looks ;  v/ho  do,  methinks,  find  out 

Something  in  me  not  worth  that  rich  beholding, 

As  they  have  often  giv'n.     Here  is  Uiyjfes. 

ril  interrupt  his  reading. Now,  Ul^^es  P 

IJlyJf.   Now,  Ihetis'  fon  ! 

Achil.   What  are  you  reading  ? 

Vlyjf.   A  ilrange  fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  maa,  7  how  dearly  ever  parted. 

How 

7  ■  '  ■  hoiu  dearly  ever  parted,^    i.  e,  how  excjnifitely  foever 

his  virtues   be  divided  aiid  balanced    in  him.     So  in  JRrWo  and 

S  z  Juliet, 
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How  nRich  in  Having,  or  without,  or  in. 
Cannot  make  boail  to  have  I'hat  which  he  hath. 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,   but  by  refleCLion  ; 
As  when  his  virtues  fhining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  firii  giver. 

,''chil.  Tiiis  is  not  ftrange,  Vlyjfes. 
The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  cornmends  it  fclf 
*  To  others'  eyes :    nor  doth  the  eye  it  {t\i 
(That  moft  pure  fpirit  of  fenfe)  behold  it  felf 
Not  going  from  it  feif ;  but  eyes  oppos'd 
Salute  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
For  fpeculr.tion  turns  not  to  it  ^zX'i, 
'Till  it  hath  traveli'd,  and  is  marry'd  there 
Where  it  may  fee  its  felf  ;  this  is  not  ftrange. 

Vliff,  I  do  not  ftrain  at  the  pofition. 
It  is  familiar  ;  but  the  author's  drift ; 
Who,  in  his  c^rcumftance,  exprefly  proves 
7'hat  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Tho'  in,    and  of,  him  there  is  much  confifting) 
'Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others ; 
Nor  dodi  hecf  himfelf  know  them  for  aught, 
•Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  applaufe 
Where  tlicy're  extended  ;    which,  like  an  arch,  re- 

veib'iates 
The  voice  ag?.in  ;  or,  like  a  gate  of  fleel 
Fronting  the  San,  receives  and  renders  back 
Kis  figure  and  his  heat.     I  was  much  rapt  in  this, 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax " 

Heav'ns !  what  a  man  is  there  ?  a  very  horfe. 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.     Nature  !  what  things 

there  are, 
Moft  abjecl  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe  ? 
What  thi.ngs  again  moft  deaf  in  the  ellecm, 

Juliet y  Stuft.  as  they  fay,  ivith  honourable  •^■:xrt%,  proportioned  ai 
one's  thoughts  ivbuld  ivijh  a  man. 
%   To  oUers'  fycs,  &c. 

That  moj}  fu'-e  fpirit,  &c,]  The fe  two  lines  are  totally  omit- 
ted m  all  the  editiona  but  the  firit  quarto,  Mr.  P^'^". 

And 
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And  poor  in  worth  ?  now  fnall  we  fee  to  morrow 
An  Adl,  that  very  Chance  doth  throw  upon  him  : 
Jjnx  renown'd  !  Oh  heav'ns,  what  fome  men  <Xo, 
While*fome  men  leave  to  do! 
9  How  fome  menflcep  in  fkittifh  Fortune's  hall. 
While  others  play  the  ideots  in  her  eyes  ; 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride. 
While  pride  is  feafling  in  his  wantonnefs  ! 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  lords  !  why  ev'n  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  ^jax  on  the  Ihoulder, 
As  if  liis  foot  were  on  brave  He^or\  bread. 
And  great  Troy  flirinking. 

Jchil.  This  I  do  believe  ; 
For  they  paffed  by  me,  as  raifers  do  by  beggars. 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look  : 
What !  are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

Ulx/f.  *  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 

*  Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  Oblivion  : 

*  (A  great-fiz*d  monuer  of  Ingratitudes) 

*  Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  pad,  which  are  devour'd 

*  As  faft  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  foon 

*  As  done  :  Perfeverance  keeps  Honour  bright : 

*  To  have  done,  is  to  hang  quite  out  of  fafiiion, 

*  Like  rufty  mail  in  monumental  mockery. 

*'  For  honour  travels  in  a  (Ireight  fo  narrow, 

"  Where  one  but  goes  abreaft  ;   keep  then  the  path  f 

"  For  Emulation  hath  a  thoufand  fons, 

**   That  one  by  one  purfue  ;    if  you  give  way, 

"  Or  turn  afide  from  the  diredl  forth-right, 

"  Like  to  an  entred  tide,  they  all  rufn  by, 

"  And  leave  you  hindermoflj  and  there  you  lye, 

9  H01V  fome  men  creep  in Jkittijh  Fortuned  hall,']  This  is  faid 
\vitli  defign  that  Achilles  ihould  apply  it  tohimfelf  and  Ajax.  But 
as  creep  is  to  be  applied  to  Achilles,  it  conveys  a  wrong  idea,  as 
reprefenting  one  who  is  timorous  and  afraid  to  atchicve  ^ttzt  adls  ; 
whereas  it  fhould  reprefent  one  entirely  negligent  in  nlchisving 
them.     For  this  v.ras  then  ^c-6///«'s  cafe.    So  thai  v.-e  ftould  read, 

H01V  fome  men  B'L'E.'EV    in  fiittijh  FofttiKe^s  hall. 
For  he  was  the  firft  favourite  cf  fortune  ;•  yet  when  he  got  into  her 
prefence,  inftead  of  pufhing  his  way,  he  became  entirely  negligent 
and  unconcerned  for  her  favours. 

S  3:  "  Like 
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**   »  Like  to  a  gallant  horfe  fall'n  in  firft  rank, 

*'  For  pavement  to  the  abjed  Rear,  o'er-run 

*'    And  trampled  on  :  Then  what  they  do  in  prefent, 

*'  Tho'   lefs  than  yours  in  pal^,  mull  o'er-top  yours. 

•  For  time  is  like  a  falhionable  hoft, 

•  That  flightly  fhakes  his  parting  gueft  by  th'  hand  ; 

•  Bur  with  his  arms  out-lrretch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 

•  Grafpsin  the  comer  ;  Welcome  ever  fmiles. 

And  Farewel   goes  out  lighing.     O,  let  not  virtue 
ieek 

**  Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was ; 

*'  For  beauty,  wit,  high  birth,  defert  in  fervice, 

**  Love,  friendlliip,  charity,  are  fubjeds  all 

**  To  envious  and  calumniating  time. 

"  Ore  touch  of  nature  maizes  the  whole  world  kin  ; 

*'  That  all,  with  one  confent,  praile  new-born  Gawds, 

"  Tho'  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  palt  j 

"  And  give  to  duft,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 

*'  faj  More  laud  than  they   will  give  to  gold  o'er- 
dufted :  ^ 

*'  The  pfefent  eye  praifes  the  prefent  objeft. 

Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  complete  man, 

That  all  the  Greeh  begin  to  worfhip  ^ux  ; 

Since  things  in  motion  fooner  catch  the  eye, 

Than  what  not  ilirs.     The  Cry  went  once  for  thee. 

And  ftiU  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again. 

If  thou  would'ft  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive. 

And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent ; 

Whofe  glorious  deed?,  but  in  thefe  fields  of  late, 

*  Made  emulous  mifiions  'mongft  the  Gods  themfelves. 

And  drave  great  Man  to  fa<5lion, 

I   Like  to  a  gallant  horfe  fa/Pn  i»  firfi  tank. 

For  f>a'vement  to  the  ahjeB  near, ]     We  ftculd  read, 

*hjttt  Rear,  /.  e.  the  mean  abjtd:  Jicrfes  which,  by  reafon  of 
their  unfitneis  for  fervice,  are  put  into  the  rear  of  ti:e'line  ^  or  at 
Itaft  become  the  rear  in  a  vigorous  tiiarge. 

^  M.ide  emuloui  m\S\OM^  —  j     il//^c«5,  for  divif.ons,  /.?.  go- 
ings cut,  on  one  fide  and  the  other. 

\(a)  Mart  laud  than  they  iviil  gi-ve  tQ   gold  o'er -duped,     Dr* 
Thirlby.  Vulg.  More  laud  than  gilt  o" er-dujlid, 

Jchil. 
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Jcktl.  Of  my  privacy 
I  have  rtrong  reafons. 

Ulyjf.  'Gainft  your  privacy 
The  reafons  are  more  potent  and  herolcal. 
'Tis  known,  AchilleSy  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. 

Jchil.  Ha  \   known  ? 

UlyJJ.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence,  that's  in  a  watchful  State, 
Knows  almort  every  grain  of  P/uto's  Gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  th'  uncomprehenfive  Deep ; 
3  Keeps  place   with   thought ;    and  almoft,    like  the 

Gods, 
Does  ev'n  our  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  myftery  (with  which  relation 
Durft  never  meddle)    in  the  Soul  of  State  ; 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine. 
Than  breath,  or  pen,   can  give  expreflure  to. 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy 
A&perfedtly  is  ours,   as  yours,  my  lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  AchiHes  much, 
To  throw  down  HeSior,  than  Poly.fena. 
But  it  mull  grieve  young  Pyrrhus  now  at  home. 
When  Fame  (hall  in  his  ifland  found  her  trump  ; 
And  all  the  Greekijh  girls  (hall  tripping  fing, 
Great   HeJ^orh  fifter  did  Achilles  w'm  ; 
But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him. 

Farewel,  my  lord 1,    as  your  lover,  fpeak; 

1  he  foci  Hides  o'er  the  ice,    that  you  fhould  bre.^k. 

\_Exii, 

SCENE    viir. 

Pair.  To  this  effed,   Achilles,  have  I  mor'd  you  j 
A  woman,  impudent  and  mannifli  grown, 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  efFeminate  man 

In  time  of  adl. 1  ftand  condemn'd  for  this ; 

They  think,   my  little  flontach  to  the  war, 

3  Keeps  place  ivltk  thought  j ]    /,  e.  there  is  in  the  pru-i  ;- 

dence  of  a  ftate,  as  in  the  providence  of  the  univcrfe,  a  kind  of 
ubiquity.  The  expreflion  is  cxquifitely  fine.  Vet  the  Oxford 
Editor  alters  it  to  Keep  face,  and  fo  deftroys  ali  its  beauty, 

S  4  '      Ani 
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And  your  great  love  ;0  me,    rci" rains  you  thus ; 

*  Sweet,  roufe  your  lelf :  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 

*  Shall  r:om  your  neck  uniocfe  iiis  anfrous  fold  ; 

*  And,  like  a  dew-drop  from  the- lion's  mane, 

*  Be  ill ook  to  air. 

Jchil.  Shall  Jjax  fight  with  HeJIor  !  -  . — 

Pair.  Ay,  and,  perhaps,  receive  much  honour  by 
him. 

Jchil.  I  fee,  my  reputation  is  at  ftake  j 
My  fame  is  fiirewdly  goi'd. 

Pair.   O  then  beware  : 
Thofe  wounds   heal  ill,   that  men  do  give  themfelves : 
Orr.iiTion  to  do  what  is  neceflary 
Seals  a  Commiffion  to  a  Blank  of  Danger ; 
And  Danger,  like  an  ague,   fubtly  taints 
Even  then,    when  we  fit  idly  in  the  Sun. 

Achil.  Go  call  JherfJes  hither,  fweet  Patroclus : 
I'll  fend  the  fool  to  Jjax,  and  defire  him 
T'invitethe  Trojati  lords,  after  the  Combat, 
To  fee  us  here  unarm'd :  I  have  a  woman's  Longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal. 
To  fee  great  BeSior  in  the  Weeds  of  peace  ; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 
Ev'n  to  my  full  of  view.-^ — -A  labour  fav'd  I 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Thcrfites. 

7her.  A  wonder ! 

Jchii.  What? 

^her.  Jjax  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  sfking  for 
himfelf. 

Jchil.  How  To  ? 

7hcr.  He  mull  fight  fingly  to  morrow  with  Heilorj 
and  is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling, 
that  he  raves  in  faying  nothing. 

Jchil.  How  can  that  be  ? 

'iher.  V^Jhy,  he  flalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock, 
a  ftride  and  a  (land ;  ruminates  like  an  hofiefs,  that 
hath  no  arithmetick  but  her  brain,  to  fet  down  her 
reckoning;    bites  his  lip  with   a  politick  regard,  as 

who 
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who  fhould  fay,  there  v/ere  wit  in  his  head,  if  'twould 
out ;  and  fo  there  is,  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as 
fire  in  a  flint,  which  will  not  fhew  without  knocking. 
The  man's  undone  for  ever :  for  if  He^or  break  not 
his  neck  i'th'  combat,  he'll  break't  himfelf  in  vain- 
glory. He  knows  not  me  :  I  faid,  good  morrow, 
Ajax :  And  he  replies,  thanks,  Agamemnon.  What 
think  you  of  this  man,  that  takes  me  for  the  General  ? 
he's  grown  a  vzxy  land-fifli,  language- lefs,  a  nionfler. 
*"'  *'  A  plague  of  opinion !  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both 
**  fides,  like  a  leather  Jerkin. 

AchiL  Thou  muft  be  my  ambafiador  to  him,  ^her- 
files. 

Iher.    Who,   I  ? why,    he'll  anfwer  no  body  ; 

he  proiefles.not  anfwering ;  fpeaking  is  for  beggars; 
he  wears  his  tongue  in's  arms.  I  will  put  on  his  pre- 
fence ;  let  Patrcclus  make  his  demands  to  me,  you 
fhall  fee  the  Pageant  of  Ajax. 

AchiL  To  him,  Patroclus — tell  him,  I  humbly  de- 
fij-e  the  valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  moll  valorous 
HeSor  to  come  unarm'd  to  my  tent,  and  to  procure 
fafe  Condad:  for  his  Perfon  of  the  magnanimous  and 
moft  illuflrious,  fiK  or  feven  times  honour'd,  captain 
general,  of  the  Gr^ouv;  army,  Agamemnon^  ^c.  Do 
this. 

Pair.   Jo've  blefs  great  Ajax  ! 

Ther.  Hum 

Fatr.    I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 

Iher.  Ha! 

Patr.  Who  moft  humbly  defires  you  to  invite^ 
Hecior  to  -r  is  Tent. 

7her.  Hum — 

Patr.  And  to  procure  fafe  Condud  from  Agamem* 


non. 


Thcr.    Agamemnon  /— — — * 

Patr.    Ay,   my  lord, 
ner.    Ha! 

4  A  plague  of  Opinion  !  a  man  ynay  ivear  it  o-fi  both  fides,  like  a 
leather  Jerkin.\  This  is  faid  in  compliment  to  Achilles.  Opinion 
went  all  for  him  before,  as  now  for  Ajax^  But  the  obfervation- 
its  fiae^  aittd  admirably,  ejcp/tfled. 
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Patr.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

T/?et.   God  be  wi'  you,  with  all  my  heart. 

Patr.   Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

7^er.  If  to  morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  o'clock 
it  will  go  one  way  or  other ;  howfoever,  he  Ihall  pay 
for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Pair.    Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

Ther.  Fare  ye  well  with  all  my  heart. 

j^chi/.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,   is  he  ? 

T^er.  No,  but  he's  out  o'tunethus;  what  mufick 
will  be  in  him,  when  HeSIor  has  knock'd  out  his  brains, 
I  know  not.  But,  I  am  fure,  none  ;  unlefs  the  fidler 
Apollo  get  his  finews  to  make  Catlings  on. 

Jchil.  Come,  thou  {halt  bear  a  letter  to  him  ftraight. 

7her.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  horfe  ;  for  that's 
the  more  capable  creature. 

Acbil.  My  mind  is  troubled  like  a  fountain  ftirr'd. 
And  I  my  k\{  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it,  [Exit. 

7her.  'Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 
again,  that  I  might  water  an  afs  at  it!  I  had  rather  be 
a  tick  in  a  Iheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance.    [Exe» 


A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

J   Street  in    Troy, 

Enter  at  one  door  iEneas,  n.vith  a  torch  j  at  another y. 
Paris,  Deiphobus,  Antencr,  and  Diomede;  Gre- 
cians, rifjith  torches. 


s 


ho!  who  is  that  there? 
Dei.  Itis  the  lord  ^;^^«/. 
^ne.  Is  the  Prince  there  in  perfon  ? 
Had  I  fo  good  occafion  to  lie  long. 
As  you.   Prince  Paris,   nought  but  heav'nly  bufinefs 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  That's   my  mind    too :    good   morrow,   lord 

JEneas. 
Par.  A  valiant  Greeks  jEneas ;  take  his  hand  j 
Witncfs  the  prgcefs  of  your  fpeech,  wherein 

You 
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You  told,  how  Diomede  a  whole  week,   by  days. 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

^ne.   Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir, 
^  During  all  queftion  of  the  gentle  Truce: 
But  when  I   meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance 
As  heart  can  think,   or  courage  execute. 

Dio.  The  one  and  th'  other  Diomede  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm,   and,   fo  long,   health r 
But  when  contention  and  occafion  meet. 
By  Jow,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life^ 
With  ail  my  force,  purfuit  and  policy. 

jEne.  And  thou  fhalt  hunt  a  lion  that  will  flie 
With  his  face  backward.— In  humane  gentlenefs. 

Welcome  to  Troy- Now,  by  Anchifes'  life. 

Welcome,  indeed  ! — *  by  Venus'  hand  I  fwear,. 

No  man  alive  can  love,   in  fuch  a  fort. 

The  thing  he  means  to  kill,   more  excellently. 

Dio.  We  fympathize. — Jo^vCy  let  ^neas  live 
(If  to  my  fvvord  his  Fate  be  not  the  Glory) 
A  thoufand  complete  courfes  of  the  Sun  : 
But  in  mine  emulous  honour  let  him  die. 
With  every  joint  a  wound,   and  that  to  morrow. 
jEne,  We  know  each  other  well. 
Dia.  We  do  ;   and  long  to  know  each  other  woifev 
Par.  This  is  the  moll  defpighiful,    gentle  gree'.ing ; 
The  nobleft,  hateful  love,   that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  bufmefs,  lord,  fo  early  ? 

jEne.  I  was  fent  for  to  the  king ;  but  why,  I  kno  .v  not. 
Far.  His  purpofe  meets  you  ;    'twas,    to  bring  ihi» 
Greek 
To  Calchas'  houfe,   and  there  to  render  him 
(For  the  enfreed  Anterior)  the  fair  CreJJid. 
Let's  have  your  company  ;   or,   if  you  pleafe. 
Hade  thee  before.     I  conilantly  do  think, 
(Or  rather  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge). 
My  brother  Troilia  lodges  there  to  night. 

T  During  ail  queftion  of  the  gentle  Truce  :']  ^efiion^  for  force, 
virtue. 

2  -.  — —  hy  Venus'  hand  I  fivear,'\  This  oath  was  ufed  to  nfi- 
nuate  his  reientment  for  Diomedes  wounding  his  mother  in  chc 
hand, 

Roufa 
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Roufe  him,   and  give  him  note  of  our  approach. 
With  the  whole  quality  whereof,  I  fear. 
We  fhall  be  much  unwelcome. 

^ne.    That  afTure  you. 
troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece, 
Than  Crejp^d  borne  from  7rcy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help  ; 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  fo.     On,   lord,    we'll  follow  you. 

JEne.  Good  morrow  all.  \^ExiK 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomede ;    tell  me  true, 
Ev'n  in  the  foul  of  good  found  fellowftiip, 
Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  Helen  moll  I 
My  felf,   or  Menelaus  ? 

Dio.  Both  alike. 
He  merits  well  to  have  her,   that  doth  feek  her, 
(Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foilure,) 
With  fuch  a  hell  of  pain,    and  world  of  charge* 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,   that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  tafte  of  her  difhonour,) 
V/ith  fucji  a  coftly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends* 
He.  like  a  puling  cuckold,   would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  ?  a  flat  tamed  piece  ;. 
You,   like  a  letcher,    out  of  whorifh  loins 
Arepleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors: 
Both  merits  pois'd,   each  weighs  no  lefs  nor  more. 
But  he  as  he,  which  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.    You  are  too  bitter  to  your  Country-woman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  Country  :  hear  me,  Paris ^ 
For  ev'ry  falfe  drop  in  her  baudy  veins 
A  Grecian''^  life  hath  funk  ;    for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  ilain.     Since  fhc  could  fpeak. 
She  hath  not  giv'n  fo  many  good  words  breath. 
As,  for  her,    Greeks  and  Trojans  fufter'd  death. 

Par.   Fair  Diomede,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy  : 
Eut  we  in  filsnce  hold  this  virtue  well ; 

2  -.--»—.  a  flat  tamed  ^icce  jj  ;,  f,  a  piece  of  wijie  out  of  which 
ihe  ipirit  is  all  ^own*. 

.4Wel^ 
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4  Wt'W  not  commend  what  we  intend  not  fell. 

Here  lyes  our  way.  [^Exeuni. 

SCENE    II. 

Changes  to  PandarusV  Hou/e. 
Enter  Troilus  and  Creffida. 

*^roi-  T^EAR,  trouble  not  your  felf ;  the   morn  is 
JJ?         cold. 

Gre.  Then,  fweet  my  lord,  I'll  call  my  uncle  down  i. 
He  fhall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Troi.  Trouble  him  not- 

To  bed,  to  bed  ^ — fleep  feal  thofe  pretty  tyQS^, 

And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  fenfes. 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought ! 

Cre.  Good  morrow  then. 

Troi.  I  pr'ythee  now,    to  bed. 

Cre.  Are  you  a  weary  of  me  ? 

TVff/.  O  Crejfidu  I  but  that  the  bufic  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  has  rous'd  the  ribald  ci-ows^. 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Tro/.  "  Befhrew  the  witch  !  5  with  venomous  wightt- 
(he  flays, 
**  Tedious  as  hellj  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love, 
*'  With  wings  more  momentary-fwifc  than  thought : 
You  will  catch  cold,   and  curfe  me. 

4  We*ll not  cemmend'what  toe  intend  ro  fell '\  But  this  is  nor 
talking  like  a  chapman  :  for  if  it  be  the  cuftom  for  the  buyer  to 
difpraife,  it  is  the  cuftom  too  for  the  feller  to  commend.  There  • 
fbie,  if  Paris  had  an  intention  to  fell  Helen,  he  fhould,  by  this 
rule,  have  commended  her.  But  the  truth  was  he  had  no  fuch 
intention,  and  therefore  did  prudently  not  to  commend  her  : 
which  fhews  Shake/pear  wrote, 

JVe^ll  not  commend  IV hat  ive  intend  not  fell., 
i.  e.  what  we  intend  not  to  fell.    The  Oxford  Editor  has  thought 
fit  to  honour  this  paraphrafe  by  making  it  the  text.. 

^  — *« — ^^zvith  'venomous  ivights  fhe  flays, 

Tedious  as  bell -^ '—- ]  /,  f,  with  v/itches,  whoperform  their- 
venomous  charms  by  night*. 
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Cre.  Pr'ythee,    tarry — you  men  will  never  tarry .^ 

0  foolifli  Crejfida—  I  might  have  ftill  held  off. 

And  then  you  would  have  tarried.     Hark,  there's  one 
up. 
Pan.  \jwithin'\  What's  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 
Troi.  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 
Cre.  A  peftilence  on  him  !  now  will  he  be  mocking  ; 

1  fhall  have  fuch  a  life 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maiden -heads  ? 
Hear  you,  maid^  where's  my  coufm  CreJJi-ia  ? 

Cre.    Go   hang  your  felf,   you   naughty  mocking 
uncle  : 
You  bring  me  to  do— —and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  ?  let  her  lay,  what : 
What  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre.    Come,   come,    beflirew   your  heart  ;    you'll 
never  be  good  ;    nor  fufFer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha  !  alas,  poor  wretch  ;  a  poor  Capocchta^-^ 

haft  not  Hept  to  night  ?    would  he  not  (a  naughty  man) 

let  it  lleep  ?   a  bugbear  take  him  !  [One  knocks, 

Cre.  Did  not  I  tell  you  ? —  'would,  he  were  knock'd 

o'th'  head  I  — who's  that  at  door  ? good  uncle,  ga 

and  fee  !- my  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  cham- 
ber J  ■  you  fmile  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant 
naughtily. 

7roi.  Ha,  ha— — — 

Cr^. Come,you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  fuch  thing. 
How  earneftly  they  knock— pray  you,  come  in.  \_Knock. 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.  \Exeunt, 
Pan,  Who's   there  ?  what's   the  matter  ?  will  yoa 
beat  down  the  door  ;  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

SCENE    IIL 

Enter  iEneas. 

.Mne.  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 
Pan.  Who's  there  ?   my  lord  ^neas  F  by  my  troth> 
I  knew  you  not ;   what  news  with  you  fo  early  f 
JEne.  Is  not  Prince  Troilus  here  ? 
Pan,  Here  I  what  Ihould  he  4o  here  ? 
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^€fie.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  himv 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  fay  you  ?  'tis  more  than  1  know, 
I'll  be  fworn  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late :  what 
fhould  he  do  here  ? 

^ne.  Pho  ! -nay,  then  :  —  come,   come,  you'll 

do  him  wrong,  ere  y'are  aware  :  you'll  be  fo  true  to 
him,  to  be  falfe  to  him  :  do  not  you  know  of  him,  but 
yet  go  fetch  him  hither,  go. 

[  /^j  Pandarus  //  going  out^ 
Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

jEne.  My  lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  yoa,. 
My  matter  is  fo  rafh  :  there  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,    and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomede,  and  our  Antenor 
Deliver'd  to  us  j  and  for  him   forthwith,, 
Ere  the  firft  facrifice,  within  this  hour. 
We  muft  give  up  to  Diamedes'  hand 
The  lady  CreJJtda. 

Troi.  Is  it  concluded  fo  > 

jEne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  State  of  Tr(fyv 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  efFefl  it^ 

Troi.  How  my  atchievements  mock  me  ! 
I  will  go  meet  them  ;  and   (my  lord  jEneas) 
We  met  by  chance,    you  did  not  find  me  here. 

jEne.  Good,   good,   my  lord  j  (a)  the  fecreteR  of 
natures 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Creffida  to  Pandarus, 

Pan.  Is't  poffible  ?  no  fooner  got,  but  loft  :  the 
Devil  take  Antenor  !  the  young  Prince  will  go  mad  :  a 
plague  upon  Antenor  !  I  would,  they  had  broke's  neck. 

Cre.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  who  was  here  ? 

Pan.  Ah,  ah  ! 

V 

[  (a) tke  fccnteji  of  naturti,    Oxford  Editor—-  Vulg, 

ibejecreti  of  nature, '\ 

Cre, 
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Cre,  Why  figh  you  {o  profoundly  ?  where*s  my  lordf 
gone  !  tell  me,  fweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pa:i.  'Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I 
am  above  ! 

Cre.  O  the  Gods !   what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Pr'ythee,  get  thee  in  ;  'would  thou  hadft 
"ne'er  been  born  :  I  knew,  thou  would'll  be  his  death. 
Opoor  gentleman  !  a  plague  upon  Antenor  ! 

Cre.  Good  uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  knees,  I 
befeech  you,   what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone,  wench,  thou  mull  be 
gone  •.  thou  art  chang'd  for  Antenor  ;  thou  muft  go  to 
thy  father,  and  be  gone  from  Troilus  :  'twill  be  his 
death  ;   'twill  be  his  bane  ;  he  cannoc  bear  it. 

Cre.  O  you  immortal  Gods !   I  will  not  go. 

Pan.   Thou  muft. 

Cre.  I  will  not,  uncle  :    I've  forgot  my  father, 
I  know  no  touch  of  Confanguinity  : 
No  kin,  no  love,   no  blood,    no  ibul  fo  near  me. 
As  the  fweet  Troilus.     O  you  Gods  divine  ! 
Make  CreJJtd's  name  the  very  Crown  offalftiood. 
If  ever  flie  leave  Troilus.     Time,  Force,  and  Death^, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extreams  you  can  ; 
But  the  ftrong  Bafe  and  Building  of  my  Love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth. 
Drawing  all  to  it. —  I'll  go  and  weep,  — — — , 

Pan.   Do,    do. 

Cre.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  fcratch  my  praifed: 
cheeks, 
Grack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.  I'll  not  go  from  Troy.  lExeunf„- 

SCENE     V. 

Before  Pandarus'^  Hou/e. 

£nier  Paris,    Troilus,  ^neas,    Deiphobus,    Antenor,. 
and  Diomedes. 

Par.  TT  Is  great  morning,    and  the  hour  prefixt 

X  Oi  her  Delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  fall  upon  us ;  good  cry  brother  Troilusy 
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Tell  you  the  Lady  what  (he  is  to  do. 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Troi.  Walk  into  her  houfe  : 
I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently  ; 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  altar,    and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  prieft,   there  ofrering  to  it  his  heart. 

ipar.  I  know,   what  'tis  to  love  ; 
And  'would,   as  I  (hall  pity,   I  could  help  ! 
Pleafe  you,  walk  in,   my  lords.  \_Exeunt» 

SCENE     VI. 

^n  Apartment  in  PandarusV  Houfe, 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creffida. 

Tan.  "O-^  moderate,  be  moderate. 

X3     ^re.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfedl  that  I  tafte, 
And  in  its  feme  is  no  lefs  ftrong,   than  That 
Which  caufeth  it.     How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affedlion. 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate. 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief: 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  drofs : 

Enter  Troilus. 
No  more  my  grief,  in  fjch  a  precious  lofs. 

Pan.   Here,  here,  here  he  comes,         ■     ■  a,  (^fit&t 

duck?— ^ ^ 

Cre.   O  'Troilus,   "iroilus  f 

Pan.   What  a  pair  of  fpedacles  is    here  !  let   me 
embrace  too  : 
Oh  heart,   (as  the  goodly  faying  is :) 
O  heart,    O  hca-vy  hearty 
Why  fighy}  thou  ^^Athout  hreahng  f 
where  he  anfwers  again  ; 

^Becaufe  thou  can  ft  not  eafe  thy  /mart. 
By  friendilAp,  nor  by  fpeaking. 
There  was   never  a  truer  rhime.     •'  Let  us  call  away 
**  nothing,  for  we  may   live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a 
"  verfe  i  we  fee  it,  we  fee  it.    How  now,  iambs  ? 

Troi. 
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Troi.  CrtJJid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrange  a  purity. 
That  the  bleit  Gods,  as  angry  vvich  my  fancy, 
(More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion,  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  Deities)  take  thee  from  me. 
Cre.  Have  the  Gods  envy  ? 
Pan.  Ay,    ay,    'lis  too  plain  a  cafe. 
Cre.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  muft  go  from  Itoy  F 
Troi.  A  hateful  truth  ! 
Cre.  What,   and  from  Troilus  too  ? 
Troi.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 
Cre.  Is  it  poflible  ? 

Troi.  And  fuddenly  :  while  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoyndure,   forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  embraces,  ftrangles  our  dear  vows, 
Ev'n  in  the  birth  of  our  ovv'n  labouring  breath. 
V/e  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  fighs 
Each  other  bought,  muft  poorly  fell  our  felves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one. 
Injarious  Time  now,    with  a  rolber's  haile. 
Crams  his  ricn  thiev'ry  up,  he  knows  not  hov\r. 
As  many  farewels  as  be  ftais  in  heaven. 
With  diftind  breath  and  confign'd  kiffes  to  them. 
He  fcmbles  up  all  in  one  loofe  adieu  ; 
And  fcants  us  with  a  fmgle  famifh'd  kifs, 
Diftafted  with  the  fait  of  broken  tears. 

jEneas.  [fivithtn.']  My  lord,   is  the  lady  ready  ? 
Troi.  Hark  !  you  are  calfd.  Some  fay,  the  Genius  f0 
Cries,  come,  to  him  that  inftantly  muft  die. 
Bid  them,  have  patience  ;  (he  (hall  come  anon. 

Pan.   Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay   this  wind, 
or  my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root. 

\_Exit  Pandarus.. 
Cre.  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 
Troi.  No  remedy. 

Cre.  A  woful  CreJJid  'mongft  the  merry  Greeks  t 
When  (hall  we  fee  again  ? 

Troi.    Hear  me,  my   love  ;   be   thou  but  true  of 

heart 

Cre.  I  true  \  how  now  ?  what  wicked  Deem  is  this  ? 

TtqL 
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Troi.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  expoftulation  kindly. 
For  it  is  parting  from  us  : 
I  fpcak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  : 
For  I  will  throw  my  Glove  to  Death  himfelf. 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart ; 
But,  be  thou  true,  fay  I,  to  fafliion  in 
My  fequcnt  proteftation  :  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O,  you  ftiall  be  expos'd,  my  lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite,  as  imminent:  but,  V\\  be  true. 

Troi.  And  Til  grow  friend  with  danger.     Wear  this 
fleeve. 

Cre.  And  you  this  glove.     When  fhall  I  fee  you  I 

Trot.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  Cendnels 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 
But  yet  be  true. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns !  be  true,  again  ? 

Iroi.  Hear,  why  I  fpeak  it,  love  : 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  fubtle  qualities. 
They're  loving,  well  compos'd,  with  gifts  of  nature 
Flowing,  and  fwelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exerciie  ; 
How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfoa— — 
Alas,   a  kind  of  godly  jealoufie 
{Which,  I  befeechyou,  call  a  virtuous  fm) 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns,  you  love  me  not ! 

Troi.  Die  I  a  villain  then  ! - 

In  this,  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  qucftion 

So  mainly  as  my  merit  :  I  cannot  fing, 

Nor  heel  the  high  Lavolt  ;   nor  fweetcn  talk  ; 

Nor  play  at  fubtle  games  -,  fair  virtues  all. 

To  which  the  Grecians  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant. 

But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  thcfe 

There  lurks  a  fliil  and  dumb  difcourfive  Devil, 

That  tempts  moil  cunningly  :   but  be  not  tempted, 

Cre.  Do  you  thiiik,  1  will  I 

Troi.  No. 
But  fomething  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not : 
And  fometimes  we  are  devils  to  our  felves. 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prcfuming  on  their  changeful  potency, 

Mneay. 
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uEneas.  [ivUhin.']  Nay,  good  my  lord,— 
7roi.  Come,  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 
Paris.  \_%^itJn72.']  Brother  Troilus,- 


Troi.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither. 
And  bring  ^»^a;and  the  Grecian  with  you. 

Cre.  My  lord,  will  You  be  true  ? 

Troi.  Who  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  Vice,  my  fault : 
Whih  others  iifh,  with  craft,  for  great  opinion; 
I,  \v  th  great  truth,  catch  meer  {implicity. 
While  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns. 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  ^neas,  Paris,  and  Diomedes, 

Welcome,  Sir  Diomede  ;  here  is  the  lady. 
Whom  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you. 
At  the  Port  (lord)  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  way  pofiefs  thee  what  fhe  is. 
Entreat  her  fair  ;  and  by  my  foul,  fair  Greeks 
If  e'er  thou  ftand  at  mercy  of  my  fword. 
Name  Creffid,  and  thy  life  ihall  be  as  fafe 
As  Priam  is  in  Hi  on. 

Dio.  Lady  CreJJid, 
So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  thanks  this  Prince  expeds : 
The  luftre  in  your  eye,  heav'n  in  your  cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage  ;  and  to  Diomede 
You  (hall  be  miurels,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi.  Grecian,  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteoully, 
^  To  ihame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  towards  thee, 

6  To  Jhame  the  seal  of  jny  petit ioi  to'w''rds  thee^ 

Bypraiftngher.  --— J  To  Jhame  X.h<:  fe  a  I  of  a  petition  is  nofl- 
£tn(c,     Shakefpear  wrote, 

To  Jhame  the  z  i  a  l  — — — 
and  the  fenfe  is  this  :  Grecian,  you  ufe  me  dikourtcoufly  ;  you 
fee,  I  am  ^  pajjionate  lovct,  by  my  petition  to  you  5  and'  there- 
fore you  fnould  not  iTianie  the  zeal  of  it,  by  promifing  to  do  what 
I  require  of  you,  for  the  fake  of  her  beauty  :  when,  if  you  had 
good  manners,  or  a  fefife  of  a  /onier's  dehcacy,  you  would  have 
proniifed  to  do  it  in  compaffiou  to  hh pangs  ^nd.Jufferitigs, 

By 


Troilus  and  Cressida.    ^      405 
By  praifmg  her.     I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  praifes. 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  fervant. 
I  charge  thee,  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  Charge : 
For  by  the  dreadful  P/uto,  if  thou  doll  not, 
(Tho'  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard) 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  Oh,  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus. 
Let  me  be  privileged  by  my  place  and  meflage, 
To  be  a  Speaker  free.     When  I  am  hence, 
I'll  anfwer  to  my  lift  :  and  know,  my  lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  Charge;  to  her  own  worth 
She  fha!l  be  priz'd  :  but  that  you  fay,  bc'c  fo ; 
I'll  fpeak  it  in  my  fpirit  and  honour no. 

Troi.  Come,  to  the  Port— I'll  tell  thee,  Diomede 
This  Brave  iliall  oft  make  thee  to  hidt  thy  head. 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand— and,  as  we  walk. 
To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk.* 

Par.  Hark,  HeSior's  trumpet  \ 

JEne.  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning  ? 
The  Prince  mull  think  me  tardy  and  remlfs 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  tlie  field. ' 

Par.  'Tis  Iroiltis''  fault.     Come,  come,'  to  field  with 
him. 

Dio,  Let  us  make  ready  ftrait. 

,Mne.  Yea,  v/ich  a  bridegroom's  frelh  alacrity 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  Heaor\  heels : 
The  Glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  \^q 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fmgle  chivairy.  ^Exeunt, 

SCENE  vm. 

Changes  to  the  Grecian  Camp, 

Enter  Ajax  armed,  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  PatrocIu<! 
Menelaus,  Ulyffes,  Neftor,  isc.  ' 

■^^-ILJERE  art  thou   in   appointment  frefh  and 

Anticipating  time  with  darting  coun-^ge. 
Give  with  thy  Trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 

Thou 
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Thou  dreadful  Ajaxy  that  th*  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  Combatant, 
And  hale  him  thither. 

Ajax.  Trumpet,  there's  ray  purfe  ; 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  fplit  thy  brazen  pipe  : 
Blow,   villain,  'till  thy  fphered  bias  cheek 
Out-fwell  the  cholick  of  piifc  Aquilon  : 
Come,    ftretch   thy   cheft,    and   let    thy   eyes   fpout 

blood  : 
Thou  blow'il  for  HeSlar. 

Vlyjf.  No  trumpet  anfwers. 

Jchil.  'Tis  but  early  day. 

Aga.  Is  not  yond'  Z);V,W^  with  Calchas'  daughter  ? 

Vlyf.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait; 
He  rifes  on  his  toe  ;  that  fpirit  of  his 
.In  afpiration  lifts  him  from*  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomede,  nuith  Creflida. 

Jga.  Is  this  the  lady  CreJJida  ? 

Dio.  Ev'n  jfhe. 

Jga.   Mod  dearly  welcome  to   the  Greeks,    Tweet 
lady. 

Neji.  Our  General  doth  faluteyou  with  a  kifs. 

Vlxlf.   Yet  is  the  kindnefs  but  particular  ; 
'Twere  better,  (he  were  kifs'd  in  general. 

Ne/i.  And  very  courtly  counfel :   I'll  begin. 
So  much  for  Nejior. 

Jchil,  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  lady  : 
AchilUi  bids  you  welcome. 

Meti.  I  had  good  argument  for  kiffing  once. 

Pair.  But  that's  no  argument  for  kiffing  now  : 
For  thus  pop'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment. 
And  parted,  thus,  you  and  your  argument. 

C//r/J  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  fcorns. 
For  which  we  lofe  our  heads  to  gild  his  horns ! 

Pair,  The  firft  was  Menelaus"  kifs— this  mine- — . 

Patroclus  kilfes  you. 
AUn.  O.  this  is  trim. 

Pair,  Paris  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  ril  have  my  kifs,  Sir:  lady,  by^-^^ur  leave, 

Cre. 

J 
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Cre.  In  kifiing  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 

'Patr,  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre.  I'll  make  my  match  to  live, 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give  j 
Therefore  no  kifs.  ^ 

Men.  ril  give  you  boot,  I'jl  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cre.  You  are  an  odd  man,  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not  ;  for  you  knovv,  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'  th'  head. 

Cre,  No,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Ulyf.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  againfl  his  hornj 
May  I,  fweet  lady,  beg  a  kffs  of  you  ? 

Cre.  You  may. 

Ulyf.  I  do  defire  it. 

Cre.  Why,  beg  then, 

Uljf.  Why  then,  for  Fenus"  fake,  give  me  a  kifs. 
When  He/en  is  a  maid  again,  and  his — 

Cre.  lam  your  debtor,  claim  it  \^hen  'tis  due. 

Ulyf.  Never 's  my  day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 

N^Ji.  A  woman  of  quick  fenfe  ! 

Dio.  Lady,  a  word— I'll  bring  you  to  your  Father. 

[Diomede  leads  out  CrelTida. 

Ulyf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her ! 

*  There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip  : 

*  Nay,  her  foot  fpeaks ;  her  wanton  fpirirs  look  out 

*  At  Qvery  joint,  7  and  motive  of  her  body  : 

*  Oh,  thefe  Encounterers !  So  glib  of  tongue, 

*  They  give  a  Coafting  welcome  ere  it  comes ; 

*  And  wide  unchfp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts 

*  To  tvery  ticklifh  reader  :  fet  them  down 
«  For  fluttifh  Spoils  of  Opportunity, 

*  And  daughters  of  the  Game.  [Trumpet  vnthin. 

Enter  Hedor,  Paris,    Troilus,  ^neas,  Helenus, 
and  Attendants. 

All.  The  Trojans'"  trumpet  ! 
Aga.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

7  ■■"■"'    tf«^ motive  of  her  hody  .-J  Motive,  for  moticr. 
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JEne.  Hail,  all  the  State  of  Greece  !  what  fhall  be 
done 
To  him  that  Viflory  commands  ?  Or  do  you  purpofe, 
A  Vidor  ihall  be  known  ?  will  you,  the  Knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Purfue  each  other,  or  fhall  be  divided 
By  any  voice,  or  order  of  the  field  ? 
HeSior  bade  afk. 

Ag^a.  Which  way  would  EeSlor  have  it  ? 

^ne.  He  cares  not ;  he'll  obey  conditions. 

Achil  ^  'Tis  done  like  Heaovy  but  lecurcly  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mifprizing 
The  Knight  oppos'd. 

jEne.  If  not  AchilleSy  Sir, 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Achil.  If  not  Achilles^  nothing. 

JEne,  Therefore,  Achilles ;  but  whatever,  know  this; 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little 
9  Valour  and  pride  parcell  themfclves  in  He6iQr  ', 
The  one  almo^  as  infinite  as  all. 
The  other  blank  as  nothing  ;  weigh  him  well ; 
And  That,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtefie. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Heaor\  blood. 
In  love  whereof,  half  Ihaor  ftays  at  home ; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Heaor,  come  to  feek 
This  blended  Knight,  half  Trcjan  and  half  Greek. 

Achil.  A  maiden-battle  then  ?  O,  I  perceive  you. 
Re-enter  Diomede. 

Aga.  Here  is  Sir  Diomede  :  go,  gentle  Knight, 
Stand  by  our  ^i/ax  ;  as  you  and  lord  JEncas 

8  'f z's  dofie  like  Heftor,  but  fecurely  dene,']  In  the  fenfe  of  the 
latin,  fecurus—fearrus  admodum  dc  bcllo,  ammi  fecuri  homo.  A 
negh'gentiecurity  aKil.ng  from  a  contenapt  of  the  objeft  oppofed. 

9  Valoi.r  and  pride  excell  tlcmfehes  in  Heeler  j]  It  is  an 
high  abfurdity  to  fay,  that  any  ih^u?  ^nn  excell  in  the  extremity  of 
little  5  which  little,  too,  is  as  blank  as  nothing.  Without  doubt 
Shakefpear  wrt.te, 

Vamur  :2nd  fride  ?  A R  c  E L  ^  thcmphes  in  Heftor  ; 
z.  e.  divide  thcmfe^e?   :n  Hefic^  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  the  one 
is  alrviclt  infinitp  5  the  other  alnioft  nothing.     For  the  ufe  of  this 
word  we  may  lee  Richard  ill. 

—- —  tbcir'woeiare-BAViczi.LZD. 

Confent 


Troilus  and  Cressida.         409 

Confent  upon  the  order  of  the  fight. 

So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermoft. 

Or  elfe  a  breath.     The  Combatants  being  kin 

Half  (lints  their  ftrife  before  their  flrokes  begin. 

Uiyjf.  They  are  oppos'd  already. 

Jga.    What  Trojan  is  that    fame,    that   looks   fo 
heavy  ? 

UlyJf.  The  youngeft  Ton  of  Priam,  a  true  knight ; 
**  Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs ;  firm  of  word  ; 
"  Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  tongue  ; 
**  Not  foon    provok'd,    nor,    being  provok'd,    fooft 

calm'd  ; 
"  His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  ; 
"  For  what  he  has,  he  gives ;  what  thinks,  he  Ihews ; 
**  Yet  gives  he  not,  'till  judgment  guide  his  bounty  ; 
"  Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  v/ith  breath : 
Manly  as  HeSior^  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  HeSlor  in  his  blaze  of  wrath  fubfcribes 
To  tender  objefts ;  but  he  in  heat  of  adion 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love. 
They  call  him  Troilus,  and  on  him  ereft 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hedor. 
Thus  fays  JZneas,  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Ev'n  to  his  inches ;  and  with  private  foul. 
Did  in  great  llion  thus  tranflatc  him  to  me. 

\_  Alarum.     Hedor  a»d  A]sLK  fgJl;f^ 

SCENE     IX. 

^ga.  They  are  in  adlion. 

Ne/l.  Now,  JJax,  hold  thine  own. 

Troi.  HeSlor,  thou  fleep'ft,  awake  thee. 

Aga.  His  blows  are  well  difpos'd  \  there,  Ajax. 

[Trumpets  ceafe, 

Dio.  You  mufl  no  more. 

^ne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Ajax.  lam  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 

Dio.  As  He<^or  pleafes. 

Het^.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more. 
Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  fiiler's  fon  ; 
A  coufin-german  to  great  Priam's  feed  : 

Vol.  VII.  T  Tho 
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The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain. 
Were  thy  com  mixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  fo, 
That  thou  could'll  fay,  this  hand  is  Grecian  all. 
And  this  is  Trojan  ;  the  fmews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy  ;   my  mother's  blood 
'  Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  fmifter 
Bounds  in  my  fire's :  by  Jove  multipotent. 
Thou  ihould'ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekijh  member^ 
Wherein  my  fword  had  not  imprelTure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud  :  but  the  juft  Gods  gainfay. 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow'ft  from  thy  mother. 
My  facred  aunt,  ihould  by  my  mortal  fword 
Be  drain'd  !    Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  lufty  arms  ; 
Beaor  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus,  ■     '  '  * 

Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee  ! 

Ajax.  I  thank  thee,  BeBor  I 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  coufm,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

HeSi.   *  Not  Neoptolemus^^  Sire  irafcible, 

(0« 

1  Not  Neoptolemus  so  mirable, 

(On  ivhofe  bright  creji,  Fame,  with  her  loud'Ji  0  yes. 
Cries,  this  is  he  j  )  could  pyoniife  to  himjelf,  &c.]  That  rs 
to  fay,  Tou,  an  old  veteran  ivarrior,  threaten  to  kill  me,  ivhen 
not  the  young  Jon  of  Achilles  (ivho  is  yet  to  fernje  his  apprentifage 
in  nvar,  under  the  Grecian  generals,  and  on  that  account  called 
'^iO'rPio'Ki^.^^)  dare  himjelf  entertain  fuch  a  thought.  But  Shake- 
fpear  meant  another  fort  of  man,  as  is  evident  from. 

On  ivhoje  bright  creJi,    &c. 
Which  charafterlfes  one  who  goes  fcrem.oft  and  alone  :  and    can 
therefore  fuit  only  one,  which  one  was    Achilles  ;  as  Shakefpear 
hlmfelf  has  drawn  him. 

The  great  Achilles,   "iJuhom  opinion  croivns 
The  finew  and  the  forehand  of  our  Hojl, 
And  agp.in, 

Whfc  glorious  deeds  hut  in  thefe  fields  of  late  ■  ^ 
Made  emulous  mifions   "niongft  the  Gods  themfel-ves, 
And  d>ai-e  great  Mars  to  faSlion. 
And  indeed  the  fenfe  and  fplrit  of  Eeaor's  fpeech  requires  that  the 
moft  celebrated  of  his  adverfaries  fliould  be  picked  out  to  be  defie.l  ; 

ani 
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(On  whofe  bright  creft,  Fame,  with  her  loud'il  O  yes. 
Cries,  this  is  he ;)  could  promife  to  himfelf 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hedor. 
^  ^ne.  There  is  expecrance  here  from  both  the  fides. 
What  further  you  will  do. 

Hea.  We'll  anfwer  it : 
The  iffue  is  embracement :     Jjax^  farewel. 

Ajax.  li  I  might  in  entreaties  find  fuccefs, 
(As  feld  I  have  the  chance)  I  would  defire 
My  famous  coufm  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  'Tis  Agamemnon'^  wifli,  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  Ipng  to  fee  unarm'd  the  valiant  Hedor, 

HeSl.  ^'Eneas,  call  my  brother  Troilm  to  me  : 
And  fignifie  this  loving   interview 
To  the  expeftors  of  our  Trojan  part : 
Defire  them  home.     Give  me  thy  hand,  my  Coufm: 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  fee  your  Knights. 

Agamemnon  and  the  reft  of  the  Greeks  come  forward. 
Ajax.  Great  Aga?nemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 
Hea.  The  worthieft   of   them    tell    me  name    by 
name; 

and  this  was  Achilles,  with   whom  Hcinror  had  his   final  affair. 
We  muft  conclude  then  that  Shakefpear  wrote. 

Not  Neoptolemus'i  sirs  irascible 

(Oh  luhofe  bright  ccf- 
Irafcible  is  an  old  fchool  term,  and  is  an  epithet  fuiting  his  cha- 
ra£ler,  and  the  circumftances  he  was  then  in. 

Impiger,  iracundus,  imxorabilis,  acer. 
But  our  editor  Mr.  Theobald,  by  his  objcure  diligence,  had  found 
out  that  Wynken  deWerde,  in  the  old  chronicle  of  "The  three  de- 
firuEiiom  of  Troy,  introduces  one  Ncoptolcmiis  into  the  ten  years 
quarrel,  a  perfon  diftind  from  the  fon  of  Achilles,  and  therefore 
will  have  it,_  \.\\ztShak3fpear  here  means  no  other  than  the  Neap- 
?5/fff2/^5  of  this  worthy  chronicler.  He  was  told,  to  no  purpofe, 
that  this  fancy  was  abfurd.  For  firft,  Wfp.kens  Necptolcmus  is  a 
common  rate  warrior,  and  fo  defcribed  as  not  to  fit  the  charader 
here  given.  ^  Secondly,  It  is  not  to  be  imagined  that  the  poet 
ihould  on  this  occafion  make  HcFiOr  refer  to  a  chara£ler  not  in  the 
play,  and  never  fo  much  as  mentioned  en  any  other  cccafion. 
Thirdly,  JVynker:?,  Ncoptokmus  is  a  warrior  on  the  Trojan  fide, 
and  fiain  hy  Achilles.  But  He^or  muft  needs  vr.z^n  hyonctvka 
could promijc  a  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  him,  a  warrior 
•mongft  his  enemies  on  the  Grecian  fide. 

T2  But 
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Bat  for  Achtllesy  mine  own  fearching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  fize. 

Jga.  Worthy  of  arms !  as  welcome,  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy  j 
But  that's  no  welcome  :  underfland  more  clear. 
What's  paft  and  what's  to  come  is  Ilrew'd  with  hulks. 
And  formlefs  ruin  of  Oblivion. 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing. 
Bids  thee  with  moft  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  HeSlor,  welcome." 

He6i.  I  thank  thee,  moft  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Jga,  My  well-fam'd  lord  oiTroy,  no  lefs  to  you. 

[To  Troilus. 

Men.    Let    me    confirm     my    princely    brother's 
Greeting, 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

HeSI.  Whom  muft  we  anfwer  ? 

uEne.  The  noble  Memlaus. 

Bed,  O  —  you,  my  lord  —  by  Mars  his  gauntlet, 
thanks. 
Mock  not,  that  I  afFedl  th'  untraded  oath  ; 
Your  quondam  wife  fwears  ftillby  Venus'  glove; 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  Sir,  fhe's  a  deadly  theme. 

HeSl.  O,  pardon I  offend. 

iW/?.  *  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  feen  thee  oft, 

*  Labouring  for  deftiny,  make  cruel  way 

*  Through  ranks  of  Greekijh  youth  j  and  I  have  feen 

thee, 

*  As  hot  as  Perfeusy  fpur  thy  Phrygian  fteed, 

*  Bravely  defpifing  forfeits  and  fubdueraents, 

*  When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advanc'd  fword  i'  th'  air, 

*  Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd  : 

*  That  I  have  faid  unto  my  ftanders-by, 

*  Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life  ! 

And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath. 
When  that  a  Ring  of  Greeks  have  hem'd  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling.     This  I've  feen  : 
But  this  thy  countenance,  ftill  lock'd  in  fteel, 
I  never  faw  'till  now.     I  knew  thy  Grandfire, 

And 
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And  once  fought  with  him  ;    he  was  a  foldier  good  : 
But  by  great  Marsy  the  Captain  of  us  all. 
Never  like  thee.     Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee. 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 

JEns.  'Tis  the  old  Neftor. 

HeSl.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle. 
That  haft  fo  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time  : 
Moft  reverend  NeJIor,  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 

Neji.  I  would,  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  con- 
tention, 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefie. 

He«S.  I  would,  they  could. 

NeJI.   By  this  white  beard,  I'd   fight  with  thee  to 
morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome  ;  I  have  feen  the  time         ■ 

Ulyff.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  ftands. 
When  we  have  here  the  bafeand  pillar  by  us. 

HeSI.  I  know  your  favour,  lord  UhJJ'es^  well. 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  de3.d. 
Since  firft  I  faw  your  fe!f  and  Dicmsde 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Gtetkijh  Qmh-x^Q. 

Ulyjf.  Sir,  I  foretold  you  tlien  what  would  enfue  : 
My  prophefie  is  but  half  his  journey  yet ; 
For  yonder  walls,   that  pertly  front  your  town, 
Yond  towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  feet. 

HeSl.  I  muft  not  believe  you  : 
There  they  ftand  yet ;  and,  modeftly  I  think. 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygiati  ftone  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  j  the  end  crowns  all  ; 
And  that  old  common  Arbitrator,  Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

UlxJ/'.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  moft  valiant  Hedor,   welcome  ; 
After  the  General,  I  befeech  you  next 
To  feaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  Tent. 

Achil.  I  Ihall  foreftal  thee,  lord  Uhjfes ; thou  ! 

Now,  HeSloTy  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee ; 
I  have  with  exadl  view  perus'd  thee,  Memory 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

T3  I  /^^ 
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Hea.  Is  this  Achilles? 

Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Jrha.  Stand  fair,  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  look  on  thee* 

JchiL  Behold  thy  fill. 

HeSi.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief.     I  will  the  fecond  time^ 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee,  limb  by  limb. 

HeH.  O,  like  a  book  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o'ert 
But  there's  more  in  me,  than  thou  underftand'ft. 
Why  doft  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  heav'ns,  in  which  part  of  his 
body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him  ?   whether  there,  or  there. 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name ; 
And  make  diiiind  the  very  breach,  where-out 
Jie^or's  great  fpirit  ilew.     Anfwer  me,   heav'ns ! 

HeSI.  It  would  diicredit  the  bleft  Gods,  proud  man^ 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queftion  ;  ftand  again.- 
Think'ft  thou  to  catch  my  life  lb  pleafantly. 
As  to  prenominate,  in  nice  conjecture. 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Achil,  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

Bea.  Wert  thou  the  Oracle  to  tell  me  fo, 
I'd  not  believe  thee  :  henceforth  guard  thee  well. 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there  ^ 
But,  by  the  forge  that  ftythied  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er.  ■■ 

You  wifell  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  infolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips; 
But  ril  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thefe  words> 
Or  m?.y  I  never — — ~ — — 

Aja;i.   Do  not  chafe  thee,  coufm; 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefe  threats  alone, 
'Till  accident  or  puipofe bring  you  to't. 
You  may  have  ev'ry  day  enough  of  Hedor, 
If  you  have  ftomach.     The  general  State,  I  fear^ 
Can  fcarce  intreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

HeSi.  I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  field : 
We  have  had  pelting  wars  fmce  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians'  caufe. 

AchiL 
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Achil.  Doft  thou  intreat  me,  HeSlor  ? 
To  morrow  do  I  meet  thee,   fell  as  death ; 
To  night,  all  friends. 

Hei}.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Jga.  Firft,   all  you  Peers  of  Greece,   go  to  my  Tent, 
There  in  the  full  convive  you  ;  afterwards, 
As  Hefiors  leifare  and  your  bounties  (hall 
Concur  together,  feverally  intreat  him 
To  tafte  your  bounties :  let  the  trumpets  blow  ; 
That  this  great  foldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE     X. 

Manent  Troilus  and  UlyfTes. 

Trot.  My  lord  Vlyjfes,  tell  me,  I  bsfeech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

Vlyff.  At  Menelaui  Tent,   moft  princely  'Troilus ', 
There  Diomede  doth  feaft  with  him  to  night ; 
V/ho  neither  looks  on  heav'n,  nor  on  the  earth. 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  am'rous  view 
On  the  fair  Crejfid. 

Troi.    Shall   I,    fvveet  lord,  be  bound   to  thee  fo 
much. 
After  you  part  from  Agamemnon'^  Tent,  '■ 

To  bring  me  thither  ? 

Vhiff.   You  (hall  command  me,  Sir  : 
As  gently  tell  me,  of  what  honour  uas 
This  CreJJlda  in  'Troy  ;    had  ihc  no  lover  there. 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Troi.  O  Sir,   to  fuch  as  boafting  (hew  their  fears, 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord? 
She  was  belov'd,  (he  lov'd  ,•  fiie  is,   and  doih  : 
But,   (till,    fweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth. 

\Exeunt^ 
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ACTV.        SCENE     I. 

S^fore   AchillesV   Tent,     in   the    Grecian   Camp, 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

^Jchll.  T'^L   ^^^t    his  blood  with  Greeki/h  wine  ia 

i_        night, 
Which  with  my  rcimitar  I'll  cool  to  morrow. 
Fatrocltis,   let  us  feaft:  him  to  the  height. 

Fair.  Here  comes  Iberfites. 

Enter  Therfites. 

Achil.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 
Thou  crufty  batch  of  Nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

^her.  Why,  thou  pidure  of  what  thou  feem'ft,  and 
idol  of  ideot-wcrfhippers,    here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

JchlL  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

T}:er,    Why,    thou  full  difh  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Fair.  Wi,o  keepi  the  tent  now  ? 

Ixi^r.  The  furgeon's  box,    or  the  patient's  wound. 

Futr.  Well   laid,  adverfity  ;  and   what  need   thefc 
tricks  } 

Th^r  Pr'ychec,  be  filent,  boy,  I  proiit  not  by  thy 
talk  ;   thou  art  thought  to  be  Jchillci's  mule-varkc. 

p£itr.    Male-varlet,   you  rogue  r   what's  that  ? 

Ther.  Why,  his  mafculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten 
difeafes  of  the  fouth,  guts-griping,  rupLures,  catarrhs, 
loads  o'  gravel  i'th'  back,  lethargies,  cold  palfies,  raw 
eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing  lungs,  bladders  full 
of  impollhume,  fciatica's,  lime- kilns  i'  th'  palme,  in- 
curable bone-ach,  and  the  rivell'd  fee-fimple  of  the 
tetter,  take  and  take  again  fuch  prepofterous  difco- 
veries. 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou, 
what  meaneft  thou  to  curfe  thus  ? 

^her.  Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt,  you  whorfon 
indiftinguifhable  cur. 

Ther.  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou 
idle  immaterial  fliein  of  lley'd  iilk,  thou  green  farcenet 

flap 
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£ap  for  a  fore  eye,  thou  taflel  of  a  prodigal's  purfe, 
thou?  Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is  pefter'd  with  fuch 
water-flies,  diminutives  of  Nature. 

Patr.  Out,   gall ! 

7her.  Finch- egg! 

Achil.  My  fvveet  Patrociusy  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to  morrow's  battle  : 
Here  is  a  letter  from  Queen  Hecuba, 
'  A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love. 
Both  taxing  me,   and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  fworn.     I  will  not  break  it ; 
Fall  Greek,  fail  fame,   honour,    or  go,  or  flay. 
My  major  vow  lyes  here;  this  I'll  obey. 
Come,  come,    7herfjtes,   help  to  trim  my  tent. 
This  night  in  banqueting  muil  all  be  fpent. 
Away,  Patroclus.  [Ex. 

Tier.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain^ 
thefe  two  may  run  mad  :  but  if  with  too  much  brain, 
and  too  little  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  mad- 
men. Here's  Agamemnon,  an  honed  fellow  enough, 
and  one  that  loves  quails,  but  he  hath  not  fo  much 
brain  as  ear-wax  i  -^  and  the  goodly  transformation  of 

Juj^iter 

1  A  token  from  her  daughter  &■€.]  This  is  a  circum.france  taken 
from  the  ftory-bcok  of  the  three  deflruclions  of  T^rcy.  Oxford 
Editor. 

2  And  the  goodly  transformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his  brother, 
the  hull,  the  primiti've  JJarue,  and  o  B  i-  I  Q^  u  E  memorial  of 
cuckolds  jj  He  calls  Mcnelaus  the  transfrmation  of  Jupiter,  that 
is,  as  himfelf  explains  it,  the  hull,  en  account  of  his  hor?is; 
which  he  had  as  a  civckold.     This  cuckold  he  calls  the  primiti'ue 

Jiatuc  of  cuckolds  j  /.  e,  his  ftory  had  made  him  fo  famous,  th:it 
he  ftood  as  the  great  archetype  of  this  charafbor.  But  how  was  he 
an  oblir^ue,  memorial  of  cuckolds  f  can  ajiy  thing  be  a  more  direci 
memorial  of  cucJzolds,  than  a  cuckold  ?  and  fo  the  foregoing 
character  of  his  being  the  primitii'efatue  of  them  plainly  implie;. 
To  reconcile  thefe  two  contiadidory  epithets  therefjre  we  fhouli 
read, 

.■.—,-■1.1.1.11.,  m,  and  0BELISQ_UE  memorial  of  cuckolds. 
He  is  reprefented  as  one  who  would  remain  an  eternal  monument 
of  his  wife's  infidelity.  And  how  could  this  be  better  done  than 
by  calling  him  an  obiUfcnue  inemorialf  of  all  human  edifices  the 
mofl:  durable.  And  the  fentence  rifes  gradually,  and  properly  from 
%f(itui  to  an  obelif^ue^  To  this  the  editor  Mr,  Vieibald  replies, 
T  s  ^*^' 
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Jupiter  there,  his  brother,  the  bull,  the  primitive 
ftatue,  and  obelifque  memorial  of  cuckolds  -,  a  thrifty 
ftiooing-horn  in  a  chain,  hanging  at  his  brother's  leg ; 
to  what  form,  but  that  he  is,  fhould  wit  larded  with 
malice,  and  malice  forced  with  wit,  turn  him  ?  to  an 
afs  were  nothing,  he  is  both  afs  and  ox ;  to  an  ox 
were  nothing,  he  is  both  ox  and  afs ;  to  be  a  dog,  a 
mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an  owl,  a 
puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  J  would  not 
eare :  but  to  be  Menelaus,  I  would  confpire  againft 
Deftiny.  Aik  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I  were 
not  Ther/ites  ;  for  I  care   not,  to  be  the  lovvfe  of  a 

lazar,  fo  I  were  not  Menelaus, • 

Hey-day,  fpirits  and  fires ! 

S  C  E  N  E    ir. 

E?itef  Heftor,    Troilus,  Ajax,   Agamemnon,  UlyfTes, 
Neftor,  and  Diomede,  muith  lights, 

^ga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tisj  there,   where  we  fee  the 
light. 

Hea.  I  trouble  you. 

Jjax.  No,   not  a  whit. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Vlylf,   Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 

Achil.  Welcome,  brave  HeSior ;  welcome,  Princes  all. 

Jga.    So,    now   fair  Prince   of  Troj,   I   bid   good 
night. 
>^'<z,v  commands  the  Guard  to  tend  on  you. 

He^.  Thanks,  and  good  night,  to  the  Greeks*  Ge- 
neral. 

Men.  Good  night,   my  lord. 

He^.  Good  night,  fweet  lord  Menelaus* 

that  the  bull  is  called  the  primiti'ue  Jiatue  :  by  which  he  only 
giveth  us  to  underftand,  that  he  knoweth  not  the  difference  between 
the  Englijh  articles  a  and  the.  But  by  the  bull  is  meant  Menelaus  j 
whicli  title  Thof.ta  gives  him  again  afterward? — The  cuckold  and 

the  cuckold-maker  are  at  it — the  bull  has  the  game. But  the 

Oxford  Editor  makes  quicker  work  with  the  term  obliqucy  and 
alters  it  to  antique,  and  ib  all  the  difficulty's  evaded. 

7ber. 
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Ther.  Sweet  draught— -fvveet,   quoth  a  — —  fweet 
fink,  fweet  fewer. 

Mbil.  Good  night,  and  welcome,   both  at  once,  to 
Thofe 
That  go  or  tarry. 

^ga.    Good  night. 

Acbil.  Old  Neftor  tarries,  and  you  too,  Diomede, 
Keep  He^or  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  lord,   I  have  important  bufinefs. 
The  tide  whereof  is  now ;  good  night,  great  Hedor. 

He5l.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Vlyjf.  Follow  his  torch,  he  goes  to  Calchas'  tent : 
I'll  keep  you  company.  \To  Troilus. 

^roi.    Sweet  Sir,   you  honour  me. 

Hedi.   And  fo,   good  night. 

AchiL  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent.  [Exeunt, 

*rher.  That  fame  Diomedi%  a  falfe  hearted  rogue,  a 
mod  unjufi  knave :  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when  he 
leers,  tian  I  will  a  ferpent  when  he  hifies :  he  will 
fpend  his  mouth  and  promife,  like  Brahler  the  hound  ; 
but  when  he  performs,  aftronomers  foretel  it,  that  it 
is  prodigious,  there  will  come  fome  change :  the  Sua 
borrows  of  the  Moon,  when  Diomede  keeps  his  word, 
I  will  rather  leave  to  fee  HeSor^  than  not  to  dog  him  : 
they  fay,  he  keeps  a  Trojan  drab,  and  ufes  the  traitor 
Calchas  his  tent.     I'll  after  Nothing  but  letchery  ; 

ail  incontinent  varlets.  \Ex, 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  Calchas'j  Tent, 

Enter  Diomede. 
J>lo.  TT7HAT  are  you  up  here,  ho.?  fpeak. 
VV       Cal  Who  calls? 
Dio.  Diomede \     Calchas,    1    think;     where's  your 

daughter  ? 
Cal.  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  UlyfTes,  after  them  Therfites. 

Vlyff.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  difcover  uf . 

Efiter 
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Enter  Creflida. 
Trot.   CreJJtd  come  forth  to  him  ? 
Dio.  How  now,  my  charge  ? 
Cre.  How,  my  fweet  guacdian  j  hark,  a  word  with 

^      yo"-  [Whifpers. 

Trai.  Yea,  (o  familiar  ? 

V!y/f.  She  will  fing  to  any  man  at  firfl  fight. 

7her.  And  any  man  may  {ing  to  her,  if  he  can  take 
her  cliff.     She's  noted. 

Dio.  Will  you  remember  ? 

Cre.  Remember  ?    yes. 

Dio.  Nay,    but  do   then:   and   let  your   mind  be 
coupled  with  your  words. 

^roi.  What  fliould  llie  remember  ? 

Viyf.   Liil. 

Cre,  Sweet   honey   Greek,    tempt  me  no  more  t& 
folly. 

*Iher.  Roguery ■ — - 

Dio.  Nay,   then — . 

Cre.  I'll  tell  you  what. 

Dio.  Pho !  pho !  come,  tell  a  pin,  you  are  a  for- 
fworn  ■ 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  can't :  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

*rher.    Ajugling  trick,    to  be  fecretly  open. 

Dio.  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  bellow  on  me? 

Cre.  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  ; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  bat  that,  fweet  Greek, 

Dio.  Good  uight. 

Troi.  Hold,  patience . 

VlyJ/'.  How  now,   Trojan  ? 

Cre.  Diomede, • 

Dio.    No,  no,  good  night:    I'll  be  your  fool  no- 
more. 

Troi.  Thy  Better  muft. 

Cre.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Troi.  O  plague,   and  madnefs! 

Uhif.  You  are  mov'd.    Prince ;    let  us  depart,    I 
pray  you. 
Left  your  diipleafure  fliould  enlarge  it  felf 
To  wrathful  terms :  this  place  is  dangerous ; 
Tkc  time  righc  deadly  ;  X  befeech  you,  go. 

Trou 
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Troi.  Behold,  I  pray  you 

UfyJT-  Good  my   lord,   go  off: 
You  fly  to  great  diftradlion  :  come,   my  lord. 

Trot.  I  pr'ythee,   rtay. 

U/ji^.  You  have  not  patience  ;   come. 

TroL  I  pray  you,  ftay  ;  by  hell,  and  by  hell^s  tor- 
ments, 
I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  fo,  good  nigbt. 

Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger  ? 

Troi.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ?  O  withered  truth  ? 

U/-Jf.  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 

Troi.  By  yo've,  I  will  be  patient. 

Cre.  Guardian —  why  Greek 

Vio.  Pho»  pho,  adieu  !  yOu  palter. 

Cre.  In  faith  1  do  not  :  come  hither  once  again. 

UfyJ/".  You  (hake,  my  lord,  at  fomething  ;   will  yoa 
go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Troi.  She  ftrokes  his  cheek.— 

U/yJ/'.   Come,   come. 

Troi.  Nay,  Itay  ;  by  Jo've,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience  :  ftay  a  little  while. 

^hr.  How  the  devil  luxury  with  his  fat  rump  and 
potato  finger  tickles   thefe  together  !    fry,    letchery,. 
fry  ! 

Dio,  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  will,  la  ;   never  truft  me  eKe» 

Dio.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

Cre.  ril  fetch  you  one.  [Exit, 

U/ji/f.  You  have  fworn  patience. 

Troi,  Fear  me  not,  fweet  lord, 
I  will  not  be  my  felf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  patience. 

SCENE    IV. 
Re-enter  Creffida. 
Ther.  Now  the  pledge  ;  now,  now,  now.— — 
Cre.  Here,    Diomede^    keep  this  fleeve. 
TrQt,  O  beauty  I  whore's  ihy  faith  ? 
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Ulyf.  My  lord. 

^roi,  I  will  be  patient,   outwardly,  I  will. 
Cre.  Yoa  look  upon  that  fleeve  ;    behold  it  well  : — <- 
He  lov'd  me  : —  O  falfe  wench —  !   Give't  me  again. 
Dio.   Whofe  was't  ? 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter,  now  I  have't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to  morrow  night  : 
I  pr'ythee,    D'i07nede,   vifit  me  no  more. 

Iher.  Now  (he  fharpens :  well  faid,  whetftone. 
Dio,  I  Ihall  have  it, 
Cre.  What,   this  ? 
Dio.  hy,  that. 

Cre.  O,  all  ye  Gods  I O  pretty,   pretty  pledge  5 

Thy  mailer  now  lyes  thinking  in  his  bed 

Of  thee  and  me,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  glove. 

And  gives  memorial  dainty  kifies  to  it  : 

As  I  kifs  thee. \V)i\omzd.t%fnatches  the Jleeut, 

Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me  : 
He,  that  takes  that,  muft  take  my  heart  withal. 
Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 
Troi.  I  did  fwear  patience. 

Cre.  You  ihall  not   have  it,    Diomede  :  faith,  yon 
(hall  not : 
I'll  give  you  fcmething  elfe. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this :  whofe  was  it  ? 
Cre.  'Tis  no  matter. 
Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whofe  it  was  ? 
Cre.   'Twas  one  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will. 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 
Dio.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre.  5  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder. 
And  by  her  felf,  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To  morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm. 
And  grieve  his  fpirit,  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Trot.  Wert  thou  the   Devil,  and  wor'il  it   on  thy 
horn. 
It  fhould  be  challengM. 

Cre.    Well,    well,  'tis  done,   'tis  pad  ;  and  yet  it 
is  not 

3  By  al/D'tQiidCs  ivaitirg-ivoTnen  yonder.l  i.  e,  thenars  which 
fiic  points  to. 

I  will 
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I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  farewel. 
Thou  never  {halt  mock  Diomede  again. 

Cre.   You  (hall  not  goj  — ' one  cannot  fpeak  a- 

word, 
But  it  ftraight  ftarts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther,  Nor  1,  by  Piuto :  but  that  that  likes  not  yoUp. 
pleafes  me  beft. 

Dio.  What,  {hall  I  come  ?  the  hour  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  come  :— —  O  Jo^vs  ! —  do,  come:-^ « 

I  fhall  be  plagued , 

Dio.  Farewel  'till  then.  [Exit. 

Cre.  Good  night :  I  pr'ythee,   come. 
troilus,   farewel ;  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee. 

But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  fee.  -, 

Ah,    poor  our  fex!  this  fault  in  us  I  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  direds  our  mind. 
What  error  leads,   muft  err  :  O  then  conclude. 
Minds  fway'd  by  eyes  are  full  of  turpitude.         \^Exit, 

SCENE     V. 

^her.  A  proof  of  ftrength  (he  could  not  publifh 
more  ; 
Unlefs  (he  fay,   my  mind  is  now  turn*d  whore. 

Ulyjf.  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Troi.   It  is. 

Vlyf.    Why  ftay  we  then  ? 

7roi.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul. 
Of  every  fyllable  that  here  was  fpoke : 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-a6t. 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publilhing  a  truth  ? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart. 
An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong, 
That  doth  invert  th'  atteft  of  eyes  and  ears ; 
As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptious  functions. 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Creffid  here  ? 

VlyJJf.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan^ 

^roi.  She  was  not,  fure. 

Vlyf,  Moftfure,  Ihe  was. 

*rrdi. 
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Troi.  Why,   ray  negation  hath  no  tafte  of  madnefs. 

Ulyjf.  Nor  mine,  my  lord  :   CreJJid\\z%  here  but  now*- 

7roi.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd,  for  woman-hood  ! 
Think,  we  had  mothers ;   do  not  give  advantage 
To  ftubborn  criticks,  apt,  without  a  theme 
For  depravation,  to  fquareall  thefex 
By  CreJJid^  rule.     Rather  think  this  not  Crejfid. 

Vlyjf.  What  hath  Ihe  done.  Prince,  that  can  foil  our 
mothers  ? 

liroi.  Nothing  at  all,    unlefs  that  this  were  fhe. 

Iher.  Will  he  fwagger  himfelf  out  of  his  own  eyes  \ 

Troi.  This  (be  ?   no,  this  is  Diomsde\  CreJJida, 
If  beauty  have  a  foul,  this  is  not  Ihe  : 
If  fouls  guide  vows,   if  vows  are  faniSimony, 
If  fandlimony  be  the  Gods'  delight. 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  it  felf. 
This  is  not  (he.     O  madnefs  of  difcourfe  ! 
That  caufe  fets  up  with  and  againit  thy  felf ! 
Bi-fold  authority  !  4-  where  reafon  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  lofs  a(rume  all  reafon 
Without  revolt.     This  is,   and  is  not,  CreJJid, 
Within  my  foul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  far  wider  than  the  iky  and  earth  ; 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  thijdivifipn 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point,    as  fubtle 
As  flight  Arachne\  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Inftance,   O  iniknce,   ftrong  as  Pluto's  gates  \ 
Crejfid  i^  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heav'n  ; 
Inftance,^  inftance,  ftrong  as  heav'n  it  felf  ! 
The  bonds   of  heav'n  are  ilip'd,  difTolv'd  and  loos'dr 
And  with  another  knot  five-finger-tied. 
The  fradions  of  her  faith,   orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,  fcraps,  the  bits,  and  greafie  reliques 
Of  her  o'er- eaten  faith,   are  bound  to  Diomede, 


ivhere  reafon  can  rc'volf 


Without  pe-'dition,  and  lofs  aJJ'ume  all  reafon 

Without  revolt.  —  ]  A  miferable  expreffion  of  a  quaint 
thought,  That  to  be  unreafonable  in  lonje  is  reafonahle  j  and  to 
be  rcafonable,  unreafonable.  Perdition  and  hfs  are  both  ufed  in 
the  very  fame  feafe,  and  that  antidd  one,  to  fignify  unreafonablenefs. 
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UiyJJ'.  May  worthy  Trcilus  be  half  attach'd 
With  that  which  here  his  paffion  doth  exprefs  ? 

Trot.  Ay,  Greek,  and  that  fhall  be  divulged  well ; 
In  charaders,  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Inflam'd  with  renus—xiQ'er  did  young  man  fancy 
With  fo  eternal,  and  fo  fix'd  a  foul 
Hark,  Greek,  as  much  as  I  do  CreJJid  love. 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomede, 
That  fleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  in  his  helm  : 
Were  it  a  cafk  compos'd  by  Vulcan^  fkill. 
My  fword  (hould  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  fpout. 
Which  fhip-men  do  the  hurricano  call, 
Conftiing'd  in  mafs  by  the  almighty  Sun, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune^ s  ear 
In  his  defcent,  than  fhall  my  prompted  fword 
Falling  on  Diomede. 

Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Troi.  O  CreJJid!  O  h\k  Creffid !  falfe,  falfe,  falfe  ^ 
Let  all  untruths  Hand  by  thy  ftained  name. 
And  they'Ufeem  glorious. 

Uh^\  O,  contain  your  felf  1 
Your  paiTion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  iEneas. 

u-^ne.  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  lord  : 
Bcclor,  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Trey, 
Jjax^  your  guard,  ftays  tocondudl  you  home. 

Troi.  Have  with   you.   Prince ;  my  courteous  lord,. 
adieu. 
Farewel,  revolted  fair  :  and,  Diomede, 
Stand  faft,  and  wear  a  caftle  on  thy  head  L 

Ulxf.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Troi.  Accept  diftradled  thanks. 

[Exeunt  Troilus,  -^neas,  ^«^UlyfIes. 

T^er.  'Would,  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomede,  I 
would  croak  like  a  raven  :  I  v/ould  bode,  I  would 
bode.  Patroclus  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intel- 
ligence of  this  whore  :  the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for 
an  almond,  than  he  for  a  commodious  drab  :  letchery, 
letchery,  ftill  wars  and  letchery,  nothing  elfe  holds  fa- 
ftiion.     A  burning  devil  take  them  1  \Exit» 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VI. 
Changes  to  the  Palace   in   Troy. 

Enter  Hedlor  and  Andromache. 

-^nd.  \T7HEN  was  my   lord   fo  much  ungenti}?' 

VV  tempered. 

To  flop  his  ears  againft  admonifhment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to  day. 

HeSl.  You  train  me  to  offend  you  ;  get  you  gone. 
By  all  the  everlafting  Gods,   I'll  go. 

And.  My  dreams  will,  fure,  prove  ominous  to  day.. 

He£i.  No  more,  I  fay. 

Efiter  Caffandra. 

Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  Heel  or. 

And.  Here,  Mer,  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent  ;; 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition  j 
Purfue  we  him  on  knees  ;   for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence  j  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  fhapes  and  forms  of  flaughter^ 

Caf.  O,  'tis  true. 

HeSi.  Ho  !    bid  my  trumpet  found. 

Caf.  No  notes  of  fally,  for  the  heav'ns,  fweet  brother. 

He^.  Be  gone,  I  fay  :  the  Gods  have  heard  me  fwear. 

Caf.  "  The  Gods   are   deaf  to   hot   and    peevilh 

**    VOVv'S  I 

*'  They  are  polluted  offerings,    more  abhorr'd 
"  Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  facrifice. 

And.  O  !  be  perfwaded,   do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  juft;  it  were  as  lawful 
For  us  to  count  we  give  what's  gain'd  by  thefts. 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Caf.   It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  vow  fr 
But  vows  to  every  purpofe  mull  not  hold  : 
Unarm,    fweet  He^or. 

Hec"!.  Hold  you  ftill,  I  fay  ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  ; 
Life  every  man  holds  dear,  but  the  brave  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life. 

Enter 
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Enter  Troilus. 

How  now,  young  man  j  mean^ft  thou  to  fight  to  day  ? 

Jnd.  Cajfandra,  call  my  father  to  perfwade. 

\^Exit  Caffandra. 

He^.   No,  faith,   young  Troilus  j  doff  thy  harnefs, 
youth : 
I  am  to  day  i'th'  vein  of  chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  finews  'till  their  knots  beftrong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brufhes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go  ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
I'll  ftand,  to  day,   for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Trot.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you  ; 
Which  better  fits  a  lion,  than  a  man. 

HeSt.    What  vice  is   that  ?  good  Troilusy  chide  mer 
for  it. 

Troi.  ^  When  many  times  the  caitiff  Grecians  fall>, 
Ev'n  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  fword. 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

He  a.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Troi.  Fools  play,  by  Heaven,  HeSar^ 

HeH.  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Troi.  For  love  of  all  the  Gods, 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  Pity  with  our  mothers ;:         . 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwords. 
Spur  them  to  rueful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth^ 

Hea.  Fie,  favagc,  fie  \ 

Troi.  Hecfor,  thus  'tis  in  wars. 

HeSi.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  todayv 

Troilus.  Who  fhould  with-hold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars. 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire  ; 
Not  Priamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees, 

6  When  many  times  the  CAVT IV  s.  Grecians  fall.']  This  read- 
ing fuppofes  HeBor  infulting  over  his  captives,  which  is  not  "Troilus''^ 
meaning :  who  is  here  fpeaking  of  Heffor's  adiions  in  the  field. 
Without  doubt  Shake/pear  wrote, 

fVhen  mafiy  times  the  czitiff  Grtchns /all, 

i.  e.  daftardly   Grecians^  a  charafter  natural  for  the  fpeaker  to 
give  them,  and  juftified  by  his  account  of  them. 

The* 
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Their  eyes  o'er-galled  7  with  recourfe  of  tears  ; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  fvvord  drawn 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  fhould  flop  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 

SCENE     VII. 
Enter  Priam  and  CalTandra. 

Caf,  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fafl : 
He  is  thy  crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  Stay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee. 
Pall  all  together. 

Priam.  Hedor^  come,  go  back  : 
Thy  wife  hath  dreamt ;  thy  mother  hath  had  vifions; 
Caffandra  doth  forefee  ;  and  I  my  felf 
Am,  like  a  prophet,  fuddenly  enrapt 
To  tell  thee,  that  this  day  is  ominous : 
Therefore  come  back. 

HeSI.  ALneas  is  a-field, 
And  I  do  Hand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Ev'n  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Priam.  But  thou  (halt  not  go» 

HeSl.  I  mufl  not  break  my  faith  : 
You  know  me  dutiful,  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  fhame  refpedl  ;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  confent  and  voice,     - 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  Priam. 

Caf.  O,  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 

j^nd.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

Hea.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you. 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in.      \_Exit  And. 

^roi.  This  foolilh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  girl 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf.  O  farewel,  dear  Hedor : 
Look,  how  thou  dieft  -,  look,  how  thy  eyes  turn  pale  \ 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents ! 
Hark,  how7>ej  roars  -,  how  Hecuba  cries  out ; 


7  ivith  recourfe  of  tears ;]    i,  e,  tears  that  continue  t» 

«ourfe  one  another  down  the  face. 

How 
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How  poor  Andromache  ftirills  her  dolour  forth  ! 
Behold,  diftraftion,  frenzy  and  amazement, 
I.ike  vvitlefs  anticks,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry,  HeUor,  HeSior^  dead  !  O  He^or  ! 

^roi.  Away  ! —Away  ! 

Caf.  Farewel :  yet,  foft :  Heaovy  I  take  my  leave ; 
Thou  do'ft  thy  felf  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.        \^Exit* 

Hea.  You  are  amaz'd,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim  : 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  town,  we'll  forth  and  fight ; 
Do  deeds  worth  praife,  and  tell  you  them  at  night.' 

Priam.  Farewel :  the  Gods  with  fafety  Hand  about 
thee  !  [Alarum* 

Troi.  They're  at  it,  hark  :  proud  Diofnede,  believe, 
I  come  to  lofe  my  arm,  or  win  my  flecve. 

SCENE     VIII. 
Enter  Pandarus. 
Pan.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord,  do  you  hear  ? 
Troi.  What  now  ? 

Pan.  Here's  a  letter  come  from  yond  poor  girl. 
Troi.  Let  me  read. 

Pan.  A  vvhorfon  ptifick,  a  whorfon  rafcally  ptifick 
fo  troubles  me  j  and  the  foolifh  fortune  of  this  girl,  and 
what  one  thing  and  what  another,  that  I  fhall  leave 
you  one  o'  theie  days ;  and  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes 
too,  and  fuch  an  ach  in  my  bones,  that  unlefs  a  man  were 
curft,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't.  What  fays  ihe, 
there  ? 

Troi.   Words,  words,   meer  words ;  no  matter  from 
the  heart  : 
Th'  eifeftdoth  operate  another  way.  [Tearing  the  letter* 
Go,  wind  to  wind  j  there  turn  and  change  together  : 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  Hill  Ihe  feeds  ; 
But  edifies  another  v/ith  her  deeds. 

Pan.  Why,  but  hear  you- . 

Troi.  Hence,  brothel-lacquey  !  ignominy  and  fhame 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  ay  with  thy  name !        [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

Changes  to  the  Field  het-iveen  Troy  and  the  Camp, 
\_Alarutn.'\  Enter  Therfites. 
^^^''•"^JO  W  they  are  clapper- clawing  one  another, 
JL^  I'll  go  look  on  :  that  diflembling  abomina- 
ble varlet,  Diomedey  has  got  that  fame  fcurvy,  doating, 
fooliih  young  knave's  fleeve  of  7>£y,  there,  in  his  helm  : 
I  would  fain  fee  them  meet ;  that,  that  fame  young 
Trojan  afs,  that  loves  the  whore  there,  might  fend 
i!ti2XGreekiJh  vvhore-mafterly  villain,with  the  fleeve,back 
to  the  diffembling  luxurious  drab,  of  a  fleevelefs  Errant. 
O'th'  other  fide,  the  policy  of  thofe  crafty  (a)  fneering 
rafcals,  that  ftalc  old  moufe-eaten  dry  cheefe  Nejior^ 
and  that  fam«  dog-fox  UlyJ/eSy  is  not  prov'd  worth  a 
black-berry.  - — They  fet  me  up  in  policy  that  mungril 
cur  Ajax,  againft  that  dog  of  as  bad  a  kind,  Achilles. 
And  now  is  the  cur  /^jax  prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles^ 
2nd  will  not  arm  to  day  :  whereupon  the  Grecians 
begin  to  proclaim  barbarifm,  and  policy  grows  into  an 
ill  opinion^ 

Enter  Diomede  axd  Troilus. 
Soft— here  comes  lleeve,  and  t'other. 

Troi.  Fly  not ;  for  ihoula'ft  thou  take  the  river  Stjx, 
I  would  fwim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  doft  mifcall  Retire : 
I  do  not  fly  ;  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  ; 
Have  at  thee  !  [They  go  of,  fghting: 

Thsr.  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian  \  now  for  thy  whore, 
Trojan:  now  the  fleeve,  now  the  fleeve,  now  the  fleeve! 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  Heftor. 

Hea,  What  art  thou,  Greek  I  art  thou  for  Heaor'i 

match  ? 
Art  thou  of  blood  and  honour  ? 

[(a)  fneering.  Mr.  Theobald  Va]g. /wear i tig. ] 

Ther. 
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^her.  No,  no  :  I  am  a  rafcal;  a  fcurvjr  railing 
knave ;  a  very  filthy  rogue. 

HeSi.  I  do  believe  thee live.  {^Exit, 

^her.  God  o'mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me  j  but 
a  plague  break  thy  neck  for  frighting  me  !  What's  be- 
come of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  think,  they  havefwal- 
lowed  one  another,  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle— yet, 
in  a  fort,  letchery  eats  it  felf :  I'll  feek  them.       \_Exiu 

Enter  Diomede  and  Ser<vant. 

Dto,  Go,  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Troilus*  horfe, 
Prefent  the  fair  Steed  to  my  lady  Crejfid  : 
Fellow,  commend  my  fervice  to  her  beauty  : 
Tell  her,  I  have  challis'd  the  amorous  Trojan^ 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Ser.  I  go,  ray  lord. 

SCENE     XL 
Enter  Agamemnon. 
j^ga.  Renew,  renew  :  the  fierce  Polydamas 
Hath  beat  down  Menon  :  ^  baftard  ¥iargarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prifoner. 
And  Hands  CoIo^us-\v\(q,  waving  his  beam 
Upon  the  palhed  coarfes  of  the  Kings, 
Epijiropus  and  Odius.      Polyxenus  is  flain  j 
Amphimachus  and  Thoas  deadly  hurt ; 
Patroclus  ta'en  or  flain,  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruisM ;  9  the  dreadful  Sagittary 


S  t-^iajiard  Magarelon]     The    introducing  a  baflrarJ 

fon  of  Priam,  under  the  name  of  Magarelon,  is  one  of  the  clr- 
cumftances  taken  from  the  ftory-book  of  The  three  Dejifuaions  of 
Troy.  Mr.  Theobald, 

9  — — ^  the  dreadful  Sagittary 

Appals  our  numbers J  *'  Beyonde  the  Royalme  of  Ama- 

*'  foniis  came  an  auncyent  Kynge,  wyfc  and  dyfcreete,  named 
*'  Epyjlrophus,  and  brought  a  M.  Knyghtes,  and  a  mervaylloufc 
"  Befte  that  was  called  Sagtt  TAR  YE,  that  behynae  the  myddes 
"  was  an  horfe,  and  to  fore,  a  Man  :  This  Befte  was  heery  lyke 
"  an  horfe,  and  had  his  Eyenrede  as  a  Cole,  and  fhcttewcll  with 
"  a  bowe ,  This  Bejie  made  the  Grekes  fore  cfcrde,  and  Jl.ive 
*'  many  of  them  'with  his  Bowc,''  The  three  Depuaions  cf  Troy, 
printed  by  Caxton,  Mr.  Theoba.d. 

Appals 
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Appals  our  numbers :  hafte  we,  Diomede, 
To  reinforcemenc,  or  we  perifh  all. 

Enter  Neftor. 
Neflor.  Go  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles, 
And  bid  the  fnail-pac'd  Jjax  arm  for  fhame. 
There  are  a  thoufand  HeSlon  in  the  field  : 
Now,  here  he  iights  '  on  Galathe  his  horfc. 
And  there  lacks  work  ;  anon,  he's  there  a-foot. 
And  there  they  fly  or  Ayz^  like  fcaled  fhoals 
Before  the  belching  whale  :  then  is  he  yonder. 
And  there  the  ftrawy  *  Greeks^  ripe  for  his  edge. 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  fwath  ; 
Here,  there,  and  ev'ry  where,  he  leaves  and  takes ; 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  appetite. 
That  what  he  will,  he  does ;  and  does  fo  much. 
That  proof  is  call'd  impoflibility. 

Enter  Ulyfles. 
Ulyf.  Oh,  courage,  courage.  Princes ;  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curfing,  vowing  vengeance  ; 
Patroclui'  wounds  have  rowz'd  his  drowfie  blood. 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons , 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackt  and  chipt,  come  to  him. 
Crying  on  HeBor.     Ajax  hath  loft  a  friend. 
And  foams  at  mouth  ;  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it. 
Roaring  for  Troilus,  who  hath  done  to  day 
Mad  and  fantaftick  execution  ; 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf, 
With  fach  a  carelefs  force,  and  forcelefs  care. 
As  if  that  luck  in  very  fpite  of  cunning 
Bad  him  win  all. 

SCENE     XII. 
Enter  Ajax. 
Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus  /  [^Exit, 

I  '——on  Galathe  his  borfe,']  From  the  fame  book  is  taken  this 
name  given  to  HeBor''s  horfe.  Mr.  "Theobald, 

X  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge. 

Fall  doiun  before  him,  like  the  moioer^s  fnvath  ;  Sec.  Tho' 
this  old  ftory-book  was  our  poet's  guide  in  the  fable,  yet  nature 
led  him  up  to  the  fublime  images  of  Homer,  whom  want  of  learning 
kept  him  from  acc^uaintance  with, 

Dio, 
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Dio,  Ay,  there,  there. 

Neft.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  [E^^-euui. 

Enter  Achilles. 
Jchil.  Where  is  this  Heaor  F 
Come,   come,   thou  boy- killer,    fliew  me  thy  face: 
Know,  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
HeSlory  where's  HeSIor?  I  will  none  but  lie  dor.  [ExU. 

Re-enter  Ajax. 
Jjax,  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus j  (hew  thy  head  I 
Re-enter  Diomede. 
Dio.  Troilus,  1  fay,  where's  Troilus  ? 
Ajax,  What  wouldll  thou  ? 
Dio.  I  would  correft  him. 

Ajax.  Were  I  the  General,  thou  (hoaldll  have  my 
Office, 
Ire  that  correaion  :  Troilus y  I  fay,  what !  Troilus  ? 
Enter  Troilus. 
Troi.  Oh,  traitor  Diomede  1  turn  thy  falfe  face,  thou 
traitor. 
And  pay  thy  life,  thou  oweft  me  for  my  horfe. 
Dio.  Hah,  art  thou  there  ? 
Ajax.  I'll  fight  with  him  alone  :  (land,  Diomede, 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,   I  will  not  look  upon. 
Troi.    Come    both,   you  cogging    Greeks,   have  aC 
you  both.  \_Exeunty  f.ghting. 

Enter  Hedlor. 
He£l.  Yea,    Troilus  ?  O   well  fought !  my  youngeft 
brother. 

Enter  Achilles. 
Achil  Now  do  I  fee  thee  \   have  at  thee,  lienor. 
Hea.  Paufe,  if  thou  wilt.  \Jlghtt 

Achil.  I  do  difdain  thy  courtefie,   proud  Trojan. 
Be  happy  that  my  arms  are  out  of  ufe. 
My  Reft  and  Negligence  befriend  thee  now. 
But  thou  anon  (halt  hear  of   me  again  : 
Till  when,  go  feek  thy  fortune. 

Hea.  Fare  thee  well ; 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  freflier  man. 
Had  I  expelled  thee.    How  now,  my  brother } 

Vol.  VII.  U  Entet 
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Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Jjax  hath  ta'en  u^neas  j  fhall  It  be  ? 
Ko,   by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heav'n. 
He  fhall  not  carry  him  :  I'll  be  taken  too. 
Or  bring  him  ofr  :  Fate,   hear  me  what  I  fay ; 
I  reck  not,  though  thou  end  my  life  to  day.       \Exit, 
Enter  One  in  Armour. 

Bea.   Stand,  fland,  thou  Greeks  thou  art  a  goodly 
mark: 
Ko  ?  wilt  thou  not  ?  I  like  thy  armour  well, 
I'll  frufh  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all. 
But  I'll  be  mailer  of  it ;    wilt  thou  not,   bead,  abide  ? 
Why  then,  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.    {Exit. 
Enter  Achilles  nxs'ith  Myrmidons. 

Achil.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons^ 
Mark  what  I  fay,  attend  me  where  I  wheel ; 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  your  felves  in  breath  j 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  Ee8or  found. 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about ; 
In  felled  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me.   Sirs,  and  my  Proceeding  eye : 
It  is  decreed— ii^fi?oA-  the  great  muft  die.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE     XIII. 
Enter  Therfites,  Menelaus  and  Paris. 

^her.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold-maker  are 
at  it  :  now  bull,  now  dog  ;  'loo,  Paris,  'loo>{  now 
my  double-hen'd  fparrow  ;  'loo,  Paris,  'loo  j  the  bull 
has  the  game:  'ware  horns,  ho. 

[Exeunt  Paris,  and  Menelaus, 
Enter  Bajlard, 

Bajl.  Turn,  flave,   and  fight. 

Ther.  What  art  thou  ? 

Baji.  A  baftard  fon  of  Priam's. 

Iher.  I  am  a  baftard  too,  I  love  baftards.  I  am  a 
baftard  begot,  baftard  inftruded,  baftard  in  mind, 
baftard  in  valour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate  :  one 
Bear  will  not  bite  another,  and  wherefore  fliould  one 
baftard?    Uke  heed,  the  quarrel's  moil  ominous  to 

f 
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iR :  If  the  fon  of  a  whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  temjtt* 
judgment :  farewel,  baftard. 

Biiji,  The  devil  take  thee,  coward.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE   xrv. 

Enter  Heftor. 

He^.  Mod  putrified  core,  fo  fair  without  !  'i 

Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  day's  work  done  ;  I'll  take  my  breath  :- 
Reft,  fword,  thou  hali  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death. 

Enter  Achilles  and  his  Myrmidons. 

Achil.  Look,  He^ory  how  the  Sun  begins  to  fet  ; 
How  ugly  Night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels : 
Ev'n  with  the  veil  and  darkning  of  the  Sun,  ~^ 
To  clofe  the  day  up,  HeSior^  life  is  done. 

[They  fall  upon  Hedor,  and  kill  hitn^ 

lieSi.  I  am  unarm'd,  forego  this  vantage,  Greek. 

Achil.   5  Strike,   fellows,  Urike,  this  is  the   man  I 
feek. 
So,  IlioHy  fall  thou  next.     Now,  TVoy,  fink  down  : 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  finews  and  thy  bone. 
On,  Myrmidons,  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  He  Bar  ilain. 
Hark,  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr,  The  Trojan  trumpets  found  the  like,  my  lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of   night  o'erfpreads  the 
earth  ; 
And,  flickler-likc,  the  armies  feparates. 
My  half-fupt  fword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. 
Come,  tye  his  body  to  my  horfe's  tail  : 
Along  the  field  I  will  the  T^rojan  trail.  \_Exeunt. 

[Sound  retreat.     Shout, 

3    Strike^  felioivs,  Jirike, ]     This    particular  of   Achillea 

OYer-powcrmg  HcEior   by  numbers,  is  taken   from   the  old  ftory 
i9«k.  0:<ford  Editor, 

Mnttr 
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£nter  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Neftor,  Diomede, 
and  the  reji  marching. 

iAga.  Hark,  hark,  what  fhout  is  that  ? 

l^cjl.  Peace,  drums. 

J-o/.   Achilles  !  Achilles  !  Ileaors  flain  !  Achilles  I 

Dio,  The  bruit  is,  HeSlor^s  flain,  and  by  Achilles, 

Ajax.  If  it  be  fo,  yet  braglefs  let  it  be  : 

Great  HeBor  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Aga.  March  patiently  along  ;  let  one  be  fent 

To  prr.y  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  Tent. 

If  in  his  death  the  Gods  have  us  befriended. 

Great  ^rcy  is  ours,  and  our  fharp  wars  are  ended. 

{Exeunt* 
SCENE     XV. 

Enter  -Sneas,  Paris,  Antenor  and  Deiphobus. 

^ne.  Stand,  ho  !  yet  are  we  maflers  of  the  field  j. 
Never  go  home,  here  ftarve  we  out  the  night. 
Enter  Troilus. 

Trtl  EeSior  is  flain. 

AIL  Heclor  ! the  Gods  forbid  ! 

*rrci.  He's  dead,  and  at  the  murtherer's  horfe'«  tail 
In  beauly  fort  dragg'd  through  the  fhameful  field. 
+  Frown  on,  you  heav'ns,  effedl  your  rage  with  fpeed  ; 
Si*,  Gods,  upon  your  Thrones,  and  fmite  at  Troy, 
1  fay,  at  once.     Let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy. 
And  linger  not  our  fure  deflrudions  on. 

u^ne.  My  lord,  you  c^o  difcomfort  all  the  Hofl. 

^fol.  You  undertland  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo  : 
I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death, 
But  dare  ail  imminence,  that  Gods  and  men 
A^ddrefs  their  dangers  in.     Hefior  is  gone  ! 

4  Frcwn  en,  you  hea'v''ni,  effe^  your  rage  ivithfpcedj 

Sif,  Ccds,  ufcn your  Thrones,  and  suii^t.  at  Trey,]  Here 
7Vo/7«5  is  made  to  invoke  the  Gods  to /re  w«  in  one  line,  and  to 
fmile  in  the  other  :  And,  as  if  he  had  not  talked  nonfenfc  enough, 
after  having  made  them  do  and  undo,  and  protradl  the  fate  of  Troy^ 
in  the  next  line  he  begs  them  to  be  fpeedy  zn^  brief,  and  difpatch. 
them  at  once.  Wc  fhould  read  and  point  the  paflage  thus, 
Bit,  Gods,  lUon yeur  Thrones,  and  SM\  Tz  i^t  Troy, 
Jfay,at9fne,     Lit  your  brief  flaguci  be  v:ercy. 

Who 
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Who  (hall  tell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba  ? 

Let  him,    that  will  a  fcrietch-owl  ay  be  call'd. 

Go  into  Troy,  and  fay  there,  HeSiors.  dead : 

That  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ftone  ; 

5  Make  welling  iV/(7^/f ^  of  the  maids  and  wives ; 

Cold  ftatues  of  the  youth  j  and,  in  a  word. 

Scare  7roy.o\M  of  it  felf.     But  march  away. 

He  dor  is  dead  :  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Stay  yet,  you  vile  abominable  Tents, 

Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains  : 

Let  Titan  rife  as  early  as  he  dare, 

I'll  through  and  through  you.     And  thou,   great-fiz'd 

coward  ! 
No  fpace  of  earth  fhall  funder  our  two  hates ; 
I'll  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  confcience  ftill. 
That  mouldeth  Goblins  fwift  as  Frenzy's  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  March  to  Troy  !  with  comfort  go  : 
Hope  of  revenge  fhall  hide  our  inward  woe. 
Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you  ? 

Troi.  Hence,  brothel-lacquey  j  ignominy,  (hame 

\_Strikes  hirrn 
Purfue   thy   life,   and  live  ay   with  thy  name  ! 

lExeunf. 

Pan.  A  goodly  med'cine  for  my  aking  bones !  Oh 
world !  world  !  world  !  thus  is  the  poor  agent  defpis'd : 
Oh,  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earneftly  are  you  fet  at 
work,  and  how  ill  requited  ?  why  fhould  our  endea- 
vour be  fo  lov'd,  and  the  performance  fo  loath'd  t 
what  verfe  for  it?  what  inllance  for  it  ?.— — let  me 

fee — '■ — 

Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  fmg, 
'Tillhe  hath  loll  his  honey  and  his  fling  ; 

5  Make  WILLS  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  ivives -,]  We 
iriould  certainly  read,  welling  Niobes,  i.  e.  Niobesivelling,  or 
ftreaming  down  with  tears.  To  ivell,  an  old  word  to  bubble  or 
fpring  out.  The  image  of  Niobe  was  here  properly  employed.  So 
in  Hamlet^ 

■■  like  Niobe  all  tears. 

But  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  ivelh  and  rivers. 

But 
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But  being  once  fubduM  in  armed  tail, 

Sweet  honey  and  fweet  notes  together  fail. 

Good  traders  in  tlie  flefti,  fet  this   in   your  painted 

cloths — 

As  many  as  be  here  of  ?andar%  Hall ; 

Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Fandar^  fall. 

Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fome  groans. 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aking  bones. 

Brethren  and  fillers  of  the  hold -door  trade. 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  fhall  here  be  made  : 

It  Ihould  be  now  ;   but  that  my  fear  is  this, 

^  Some  galled  goofe  of  Winchejier  would  hifs  j 

'Till  then,    I'll  fweat,  and  feek  about  for  eafes ; 

And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  difeafes.  [£a//.^ 

6  Some  galled  gocj'e  of 'yN'ind-it^tt  >   ><       ]     The  publick  ftevvi 
ware  ancicutlx  under  the  juiifdi^ion  of  the  biihop  of  TFivchcftcr, 


The  End  of  the  Sequent  h  Vdkm^^ 
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